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INTRODUCTION 


Our era differs little, considering the more populous 
earth, in the number of poets compared to other eras. 
I am sure Miss Monroe, were she less gallant in spirits, 
as well as a number of other editors, might find Alex- 
ander Pope’s protest in the opening lines to the “Epistle 
to Dr. Arbuthnot,” an expression of their own position: 


“Shut, shut the door, good John! fatigu’d, I said 
Tie up the knocker, say I’m sick, Pm dead. 

The Dog-star rages! nay ’tis past a doubt, 

All Bedlam, or Parnassus, is let out: 

Fire in each eye, and papers in each hand, 

They rave, recite, and madden round the land.” 


That they “madden round this land” of forty-eight 
States, is becoming something more than a patent fact 
to the discerning few. And it is calculated to upset 
some nicely entrenched theories concerning the public’s 
appreciation of the art. Don’t think by any means, that 
the situation is satisfactory; it is far from it; but it is 
encouraging to witness the evidence of a decidedly 
increased volume in “business.” What this means in 
genuine zsthetic understanding and appreciation on the 


part of the non-poetry producing public, involves a 
subtler problem of our cultural national character than 


there is time or space for discussion here. And what, 
indeed, would poetry be without the pessimistic wolf 
at the door! In some quarters it is profitable to write 
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and comment on the unprofitableness of poetry. This 
very pessimism, delighting to give facts and figures, 
often proves the optimist’s contention that poetry of 
late has been looking up. 

A writer in The American Mercury for March has 
this to say: “The publication of verse nowadays is 
decidedly not all beer and skittles. The career of 
poetry is known from generation to generation to be 
a hard life for the poet, measured by its material 
rewards. What is not so generally realized is that 
poetry-publishing is, from the same point of view, a 
hard life for the publishers . . . The reason for this 
evident lack of outcome is perfectly clear. Poets print 
their work in small units in a number and variety of 
poetry-printing magazines over a period of months or 
years; and a poet who has something to say accumulates 
by that process an audience of several thousand persons 
who remember his name, learn to identify his work, 
and perhaps even expect and look for it. The poet then 
gathers his eggs and asks a publisher to put them into 
one basket of a permanent volume. The publisher does 
so, and—what happens? Why, the publisher works his 
head off for five months for the proud achievement of 
750 sales to 750 of the (say) 4000 readers who know 
the poet’s work already, and who buy the volume because 
they know it. The other 3250 refrain from buying the 
volume—for precisely the same reason. Please note, this 
is not a complaint that the poetry magazine take busi- 
ness away from the book-publisher. If it were not for 
these magazines, the sale of the volume would very 
likely be 350 instead of 750.” 

The writer here, if he has proof for his figures, 
proves the situation much better than supposed. A sale 
of 750 copies for the average fugitive book of verse is 
considerably in advance of the customary sale of from 
50 to 150 copies not so many years ago. 

ee 


But we scarcely need this revelation of the constant 
improvement in the sales of books of poems, or a book 
that may be one long narrative poem. The year 1927-28, 
presents some astonishing figures. Mr. Robinson’s “Tris- 
tram,” has climbed pretty close to the 70,000 mark; 
the fact that it was the Literary Guild selection, of 
course, was something of a determinant towards its sales- 
success; but it must be remembered that The Literary 
Guild had just got going, and “Tristram” as its third 
selection went out to about 10,000 subscribers. Stephen 
Vincent Benét’s “John Brown’s Body,” the August 
(1928), selection of The Book of the Month Club, 
was distributed to 70,000 subscribers, which is the be- 
ginning of a sale that may well reach toward a second 
hundred thousand. Knowing the composition of The 
Literary Guild, one could expect it would make such 
an independent literary gesture as to select a narrative 
poem for distribution among its clientele; but The Book 
of the Month Club is an entirely different marketing 
proposal, and distributing a poetry book was a practical 
matter: the conviction that the market existed for such 
a product. For people who pay in advance for twelve 
books a year, and at the retail store’s price, demand one 
hundred per cent satisfaction. A certain percentage of 
exchanges might do no harm, but if it ran high, say 
from twenty-five to fifty per cent, it would very likely 
damage the commercial success of an organization that 
is constructed on so abstract and delicate a proposition 
as literary taste. 

And here let me call attention to another—among 
the many organized since the success of the original 
institution——Book of the Month Club, which should have 
the supporting interest of all poetry lovers. It is {The 
Poetry Clan, established by Miss Monroe, and which 
sends out to its subscribers six volumes of poetry a year, 
one every two months, membership in which costs $12.00. 


X1 


I do not know how many subscribers Miss Monroe’s 
clan has, but if, with the distribution of its fifth title 
in July, it has acquired only a thousand members, it 
has achieved a worthy intention in the marketing of 
poetry. The fact that the advertisement of the Poetry 
Clan is dropped from the September number of Poetry, 
A Magazine of Verse, may mean nothing; I hope it 
does not mean that the failure to increase the member- 
ship foreshadows an abandonment of the excellent idea. 
The Five books distributed by The Poetry Clan to 


date, are: 


Boy in the Wind, by George Dillon 

Ballads of a Singing Bowl, by Marjorie 
Allen Seiffert 

Hale’s Pond, by James Whaler 

Outcrop, by Abbie Huston Evans 

Trivial Breath, by Elinor Wylie 


It is much commoner now for a larger number of 
books of poems to run into more than the first edition. 
Without having examined data on the facts, I believe 
that, in proportion to the number of verse-collections 
published to those of novels, that pretty nearly as large 
a number of the books of poems out-sell their first edi- 
tions as do novels. The advent of Frost, Masters, 
Lindsay and Sandburg introduced an era when a few 
poets sold astonishingly well; but between them and 
the countless others—many of which were also poets of 
exceptional and individual accomplishment—there was a 
woeful disparity of sales. The same is not quite true 
today. It is not uncommon to find publishers advertising 
the fact that this or that book of poems has reached a 
second or third edition with the same take-it-for-granted 
manner in which they announce the progress of an 
appealingly good novel. Dorothy Parker’s “Enough 
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Rope,” not yet two years old, has already sold 25,000 
copies; her more recent book went into a second edition 
before publication; and Samuel Hoffenstein’s “Poems in 
Praise of Practically Nothing,” from publication in 
March of this year, to June, had passed through seven 
editions. The choice of these two volumes may be open 
to criticism as not being typical, since they are known 
as “light” verse, verse supposed to depend for its merit 
upon wit and fancy. The truth is, they indicated a 
tendency more accurately than the more substantial 
qualities in poetry of the imagination and _ prophetic 
visioning. The latter are too often retarded in popular 
appreciation by the very individual character of mood 
and symbolism which gains, by the slower process of 
critical appreciation and interpretation, the niche of 
unique charm and appeal. The unity of fascination in 
the “light” variety, as well as in the profounder evoca- 
tions, is in that art which is the overtone of expression, 
finding its response in the human susceptibility to music. 
An era that fails to react to those emotional sequences 
of sound which we called rhythm, will not take its 
verse either grave or gay. 

As I write the September number of Poetry comes 
to hand, and Miss Monroe comments with insight, in 
an editorial, on “The Voice and the Singer.” Her text 
is taken from the pronouncement of the prize-awarding 
committee of a recent competition, in which a “declara- 
tion of the standard on which the contest was con- 
ducted,” says in part: “The poet who is a Voice is one 
who has something to say, or is at least trying to say 
something; the poet who is a Singer simply repeats, with 
the color of his own personality, the usual pleasantries 
and conflicts of human emotion. We may enjoy and 
delight in the Singer, but we hope to gain new perspec- 
tives from the Voice. Prevailing fashions in American 
poetry seem to demand that the poet say as little as 
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possible. This should be discouraged.” Miss Monroe 
objects to this idea; and very rightly and convincingly 
corrects it with this comment: “Accepting the above 
definition of ‘a poet who is a Voice’ as a new version 
of the old phrase, ‘a poet with a’ message,’ we should 
like to stress the rather obvious point that the Voice, 
however wise, may as well remain silent, and the mes- 
sage forever unuttered, unless the poet in question is 
also a Singer. In other words, the most important thing, 
in poetry as in the other arts, is not what the poet has 
to say, but whether, having something to say, some 
thought or emotion to put into words, he can manage 
to say it with style, magic, beauty, so that the world 
will stop, look, listen—and remember. Without this 
magic of genius, the Voice will be, in the ears of the 
world, merely a shout or a cry, never a poem; while the 
merest young thoughtless Singer, trilling a love-song like 
a bird on a bough, may present us with immortal 
beauty.” 

The problem that confronts the interpreter is not that 
the poem sings: that’s a perfectly apt realization on the 
part of one who has a delicate sensitivity beyond a visual 
erudition: but to probe with a spiritual rod beneath the 
mere forms and words to the hidden sources from 
whence the singing mysteriously springs. 

In spite of the generally admitted wide-spread recog- 
nition ef poets who “madden round the land,” there 
are countless singers who, to repeat Miss Monroe’s 
quotation of Shakespeare in the above, 


give to airy nothing 
A local habitation and a name. 


I think I have gathered some of these pieces from their 
ephemeral corners of the magazine world into this col- 
lection. Some are certain to go into more permanent 
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quarters of their own; many will always be fugitives. 
An era, I am almost tempted to say, is only as rich in 
the art of poetry, as its fugitive verse. For the particular 
year under consideration, such poets as Queene B. Lister, 
Mary J. Elmendorf, Robert Normile Rose, Isabel 
Valle, Siddie Joe Johnson, Laura Tanne, R. Marshall 
Terril, Sarah Litsey, Katherine Garrison Chapin, Evelyn 
Graham, Helene Mullins (whose book “Earthbound” is 
announced, and should win high critical attention) and 
Alexander Jones, to refer to a few, deserve special men- 
tion. Though I may be mistaken, none of these writers 
have published a book; but a careful selection of what 
they have already printed, and will print in the near 
future, should present the poetry-reading public with 
volumes of a very distinctive character. 

In certain other poets who have been known to the 
public for sometime through their books, there has been 
deepening power and beauty in what they have pre- 
sented in their magazine contributions this past year. 
Virginia Stait, with a elusive imaginative flame remind- 
ful of Emily Dickenson; Mary Sinton Leitch, espe- 
cially in her sequence “Fire,” achieving a spiritual 
triumph out of a tragic personal disaster; Marjorie 
Meeker, whose group of lyrics in Poetry has the deli- 
cate precision of silver-point, and whose exquisite first 
book “Color of Water,” is already widely recognized 
as a rare achievement; Ted Olson, whose art hitherto 
always subdued, has taken on a suffusion of emotional 
tones and implications from some Aprillian magic of 
the imagination; and Glenn Ward Dresbach, who, 
upon an already fine art, has imposed the magic quietude 
of a new vision of reality. The poems I have selected 
of Mr. Drésbach for inclusion here have a firmness 
of verbal texture, shimmering with quiet but poignant 
music, that is characteristic of Robert Bridges’ “Shorter 
Poems,” at their best; what he adds is a vigor of inner 
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perception, an implied virility of substance, which sepa- 
rates them wholly from that atmosphere of illusion 
which turns so much of the Englishman’s verse into 
vague images crying their sweet melodies out of a mel- 
ancholy heart. In reviewing the 1927 Anthology Mr. 
Alexander Laing remarked, “I believe Mr. Braithwaite 
has found a real folk singer in Alexander Jones.” This 
hitherto obscure writer of folk-songs and ballads, is here 
represented with a group of poems which will confirm 
this judgment. Mr. Jones proves that this type of native 
verse has lost none of its true character through delib- 
erate invention; and for affirmation it is but necessary 
to read the narratives in James Whaler’s “Hale Pond,” 
dealing with practically the same locale and characters, 
to observe what the contemporaneous poet can accom- 
plish in a primitive mileu. And Clement Wood in 
“Antillean,” has achieved one of the finest poems in 
recent American poetry. Another poet of the West, Edna 
Davis Romig, a member of the English department of 
the University of Colorado, is advancing with distinc- 
tion; her lines on “The Makers,” the dainty conception 
of the tribute in “Shakesperian Gardens” and the deft 
handling of the ‘Moravian Trombones,” show the 
diversity of interests in which her elastic poetic sensi- 
bilities range. These poems are included in her forth- 
coming book “Robert E. Lee, and Other Poems,” the 
titular poem therein, presenting a characterization of 
the great soldier considerably more human and appeal- 
ing than the recent dramatic portrait in Mr. Masters’ 
poem. 

The year has been exceptionally rich in the volumes 
of poems published. Unlike the important output a few 
years ago, the current production does not run into two 
or three typical forms and tendencies; definite schools 
and theories seem to have been abandoned, and the newer 
poets are striking out on the more solid ground and 
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satisfactory freedom of individuality. They are confi- 
dent in the adherence to the truth of the in- 
sight and temper within; that whatever power these 
possess, will gain attention and appreciation of the bet- 
ter kind, without any reliance upon the aid of 
the moment’s fickle fashion. To catalogue a few of 
these volumes for the moment, note the diversity 
of character in such collections as Theodore Dreiser’s 
“Moods, Cadenced and Declaimed,” Maxwell Boden- 
heim’s “The King of Spain, and Other Poems,” 
Elinor Wylie’s “Trivial Breath,” Shaemas O’Sheel’s 
“Jealous of Dead Leaves,” Abbie Huston Evans’ “Out- 
crop,” Isidor Schneider’s “The ‘Temptation of An- 
thony,” Robert Hillyer’s “The Seventh Heaven,” Chard 
Powers Smith’s “Lost Address,” Oliver Jenkins’ 
“Heavenly Bodies,” Marjorie Meeker’s “Color of 
Water,” George Elliston’s “Bright World,” James 
Whaler’s “Hale’s Pond,” Clifford Gessler’s “Kanaka 
Monn,” Clinch Calkins’ “Poems” and Elizabeth Hol- 
lister Frost’s “The Lost Lyrist.” 

Most of these poets are well known and I shall leave 
them with this reference, though a special word of 
gratification should be said in regards to Shaemas O’Sheel 
who after a good many years has broken silence with 
lyricism as haunting as any in contemporary American 
poetry. Mr. Schneider’s volume has aroused considerable 
critical discussion for the bold novelization in modern 
verse of the Anthonetic theme. Though “Lost Address,” 
by Chard Powers Smith, is only his second volume, like 
Amy Lowell and Robert Frost, this poet represents a 
process of growth highly disciplined and selective. He 1s, 
declares an English critic, a “true heir of the great 
tradition,” and commends his work for “breadth, dig- 
nity, intensity of feeling and a great command of word 
music.” Mr. Smith has long been engaged on a stupen- 
dous work on the analysis of the substance and tech- 
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nique of poetry, with an original summary of its sig- 
nificance which, when published will create a furore 
among esthetic students. 

Perhaps no two poets of the year come with such an 
amazing new significance as James Whaler and Eliza- 
beth Hollister Frost. Both are new poets, and of highly 
contrasting qualities. “Hale’s Pond,” by Mr. Whaler, 
is a collection of six narratives, dealing with one excep- 
tion, with life in the Maine woods. Mrs. Frost’s “The 
Lost Lyrist,” is a collection of lyrics, all brief pointed 
flames of life and fate. As a sample of Mr. Whaler’s 
art I refer the reader to the “Lady of Katahdin,” 
included here, and for Mrs. Frost’s, to the four lyrics 
also included in this collection. Masefield has often been 
called Chaucerian in his narratives, but I think Mr. 
Whaler comes nearer to the characterization in the 
qualities that give us human beings native to their 
environment, and whose passions and humors are rich 
with a primitive fidelity. Mrs. Frost is certain to be 
hailed as an American Housman; for compactness and 
finish, for poignancy and absolute surety of touch, there 
is undoubtedly a kinship with “A Shropshire Lad’; but 
the difference is decided, and exists in that profound 
logic which is hidden at the intuitive roots of indi- 
vidual emotion. Housman the ironic realist is preoccu- 
pied wholly with the workings of fate within the 
restricted field of his observation; there is no question of 
the power and beauty, of an acid temper, with which he 
interprets it. Mrs. Frost transfuses her themes with a 
spiritual force, lifting them out of the shadow of a 
deceiving reality, and sends her brief lyrics on wings 
of mystical vision. She confines us not to the bitter per- 
plexities of experience, but liberates aspiration for 
the discoveries of those realities which compose and 
solve the perplexities. And the magic of accomplishing 
this end is in the singing that is so instinctively her gift. 
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Of the anthologies published during the year, “The 
Lyric South,” edited by Addison Hibbard, though on 
more or less conventional lines, is notable for being 
the first survey of contemporary southern poets. As a 
sectional representation much pride is taken in the qual- 
ity of achievement, though a good many of the indi- 
viduals included, native born as they are, by long 
residence in the north, and even abroad, have long been 
known and accepted nationally. The experiment of the 
“Anthology of Alabama Poets,” following the “Poets 
of California,’ of a few years ago, might well be 
extended to other States, as an educative as well as 
literary performance. “Patterns for Pan, A Sonnet An- 
thology,” is a similarly designed collection as the 
“American Miscellany.” “The American Caravan, 
A Yearbook of American Literature,” an annual of 
prophetic importance, began its career in 1927, and 
contains a quantity of poetry of high distinction. Hith- 
erto unpublished work by William Ellery Leonard, 
Robert Hillyer, Wallace Gould, Archibald MacLeish, 
and others, comprise a collection of poetry not easy to 
match in any other compilation for the year. 

Unquestionably the most fascinating anthology of the 
year, and one destined to take its place in popular appre- 
ciation after the manner of Palgrave and Quiller- 
Couch, is Harry Kemp’s “The Bronze Treasury.” Mr. 
Kemp has raided the sources of English poetry to lift 
out of their obscurity, poems that will delight the reader 
of today. And he has done this with a flavor of per- 
sonal interest and appreciation unique in the results. Like 
Arthur Symons, in his “Romantic Movement in Eng- 
lish Poetry,” he has sought to know the personal lives 
and experiences of his poets, giving them a most vivid 
presentation. “I vowed,” he says, “to make this an- 
thology stimulating and interesting, and I have written 
biographical sketches to make these men live with all 
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their charm and idiosyncrasy . . . Chatterton tearing 
up his poems in a fury of despair . . . Rochester, the 
singer of inconstancy in love—he who played the 
mountebank—he who seduced the mistress of King 
Charles . . . From Wilmot, Earl of Rochester, to 
the saintly martyr-poet Southwell—who suffered the 
rack a dozen times—and to good Bishop King the 
exponent of monogamic fidelity who wrote to his dead 
wife the most affecting and tender exequy in the lan- 
guage. . . Moralists and debauchers, rogues and saints, 
the simple and the sophisticated. . . Starving in gar- 
rets . . or writing poetry in palaces as a graceful rec- 
reation of a gentleman .. . utterly mad or far too 
sane—living and loving, hating and dying a-bed or on 
violent fields of honour and dishonour.” Like the 
supreme examplers, Harry Kemp has made the function 
of the anthologist creative. 

When in 1912, the country, or that part of it that 
took an interest in poetry affairs, was astonished at the 
offering of a monthly magazine devoted wholly to the 
publication of, and comment about, poetry, there was 
much skepticism as to the success of the venture. The 
particular organ in mind has survived for sixteen years, 
and promises to continue for a long time to come. The 
field has mutiplied until there are some thirty odd poetry 
magazines in existence. It has, however, been left to 
another poet, Benjamin Musser, to venture into a newer 
field of poetry-magazine publication. He has added to 
his proprietorship of “Contemporary Verse,” a weekly 
magazine of poetry, “Japm,” which he edits. The first 
issue appeared July first, of this year. It is a daring 
venture, and its progress will be watched with intense 
interest. 

Wir B. 
Arlington Heights, Massachusetts. 
August 30th, 1928. 
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OF MAGAZINE VERSE 


A SHIP GRAVEYARD 
(Put-in-Bay, 1924) 


Old ships must come to rest as birds and men. 
Within the narrow harbor there they lie, 
Bound fast to shore and useless now. Nearby 

A broken oar still clings to one, as when 

The wreck of time leaves crippled hopes. But then 
The mast of yonder sailing-boat points high 
Into the air as if it thought to fly 

Its colors and to skim the waves again. 


Now there they doze . . . When shades of night descend 
And singing waters call, once more they’ll slip 
From port to track the rolling space of blue. 
Then gulls will fly in curves of light that blend 
Into a melody of sky and ship 
And sea... Those clouds foretell a storm is due. 


The Gypsy Frepertck HEerspert ADLER 


SONG 


Hearts can grow wild, 
As wild as thyme. 
Thoughts can grow long; 
Like ivy, climb. 


Hearts can be tamed 
To a garden row. 


I 


Thoughts can lie deep, 
As deep as snow. 


The Harp FreDERICK HERBERT ADLER 


FOR A HAPPY POET 


If from this windy height your flags must wave 
Muffle the trumpets; hold his peace in trust. 

And lay your laurels lightly on this grave 

"Lest they should overweigh the singing dust. 


He was a poet, born to sing and brood, 

To shun instinctively the rifts and flaws; 
And now your noisy fame cannot intrude: 

He keeps his dream, untarnished by applause. 


The Commonweal Apa ALDEN. 


A TREE 
Toc Mav. C 


(Leaves) 
Tender green eyes flashing, 
To catch the eye of God 
Thanking him for bounties 
Flowing from the sod. 


(Branches) 
Praying arms outstretched 
To the silent sky, 
Penetrating vastness 
For a mute reply. 


(Body) 
A brown gnarled vase 
Lacquered with bark. 
The resting place 
Of a singing lark. 
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(Roots) 
Tiny tripping toes 
Pivoted in soil 
That the swaying body 
Never may recoil. 


(L’envot) 
The dance of leaves is a beautiful thing. 
The lyric of branches sweet. 
The cry of a body bent by the wind 
And roots rumbling in retreat. 


The Crisis Lewis ALEXANDER 


I CANNOT SPEAK 


I cannot speak— 
I cannot show life’s actual beauty 
To those who really live, and look about and listen. 


Down through ages of years 

Great men have spoken— 

A treasured heap of sayings. 

They have made us laugh and cry and think and build. 

Their volumes live. 

Yet they have only said what Nature said: 

Experiences, feelings, reflections, material combinations, 

Attempted in words. 

Far beyond their volumed introductions 

The thinking man dreams in thoughts he cannot say. 

He sees the farmer sow and reap in dusty fields 

To feed and clothe the world, 

The hurrying man of business in the city 

As one small cog in the great machine of industry, 

Statesmen, toilers, entertainers, thinkers, builders— 

And their tools—combustion engine, and the printing press, 

The locomotive, aeroplane, radio, 

The automobile, harvester, and steamship— 

No end of marvels!—science, engineering, deeds that chal- 
lenge! — 

And he says, “I cannot speak!” 
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Through unnumbered generations 

Men have sung— 

Sweet melodies to the ear! 

They have borne us in beauty to loftiest sentiment. 
We still are singing! 

Yet they have only sung what Nature sang: 

The sighs of love, the throbs of patriotism, 

The croon of mother hearts, 

The voice of wind from trees and flowers and waves, 
The notes of birds and animals, 

The scream and rattle and click and hum of machines— 
Sounds of Life! 

The man in whose heart the tones of music dance 
Has heard the melodies of throat and harp and reed, 
And though himself, to those who heard, sang sweetly, 
He went into the out-of-doors 

And said, “I cannot sing!” 


Who knows when artist hand first splashed at painting 
Or chiseled at stone? 

Unmeasured forms and visions of beauty! 

In these we find unspoken words and songs unsung— 
Yet not the actual likeness of a woman’s face, 

Nor smile of a little child, 

Nor marks of age and pain and labor, 

Nor form of athletic grace in body; 

No jewelled ice or snow, the realness of them, 

No canyons, crags, or hills, 

No snow-white clouds in a wide blue sky, 

No sunset glow nor moonlight nor rainbow, 

No glad rose with her lovely sisters, 

No green-coated majestic tree— 

No scene or form so sweet as those 

Our beauty-hungry eyes feast on through night and day! 
Men have mimicked these in noble measure, 

But still they say, 


“TI cannot splash a vision or chisel the real in stone!” 


If by my crude imitations I may lead 

Some man to love a word or tone or scene or form 
That he missed before, 

I shall be duly paid. 


But pause not to love my words, for they are frail; 
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Nor my tones, for they are flat; 

Nor my scenes or forms, for my mixture of colors js poor 
And my stones are rough and cold. 

But come!— 

Here is Nature!— 

Here in God’s universe is Life!— 


The Harp Atvin ALLEN 


ON AN ENGLISH SPRING 


For there is nothing more to say 

Of England’s daffodils 

Since Wordsworth seized their substance for his verse, 
Stealing our thoughts away 

Before we ever saw these gold-drenched hills, 

Or ever watched the spring’s progression turn 
Earth’s counterpane from gold to hyacinthine blue. 


And Shelley’s been before us to coerce 

The songs of skylarks into singing words; 

We only stand and feebly yearn 

Beneath a trilling canopy of birds, 

Chafing at the restraint 

That chains us wingless to the leas, 

Until May brings the cuckoo’s soft complaint. 


The hedge-bound squares of meadow too 

Have antedated us by centuries, 

They do not boast,—they only fling 

Their single age-old trees 

Aloft into the high, cool spaces where 

Air currents meet, yet cling 

About their earth-embedded feet, to keep them there. 


Trees that a moon or two ago 

Stood in slim silhouette, 

Black tracery upon a yellow sky, 

Shake now their shady locks over the lazing herds 
And in their turn defy 

Our pitiful and evanescent words, 
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Poets’ hearts would break if they could not eject 

The burden of their rapture so; 

But we, the timid circumspect, 

Find beauty far too poignant to be borne. 

Overwhelmed with longing and regret 

We find in it a personal disaster, 

Knowing we must admit our spendthrift selves forlorn 
Before what we have never learned to master. 


Love, let us, clinging closer, faster, 

Help one another try to be content 

With constancy of purpose and a wise intent, 
That—leaving beauty, which is vaster— 
We may at last so strengthened be 

That we have fortitude to endure ecstasy. 


Scribner’s Magazine CarRoLINE ALLEN 


JOB SEEKER 


His thought swayed as the slow train swayed. 
Now was the end. He to go on, 

She to go back. Though they had weighed 
For weeks this moment, it was grown 

Too heavy on them at the last. 


She had been gay those years before. 

Now it was time to get her coat. 

He hadn’t thought they would come so poor. 

He ought to say... it was rough in his throat... 


And there the junction loomed. How fast 
The grim train grated to a stop! 

His knuckled hands were white from trying 
Not to hold hard to hers. A drop 

Of jewelled salt lay on his coarse 

Big face. He wished for her she were crying. 


“If work is good you'll come in the spring. 
Just tell the kids, well . . . some good thing, 
And, well, goodbye. . . .” He was too hoarse 
To say more, were he better at saying. 
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Behind her, casual bold eyes hung 
Like a tawdry peacock screen. No tongue 
Was his for tenderness, to tell 

All that his heavy arms were praying. 


So, “Well . . . goodbye,” he said—thin, high— 
And looked bewildered. “Well... goodbye... 
bie i | seeps! 


The New Republic DrEvEeRE ALLEN 


Voices 


DESIRELESS 


The flesh entire and unconsumed 

But eaten with oblivion: 

Love, when the years, love, love, have doomed 
Me thus, let all be over; done; 

And death translate our flesh and blood 
Into the talk of leaves that lie, 

Through all the region of the wood, 
Upon the wind’s heart going by,— 

High on the green slope of a hill, 

When, shadows and the wind ascending, 
The wood, romantically still, 

Begins to sway, the trees are bending; 
And silence falls like fruit detached, 

And lying on the ground is taken 

By sound, and hands of sound have snatched 
Silence from every bough that’s shaken. 


KENNETH SLADE ALLING 


EARTHQUAKE 


Many a mountain that the sun has chosen 


As the co-maker of his shadows, stands, 

A rocky monolith, unfoliaged, frozen, 

A tower of treeless stone in summer lands. 
The onset of the tempest and the thunder 

Has found his forehead stubborn; they deplore 
Their impotence to pound his strength asunder; 
And he remains, a marble metaphor. — 
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And then the earth, that with gigantic thrust, 
Lifted this granite torse to the skies, 
Trembles within; the air is gray with dust; 
The pillar like a fallen planet lies; 

The fragments of an old immensity, 
That seemed, one time, eternal as the sea. 


Voices KENNETH SLADE ALLING 


THE MYRIAD NUMBER 


Time with his plow of darkness plows them under, 
The lover and his passion and his song. 

All the intensities and woven wonder 

Of nights and days are ended; they belong 

To dust, the habitation of the dead: 

And no device time fashions will restore 

Their loveliness: they lie upon a bed 

That waits for all; that all are waiting for. 


The inspiration of the flesh departs; 

The mind is windowless, its sight withdrawn; 
Love, most ephemeral of all the arts, 

With time, the cruel hastener, is gone 

To find his place among the myriad number 
Of them that stir not, dream not, only slumber. 


Voices KENNETH SLADE ALLING 


CHOPIN 


He entered those bright citadels of sound 

Where Beauty walks the terraces alone, 

A fragile captive whose slim fingers wound 

Silvery strings for lyres yet unknown. 

His the delight to thread her gleaming mesh 

Through patterns wrought of dreams—bright line on line, 
Kindling the spirit’s ardor in the flesh 

Of melody—weaving the web divine. 


He saw the moon float slowly up the sky 
When pain, unpitied, crept across the grass, 
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And pondered life’s enigma with a sigh 
Whose poignant lamentation shall not pass. 
The unobliterated tears of men 
Transmuted through his magic, drip again. 


The Lyric West Lituay A. AsHLEY 


THE DEATH OF ADONIS 


The thrush rustles last year’s leaves, 
Hunting arum root; 

The blackbird in his thicket weaves 

His rhymes; the cuckoo’s flute 

Flatters the sun; a shrewd bee heaves 
His bag of golden loot. 


How easily these things forget 
The fierce blue band of snow, 

The poppies cold and cruel and wet 
That filleted the brow 

Of dead Adonis when we set 

His garlands on him so. 


The same sweet business of the bird; 
The same thrift of the bee; 

Always the same: can they have heard 
With what sad paces we 

Stepped, what tears as we interred 

Our white youth in the sea? 


Did they not know our nails were red 
With beating on our breast? 

Nor watch us as we put the dead 
Down in his silver nest? 

Nor note the poppies on his head 
Bruised where our fingers pressed? 


Where were these things he loved that they 
Could let him so be slain? 

Had they forgotten that black day 

Dense with the rush of rain 

When through a pipe of sodden hay 

He sucked the sun again? 
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Have these no memory beyond 

The moment and their need? 

No thought save to the diamond 

That glistens on the reed, 

Deaf to the song that shakes the frond, 
Blind to the stops that bleed? 


What is this beauty they fulfill, 

This negligent delight? 

The wild rose whitens on the hill; 

The laurel bush is white: 

These bloom; they sing, they work—and still 


He comes not in our sight. 


He comes not to our hunger nor 
Shall come again to these: 

The bird who sits on his cool floor 
Drowned in his melodies; 

The bee who staggers to his door 
Dusty with robberies. 


Our Syrian Adonis, our 

So young, so dead to them, 

Whose blood is on the blood-root flower 
Clotting the broken stem; 

Whose blood dropped on the dismal hour 
A purple diadem. 


Look you, if seven virgins bring 
Barley and wheat, the thin 

Yellow fennel flowering, 

Lettuce with milky skin, 

Will the blood-spotted withered spring 
Accept such medicine? 


Though the old women say it, though 
The men with wrinkled eyes 

Mumble that this thing is so, 

And though a witch is wise— 
Nevertheless our sick hearts know, 

Our questions and our cries. 
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Can you cut a furrow with foxes? Jar 
The he-goats from their cud? 
Harness tigers to a car? 

Win lynxes from their blood? 
Freeze the savage Syrian star? 

Or tame the eagle’s brood? 


Sooner hounds will drink with does; 
Horses with griffins mate; 

Or darnel sprout a single rose; 

Or love grow out of hate; 

Or the goose warble where he goes 
In the wild swan’s estate. 


Bring water, bind the altars with 
A soft wooden yoke, 

Burn twigs bubbling bitter pith 
And make a pungent smoke: 
Our young god is a lonely myth, 
And whom shall we invoke? 


Three hundred snow-white bullocks were 
Too few; even a force 

Of stallions foreign to the spur 

Of the Assyrian horse— 

If we must weep, this smoke will blur 
Our sorrow at the source. 


The share rusts where the stubborn ox 
Groaned as his sinews felt 

The slow resistance of the rocks; 
Under Orion’s Belt 

We should clip clean our silver flocks 
And sow our golden spelt. 


The harrow and the wicker hurdle 
Moulder in green scurf; 
The virgin chafes at her fragrant girdle} 
The burrs glare on the turf; 
The earthen bowls of goat’s milk curdle; 
The willow sighs like surf. 

II 


The snake has long split asunder 

And tarnished his new mail: 

What do we wait for? Is it thunder 
That turns our tight lips pale? 

Soon will the moth be blown dust under 
The hammers of the hail. 


Soon will the butterflies in cotton 
Sleep with suspended breath; 

The windfalls in the orchard rotten 
With rain mildew beneath; 

And the dead spring will be forgotten 
At length even by death. 


Only the blackbird will insist 
On his rich creed; the thrush 
Will rummage like a botanist; 
The bee will drowse in plush; 
While that serene ventriloquist, 
The cuckoo, cannot hush. 


Note: In memory of Morris Auslander, 1890-1901. 


The Dial JosEpH AUSLANDER 


A SONG OF PRAISE 


Now God be praised that gave us such a sky, 
And gave us tall young men who stand as high, 
And the four winds and seven ways to fly. 


And God be thanked a quiet man, no older 
Than others of His men, a little bolder 
Than most, could swing the stars over his shoulder. 


As level in his office and as fair, 
His hands upon the horses of the air, 
His eyes fixed, and the long wind in his hair, 


In the grey keen-edged hour, without one blast 
Of trumpets, he took off, and poised, and passed 
In the fog, “flying low and very fast,” 
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And lifted up our feet, our hearts with him, 
And cleaned our eyes, and left us new of limb, 
And plumed us with his peril and his grim 


Great purpose like a feather trailing flame 
Through the stark hours—until his lonely name 
Hurdled the stubborn silence, fronted fame. 


And therefore praise to God for storm and sleet 
And the strong skill and ardour that can beat 
Barriers down and put wings on our feet. 


And rich it is to be alive and see 
How such a certain thing could come to be 
By lone assault, quiet integrity. 


For Pompey had his triumph and his pride, 
And Czsar shook the whole earth with his stride, 
And Tamerlane swung a sword from side to side. 


And where are they? What lizard warms their dust? 
And when did their green garlands turn to rust? 
Their crimson archives and their purple lust? 


But we have lived to see a triumph made, 
Not by the fanfare and the fine parade, 
But by the roar of a propeller blade, 


And by the steady hand and heart and head 
That gripped a dream, and groped, and hazarded 
Greatly, asking not to be breveted 


Nor marveled at, rejecting pomp and show, 
Sick of applause and feasts and paper snow, 
The stiff shirt, the polite portfolio; 


Asking only the privilege of the sky, 
The piston’s plunge, the wind that will not lie, 
The fog that flatters not, the ships that fly. 
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So God be praised that matched him to our need, 
And praise the mother of so clean a breed, 
And praise the son who sprang from such a seed. 


Voices JoseEPpH AUSLANDER 


IN MEMORIAM 


The sea tugged at his heart with all its tides, 
Its colors and rhythms and tumults; and tall ships 
Passing at dawn or pausing at twilight were always 


In his eyes and his talk and at his fingertips. 


He would show me drawings I only half-understood: 
Mechanical plans and charts of schooners and whalers, 
Brigs and brigantines, luggers and galleys and galleons— 
And salt was in his talk like the talk of sailors. 


Beautiful, big eyed, with rebellious hair, 

I watch him in a stiff wind with his boat, 
Letting her have it; and I watch him roping her 
Down at the dock and the spray all over his coat. 


And I watch him again at our sloshy old wharf with the rising 
Wind and water sucking him out to sea; 

And he gets in his boat and heads into the dawndrift 

To chat with a certain captain from Galilee. 


To show Him his charts and plans as sailor to sailor, 
To speak as one seaman to another, observing 

The beauty of ships, the bravery of men, the terrible 
Glory of the gray gulls plunging and swerving. 


Dead? This boy with the sea in his eyes and the morning 
Still great and new in his blood like a trumpet with tones 
Lavish and marvelous! Dead? With the sea birds crying 

And the wind and the water crying in his bones! 


Harper's Magazine JosrPH AUSLANDER 
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AMBUSCADE 


How softly sits the shadow in the sun! 

How hushed the air is! From the blackbird’s flute 
No bubble swells and bursts; the wren is mute; 
The polka-dotted butterfly is one 

With his own image in oblivion; 

Time, like a mole, has burrowed to the root 

Of silence; the gold moment is a fruit 

Globed on a branch of crystal spider-spun. 


I move through this luxurious ambuscade 
Unnoticed, unannounced, a Philistine 

In Israel’s Temple, trapped but not betrayed, 
Seeing her secret strength, myself unseen— 

Till suddenly, as I step, I touch the rod 

That, flowering, leaves me face to face with God! 


Harpers Magazine JosEPpH AUSLANDER 


I HAVE KNOWN POETS 


I have known poets in my time... . 


I have also known a Cardinal, 

A gold-laced General, 

A Cabinet Minister and several millionaires, 

Learned men, lover men— 

And I would lose the lot of them 

For any one of half a dozen poets that I know! 
And I say, Lord, 

When my time comes to go, 

I shall not care for Heaven if the poets stay outside. 
You may keep my starry crown 

For some poor soul who craves it, 

And give my harp 

To any Angel child that plays it, 

But I will take the poets and what you have left over,— 
A windy hill to walk upon, a filmy cactus flower, 

A maple tree, a lady fern or bee caroused in clover, 
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Of all I’ve loved and sung about just the odds and ends— 
And two or three poets to be my friends! 


The Nation Mary AustTINn 


LITANY FOR NEW MEXICO 
Bless God for the day! 


Bless Him for the wide, clear-flowing 
New Mexico morning, 

Poured round the shadow pools, 

Gilt on the cumbres. 


Bless Him for the nooning, 

When the white thunderheads with sails full bowing 
Sleep on the three wind rivers. 

Bless God and praise Him 

For the west-sloping hour of siesta 

Under domed cottonwoods, 

That in a rainless land make ever the sound of rain. 


Bless Him for the evening; 

For the releasing cool hands of the wind 

On the flushed headlands; 

For the lilac and larkspur veils 

Let down by the mothering mountains 

Between the work that fails and the dream that lingers. 
Bless Him for home-coming sounds— 

The window-shine on the loma, 

For the welcoming flame and the savory smell 

And the snuggling cry of the children. 


Bless God for the night! 

Bless Him for the keen curled sickle that reaps 

The saffron meadows of the sun’s late sowing; 

For the full-shaped globe of wonder, 

Pacing the eastern ranges. 

Oh, bless Him more than all 

For the ever-recurrent orb that emerges 

Between the light that goes and earth’s oncoming shadow. 
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Bless Him for shared sleep, 

For the midnight’s healing fountain, 

For the companionable cock-crow, warning 

The sleeper back from dreams to the pastures of morning. 


Bless God for the dawning, 

For the earth collecting 

Darkness again to her breast, 

For the hills resounding 

Clarion blue to the sun’s relucence. 


Bless God and praise Him 
With exceeding thanksgiving 
For His gift of the day and the night! 


Poetry, A Magazine of Verse Mary Austin 


FROM A NEW DUNCIAD 


When King Ashoka ruled in Hindustan, 
Beasts, we are told, could speak as well as man, 
Which is not saying much in my opinion 
For the intelligence of brute dominion. 
But one day in those times an architect 
Came into the chief city to inspect 
The palace he was building. White as foam 
Towered aloft the alabaster dome 
Among the cypress-trees. The morning-ray 
Made rich the lapis lazuli inlay 
And blocks of porphyry and chrysopras. 
Sudden a voice was heard. A little ass 
Hard by exclaimed: “Lord, what a rotten stable!” 
Reviewers for the press, preferred the gable, 


* ok Ox 


(The English critics migrate to America) 


Up rose a dunce with an affrightened eye. 
“We must not lose an instant. We must fly. 
“The situation goes from bad to worse, 
“For even Chesterton can write a verse. 
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“But in America—” and at the word, 
Delighted, multitudinous Duncedom stirred, 

A whole new world before them, where to choose 
Demi-virgin markets for their book-reviews. 
“But in America,” the dunce pursued, 

“The Empire of the Critics is renewed. 

“There a rough people, as the explorer tells, 
“Read without thought the works of H. G. Wells— 
“Natural enough, we may as well confess. 
“Those novels were composed with even less. 
“There realism has for flag unfurled 

“The undergarments of the underworld; 
“There anti-vice societies erect 

“Memorials to Cabell and to Hecht; 

“And virtue takes a questionable shape, 
“Bacchante of the unfermented grape. 

“There an enormous press its power exerts 

“To tell untruth no matter whom its hurts, 
“And in the general literary void 

“We critics certainly shall be employed. 
“Therefore I move you.” As on Tartary’s plains 
Wild asses cock their ears and shake their manes, 
And with a raucous universal bray 

Eviscerate night or devastate the day, 

So did they all who penny-a-liners write, 

And caught the Mauretania that night... . 


(With anguished hearts two American illiterati view the 
coming of their British rivals. Mencken combats Orage their 
leader.) 


Then Mencken, by a secret sorrow stung, 

His old wounds aching, answered the Anarch. young. 
“Nathan, while I have strength and fountain-pens 
“To write at large of homo boobiens, 

“While nothing more ingenuous youth diverts 
“Than a terrific slaughter of stuffed shirts, 

“And there is nothing in the common law 

“Against the murder of a man of straw, 

“While there are boys and I can hide from them 
“The boob I am in the boob that I condemn, 
“You and myself shall ever be secure 

“In our snug rotary-club of literature. 
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“Shall all our undergraduate clientail 

“In this the crisis of our fortune fail? 

“Ann Arbor, Berkeley, Portland, Ore., reply 
“In treble thunder: ‘Not while the goose hangs high!’ 
“Why we grow classic. Now on every hand 
“Our imitators burgeon in the land. 

“For were we not the foremost to display 
“To ill-bred youth how well bad manners pay? 
“Hence Sophomorons every little while 
“Follow in the steps of Mencken—and Carlyle. 
“And Upton Sinclair’s self grows envious 

“In far Los Angeles when he thinks of us.” 


(The leaders of the two hosts, Mencken and Orage, meet 
in combat. The spirit of the mob counsels the Goddess 
Dulness.) 


“Harken my counsel, Goddess, lest you die, 

“And cherish Mencken, my incarnate I. 

“Nor let Orage’s charm have too much sway. 
“Orage is individual—in a way— 

“Feels things at times, and nourishes obscure 
“Notions of beauty and of literature, 

“While Mencken feels toward authors and their works 
“As an Armenian feels about the Turks, 

“As colleges revere their benefactors, 

“As Christian Scientists love Chiropractors, 

“In him my virtues flourish in the waste, 
“Crowd-passions masked as individual taste, 
“Common-place desires, stray notions undersized, 
“As noble idiosyncracy disguised. 

“If proof were needed to award the gage, 

“By the disciples you may know the sage. 

“Think of the ‘flaming youth’ that own his power 
“(Flaming like asbestos in a Tropic shower) ; 
“Think of the ancient maids that bless his sway, 
“(So far avancées as to be passées). 

“Greedily they ingorge without restraint 

“Notions ‘antiquity alone makes quaint,’ 

“Praise what he praises, what he condemns, condemn. 
“T tell you Mencken means a lot to them. 

“And he alone possesses strength and organ 

“To be the authentic voice of Ochlogorgon.” 
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(After the battle a stable is prepared for the critics) 


The Spirit paused in the ungrateful task 

Of praise, then said: “One favor I may ask. 
“My critics, up and down this wide land sown, 
“Require some sort of shelter of their own, 
“Where all of their innumerable seed 

“May talk about the books they do not read. 
“And therefore, ere the red cock sounds his chime, 
“Erect a stable for critics of the time, 

“Of such superior altitude as clears 

“The loftiest waggle or the longest ears. 
“Furnish all necessaries in excess, 

“A darnel-crusher and a thistle-press. 

“For Mencken the stall-paramount provide, 
“With Nathan’s opera-box-stall close beside. 
“See that no British Critic thither steals— 
“Their clamor rivals not our native squeals, 
‘And all too delicate are their dainty heels. 
“Almost they have some sympathy with man. 
“This stable shall be on the American plan.” 


Like Ilium in the fable, 

Stall beside stall, and gable above gable, 

As to Amphion’s lyre arose the Stable, 

Crowned with a weather-cock upon the Tower of Babel. 
And as it rose, a throng that never faltered 

Of critics galloped in, new shod and haltered, 

Drawn by magnetic force from far and near. 

Their jaws were open. Waggled every ear. 

The concourse thundered to the bray and gabble, 
And Heywood Broun kicked up his heels at Cabell. 
(Broun with a u, which goes as nicely with 

His celebrated name as y with Smyth.) 

There to the glee of many a lettered Moron 

Van Doren brayed a blessing on Van Doren. 

There Waldo Frank upraised the loud hosanna, 

The pessimist allotrope of Pollyanna. 

There came those shoe-lace-men of painting’s mart, 
Who tell the artist all about his art. 

There colyumists foamed mildly on their curbs, 

And Rosenfeld’s appassionata blurbs 
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Flowed in the culverts like symphonic gin, 
When in came Mencken and his heavenly twin. 
Upon their bellies all the mob crouched down, 
With triple bray, “Hail to the leaden crown.” 
Contemptuous, Mencken eyed the multitude, 
And for the nonce open remark eschewed, 

But merely muttered fiercely through his hat, 
And took his regal seat. And that was that. 

A mighty quiver of maternal pride 

Rippled up and down in Dulness’s inside. 

A battered tag of Latin speech sublime, 
(Transposed as usual for the sake of rhyme) 
Formed on her lips, though whether pat or flat 

I know not, Finis opus coronat. 


The Saturday Review of Literature Lronarp Bacon 


GILBERT WHITE MEDITATES AT SELBORNE 


One watches, to no purpose, I suppose, 
And yet I cannot give the watching o’er. 
One step beyond my door-way, nay! one look 
Up from my papers, and the charm begins 
Its wayward magic on me—a circle drawn 
About me wide as all the universe, 
While I sit captivated, not by thought, 
But things that throng the channels of the sense; 
The sunny green veiling the silver limbs 
Where on the upland hangs my well-loved crowd 
Of beeches, loveliest of all forest trees; 
The marsh where newts breed, and our peasants find 
Coins with the Caesars’ superscript and sign. 
Why do such things engage me? —trifling still, 
Playing with facts as children sift the sand 
Through their small fingers—yet I do find things 
Memorable perhaps to me alone, and yet 
Memorable indeed. Was I not first to mark 
Hedge-sparrows flirt their wings in breeding-time? 
Who noted first the black-cap’s double chant, 
That, fluttering, pipes so deep, so loud, and wild, 
Then, sitting calmly to engage in song, 
Pours forth a sweet but inward melody? 
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Somehow that is important. Barrington 
Is half aware of it. Who else but I? 
Those great men up in London think a bird 
Is but a bird. If in my darkened mind, 
It be not ah! so much more, what strange madness 
Has overta’en one country curate more? 
We are too civilized. These elegant times 
Have sold some birth-right. The golden-crested wren 
Tells me of that somehow, as if between 
Two halves of mine own nature, separated 
By an unbridgeable chasm, the bright thing flew, 
To lead me to a strangeness in myself, 
Regions I wish to tread, tropical worlds, 
Electric with a life I yearn to feel. 
They say the swallows sleep all winter long, 
Conglobulated in our ponds. I dream 
A stranger thing, what palm-crowned Cape de Verde 
They glide to, through blue air over blue seas. 
And I have made migration in myself, 
Mysterious, in pursuit of those small wings, 
And found Americas, Caribbean isles, 
And vasty rivers of the Amazons, 
“Radit iter liquidum,” What says the Poet? 
She skims the liquid pathway—‘Celeres 
“Neque commovet alas,’—nor moves her rapid wings. 
Virgil, too, had his inner continent, 
Or he had not drawn the swift dove’s flight so well. 
What Atlantéan world! 
My letter? The post? 
I had forgot Daines Barrington almost. 


The Saturday Review of Literature Lronarp Bacon 


SONNET 


(Written at the “Cock” Tavern on the fly-leaf of a book 
of verses) 


The plump head-waiter of the “Cock” is gone 
From this sad England that has suffered change. 
Stilled the Victorians’ choral unison 

And voices sing now of less manly range. 
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Only the lute twangs where the violin 

Ran the whole gamut, or orchestral sound 
Expressed the passion that was crushed within 

The hearts of men whom the true laurel crowned. 


The form and pressure of an empty style, 
And preciosity of thought and verse, 
And naiveté that thinks that it is guile 

Is all that this sad poet can rehearse, 


Who shams a passion that is all a fiction, 
And bellows to the world a feigned conviction. 


The Saturday Review of Literature Leonarp Bacon 


OTHER PEOPLE’S BUSINESS 


Keep us, O Lord, from poaching in strange ponds, 
And preaching priceless fundamental rot 

To Chinamen, who wish that we would not. 
Far rather let us stick to stocks and bonds, 
Mammon that only with the swag absconds. 

I see no virtue in merely being shot 

By the bloody Cantonese, in some strange plot 
Hatched at the backs of Soviet beyonds. 

Oh let us mind our business. We have kept 
Our brother much too long, and he is tired 

Of our attentions which are not desired, 
Profitless to him. Our prying eyes have motes 
Which render restless hands a bit inept 

Save at their natural task of cutting throats. 


The Saturday Review of Literature Lronarp Bacon 


THERE BUT FOR THE GRACE OF GOD 


I’m an old soldier now. Twenty campaigns 

On all the more excitable frontiers 

Have taught me things much older than my years— 
Not that I reckon them among my gains, 
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I do not count so much on brawn or brains. 
Either or both may fail you, it appears. 

I have been beaten, and have heard the jeers 
Of my inferiors—something which explains 
The definite scorn which I begin to feel 
For victory. I have won too, and I know 
How Fate delivers or puts by a blow, 
Reasonless, rhymeless. That I suppose is why 
When the crowd hisses, or the trumpets peal, 
I think in either case it might be I. 


The Saturday Review of Literature Leonarp Bacon 


ON A NEW PHILOSOPHY 


Shall we, because the German tire went flat 

And an enormous egocentric class, 

Full of a monomania stiff and crass, 

Collapsed, and now is screaming like a rat 
Cornered by terriers in a garden-plat, 

Believe this tinkling cymbal, sounding brass, 
Pregnant with horrors that will not come to pass, 
Based on huge evidence of this and that? 


Nay! there are art and music, poetry 

And shining sciences. So let him gibe. 

All the besotted learning of his tribe, 

The intellect’s sterility and drouth, 

Aré not sufficient to make clear to me 

That ginger shall no more be hot in the mouth. 


The Saturday Review of Literature LrEonarD Bacon 


SAILOR MAN 


He was one who followed 
Dreams and stars and ships, 
They say the wind had fastened 
Strange words upon his lips. 
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There was something secret 
In the way he smiled 
As if he could remember 

The laughter of a child. 


Wayward as a sea gull, 
Lonely as a hawk, 
Yet he believed in fairies 
And heard the mermaids talk. 


Nothing ever held him 
Longer than a day, 

They speak of him as careless, 
And whimsical, and gay; 


But I think he swaggered 
So he could pretend 
The other side of Nowhere 


Led Somewhere in the end. 


American Poetry Magazine H. Sewauu BalLey 


MARY REMEMBERS 


Mary can hear them echoing still— 

Two cries, a man’s whole life apart, 

The birth cry that had pierced her heart, 
The death cry on Jerusalem’s hill. 


Mary has seen His face again— 
The rose face sleeping at her side, 
The white face of the crucified, 
Beyond the darkness and the rain. 


Mary remembers these things yet— 
With God’s two hands dividing them! 
The long high road to Bethlehem, 
The moonlight over Olivet. 


The Bookman ELEANOR BALDWIN 
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PRAYER SUPREME 


Here, bound to strife and tumult, 
For darkness Waiting: 
For shadows that shut in, caressing, 
For green curtains closing from tense faces, 
For an arching vine and dark clusters, 
Cool twilight on my face, 
And harp strings quivering, 
Till the pain cease in sleep. 


But more beyond—worlds away; 
For slumber is only the portal. 


Dark, heavy clouds, lightening, slow glowing, 
For dawn  Thronging through a thick mist, then 

Freelier moving, 

Brightening toward a clear chime—calling 

To a singing phrase, 

Again and again: 


Grown to a melody—flung in a wild, free carol, 
For freedom Like birds, like a singing wind— 

Sharp white wings, little waters leaping, 

Spray blowing past— 

To a river rushing, with a white cloud flying— 


My prayer. 


For hours that are (though I know them not) 
For a far Waiting: 
country (For a temple and grove and bell— 
Or field and still wood, 
Calm sky, and reeds upstanding; 
Blue pond and rill, with a low willow? ) 


Somewhere—O to find what is waiting! 


° . . . . . . ° 
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Past longing and dreaming, 
And beyond! Beyond shadow and curtain, 
Harp sounds—slumber, and pain ceasing, 
After the strong joy at dawning, 
To come at last— 


My prayer! 
Japm: The Poetry Weekly Cuarves BALLARD 


THE SCRIBE OF GOD 


The scribe of God writes everywhere: 
Across the infinite sheet of the night; 
on clouds; 

on cliffs and canyon-walls; 

over mountain-sides and glaciers, 


He works, too, in little places: 

On geranium leaves and dark ivy; 

Traces on iris, and pansy petals, 

And dots the bell of the foxglove; 
And marks letters of gold and black 

On beetles and garden spiders. 

The scribe of God writes everywhere— 
But who can read? 


T he-Will-O’-T he-Wisp Cuares BAaLLarp 


FINESSE 


The slender-waisted wasp is daubed with clay; 
The dragonfly is fostered cannily; 
The hornet hangs his aerie in the tree, 
His sinister demesne of hodden grey. 
These, foraging the meadows in the May, 
Confuse the traverse where the stolid bee 
Compounds communities of industry 
And lays up thrifty surplus day by day. 
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When I was but a lad like, heaven knows 
I heard enough about this paragon 
And all the just rewards attending those 
Who labor as the bee, and carry on. 
I though of honey treasured in the hive 
Whereof these mortals rob him—and they thrive! 


Voices H. C. Barrowes-DonaLpD 


TOIL 


Give now the axe to edge, the trunk to hew, 
The yellow harvest fields to walk and reap, 
With work for seven men from sleep to sleep; 
And give me all the extra chores to do. 
I do not know, I hope that they are few 
Who work the Jivelong day and lie awake 
At night to count the hours till morning break 
And feel the iron strike them through and through. 


If any word of flesh had bled me thus, 
If any human hand had labored me, 
If love had gone and left me querulous 
I might have solaced those with charity; 
But this is only of myself alone,— 
The sky is withered and the world is stone. 


Voices H. C. Barrowes-DonaLp 


FOR A GOLDEN WEDDING 


Young love is passion; 
Old love is peace; 

Such is love’s fashion 
Never to cease. 

Young love’s a carol; 
Old love’s a psalm; 
Child love is wild love; 
Old love is calm. 
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Young love is rapture; 
Old love is rest; 

Shy wings for capture; 
Deep heart for nest. 
Dawn love is silver, 
Wait for the west: 

Old love is gold love— 
Old love is best. 


Delineator KaTHertne Lee Bares 


GARDENS 


Out of the wastes of failure to grow a stem of success, 
A tuft of fragrance and color, a flowering soon to fade, 
Learning by labor to honor the gardens that count for less 
To the stranger! Ah, but the twisted hands on harrow 
and spade! 


Neighbors we garden together; some have a harsher soil, 
And are shamed by its ragged blossoms; but our near- 
est neighbor, God 
Scents through that spicy herbage the courage of the toil, 
The hope and the dream that seeded an unresponsive 
sod. 


Should the grim old gardener, Death, reset in fields all 
fertile 
Our withered plants, could I find you, my spray of 
: mignonette, 
In that glad burst of beauty, instead of the thorn the myrtle, 
Everywhere rose and iris, chrysanthemum, violet? 


The Christian Endeavor World KaTuarineE Lee Bares 


HE KNEW FROM EXPERIENCE 


Through open windows they could see the blue 
Of fleckless skies and hear the robins’ din, 
And feel the lambent breezes stealing in, 
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And smell the blossoms. That Professor knew 

Spring fever when he saw it, but must do 
His bounden duty, though it seemed a sin. 
The deep-sea fishes had (from gill to fin) 


Been studied—also whales. Now came review: 


*Twas Bob’s turn. All the others had been tasked 
With fishy problems. Some had been correct 
In their replies and some had sadly failed. 
“Now what is blubber?” suddenly was asked, 
And this is all that Bob could recollect: 
“Ts what a feller does when he gets whaled.” 


American School Board Journal FuLoRENCE ASHLEY BEELER 


GHOST ACTON 


I was led by the willow, 
I was haunted by the pool; 
In the sunlit shallow 

You shone white as wool; 


You glowed alabaster 

In the shadows of the stream; 
The hounds of disaster 

Bayed through dream. 


Vase of light adored, 
O the haughty throat, 
Beauty like a sword 
As you smote! 


Glory unreturning,— 
Your eyes were so 
Blazing, burning 

On the foe, 


I forget the legend, 
I forget the pain; 
The silvered sedge-end 


Is the same, 
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Then beauty beyond bearing, 
On an instant of amaze; 
All the goddess flaring 
From your gaze. . 


So the hunted haunting 
In the lack of light 
Seeks again that daunting 
Through the night 


And only forest answers, 
And the moonlit crag, 

To the spectral tossing antlers 
Of a belling stag. 


The Saturday Review of Literature Wituiam Rost BENET 


WALLS 


Speak of the tall, white walls of pride 

And the coolness thereof about your breast; 

Speak of the austere, marble towers 

In your love-beleaguered heart, 

And those moon-silvered halls 

Securely walled, secluded and remote from me... . 


Still shall I fashion 
Songs of a passion 
Blown on a star-covered flute. 


Do you remember Jericho and its stubborn walls 

Crumbling unto Joshua and his hosts 

And the fatal horn they blew . . . crumbling like new 
dreams 

Before the roseate crescendo of the sun? 

Six days unavailing and lo! on the seventh 

Ruin came unto Jericho and its walls... . 


Here am I singing 
Love that is clinging 
Waiting a seventh day’s dawn! 
Opportunity Isaac BENJAMIN 
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A BUDDHIST IN VERMONT 


This bronze old man knew China in his youth. 
He sailed in ’seventy-two, a missionary, 
Ardent and purposeful, to carry Truth 
Into a land benighted, but once there, he 


Fell prey to alien beauty, and became 
Convert to wisdom ancient as T’ai Shan. 
His brother Baptists damned his sullied name, 
And China, somehow, swallowed up the man. 


Now, after fifty years, he has come back 

To that New England town where he was born; 
A quaint, bent figure in his rusty black, 

A solitary soul, but not forlorn. 


He sits there, meditating, on his hill. 
What does he think of, this old Buddhist monk? 
A pillared temple, cool and deep and still? 
Confucian texts? . . . or Li Po, very drunk? 


Voices Exurmnore BLaisDELL 


LINCOLN 


Into his heart’s great jar Truth’s brother poured 
Strong love for men and freedom—fatal deed! 

Some liked the wine, and some its making scored; 
One broke the jar that held his own life’s need. 


The Step Ladder CHARLES GRANGER BLANDEN 


LATE 


The cormorant still screams 
Over cave and promontory— 
Stony wings and bleak glory 
Battle in your dreams. 

Now sullen and deranged, 
Not clearly, as a child, 
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You look upon the earth 

And find it harrowed and wild. 
Now only to mock 

At the sterile cliff laid bare, 

At the cold pure sky unchanged, 
You look upon the rock, 

You look upon the air, 


The Nation LoutsE Bocan 


TEARS IN SLEEP 


All night the cocks crew, under a moon like day, 

And I, in the cage of sleep, on a stranger breast, 

Shed tears, like a task not to be put away— 

In the false light, false grief in my happy bed, 

A labor of tears, held against joy’s undoing. 

I would not wake at your word. I had tears to say. 

I caught at the bars of the dream, and they were said, 
And pain’s derisive hand had given me rest 

From the night giving off flames, and the dark renewing. 


The Nation Louise Bocan 


THE UPPER ROOM 


Before Thy coming they were but the Twelve, 
Poor ignorant, blind, misunderstanding men; 
But after Thee they were as twelve bright flames 
Breathing Thy fire back to Thee again. 
_ And even she whose virginhood was Thine 
Seemed wondrously transformed and glorified, 
And such a light fell from her as once fell 
Athwart the world from Jesus’ opened side, 
So that their hearts like twelve fierce mirrors seemed 
Of that white Spirit that above them gleamed. 


Yet in the room only the candle flared, 
Casting new shadows where the wind went by, 
And the young bird that from her dish she fed 
Woke from its sleep and sought her with a cry. 
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They stood up from supper where the wine was Blood 
And the Body of Him was as their daily bread. 
The wind came; above them the brilliance passed 
Strong like a tongue of flame on each one’s head, 
While each one’s heart flared sudden in his breast, 
And Peter’s shade lay taller than the rest. 


Before Thy coming they had seen as we 
Dimly the Blood like wine within the cup, 
But now they knew—and she—that not again 
The Fishermen would sit them down to sup. 
There was no change; the bird slept in its place: 
They prayed again, but some strong strange new birth 
Sprang in their hearts, as at her word once flamed 
Love that would fire the cold hearts of the earth. 
Yet on that night it seemed, only the wind went by: 
The dove woke from its rest and uttered one low cry. 


America Joun L. Bonn, S.J. 


IN MOCK OF WISDOM 


Do you think I love you because the words you say are wise? 
Because your way of thought is straight—because your eyes 
Undulled, unveiled and unafraid look on without surprise 

At love and life and death? 


Why, then your reason’s strayed! 
y y y 


I love you for the way your vehement breath comes quicker 
when I kiss you! For the mouth 

That utters wisdom—for the lovely head that holds the 
brain— : 

Your blue look, that’s like rain in spring, out of the south! 

To me your only worth is—you’re a lovely bit of breathing 
dust, 

Of fragrant earth. So, if you must 

Talk wisely—yes! But let me watch the way you talk, not 
listen to the things you say! 


Contemporary Verse Mary BorLanp 
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THE POET 


Life makes of him a singing apostate 

Who knows no duty but his gift of song, 

Who knows no burden but the world’s old wrong, 
Who knows no pleasure but denial of fate, 

Who laughs at problems which perplex the great, 
And sings of visions rich as days are long. 

He serenades an uninspired throng 

With tales of truths they can not contemplate. 


So, like the pilgrim, who is his blood brother, 
He walks the roads and asks no special favors 
Of monied men he meets. His old earth mother 
Is his one oracle. His music savors 

Of her maternal love, and seems to speak 

The proof of gods which priests so vainly seek. 


Contemporary Verse Cart Joun BosTELMANN 


GOING TO THE STORE 


Out of the walk he snatches small delights, 
Constructing plots and patterns in the streets 

And seeing strangeness in accustomed sights, 

At whose new sense his heart more quickly beats. 
Adventure lurks in purchases; in shops 

Whose rounds he makes; in every passing lure 

Of windows, signs, and corners where he stops— 
Whose hazards make his safe routine more sure. 
The paper with its distant war and crime 

Grows stale in his hand, but not the small-town thrills 
By whose recurrent tide he measures time. 

And though an engine switching freight-cars fills 
His veins with yearning, he prefers to wonder 

How one at home will share his latest plunder. 


The Harp B. A. Botkin 


JOHN KNOX AND MARY QUEEN 


“Honeypot,” he called her, 
Hurling words like javelins— 
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Stern John Knox with the flame in his eyes. 
Steeled against shocks 

Was great John Knox! 

Target for surprise 

From those side-glancing eyes? 

Nay, I trow not— 

“Honeypot.” 


How they’ve all rhymed her, 

Storied and chimed her, 

Stern-eyed scholars on a primrose way!— 
Tried to shut her cut-and-dried 

In a history book— 

Music of a galliard, 

Rhythm of a sermon, 

Sweet strange poison of that side-long glance! 
That was a tribute 

When the pastry-cooks of Edinboro’ 

Tried to make petits gateaux by recipe from France. 
“Petticoat-tails,” they call them still 

In many a Scottish manse. 


Hot tears dripping beside cold Lochleven, 
Red heart breaking with the twist of a key! 
Strange now how metres halt— 
Tap—tap-tap—tapping, 

Dancing feet in Holyrood 
Tap—tap—tapping! 

So those little ghostly feet 

In Scottish hearts today .. . 

Interrupted measured beat— 
Tap—tap—tapping 

For stern-eyed scholars 

On a primrose way. 


Mary quite contrary— 
Mary Queen of Scots! 
Poetry and history— 
Plots, plots, plots. 

Never better plot 

For story short or long— 
Heart-beat for a song— 
“Honeypot!” 


Poetry, A Magazine of Verse LoutsE Morey BowMan 
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THE RIDER 


I wave my cap, I shake my reins, 
I flit across the heather. 

The light blood sparkles in my veins, 
Mine and my steed’s together. 


What turn of Fortune’s giddy wheel 
Awaits me as I wander 

I do not know. I only feel 
Something that calls me yonder. 


A merry-hearted maid to woo, 
A fox to chase with ardor, 
Perchance the flash of bright steel too— 
Strike, boy, and I’1] strike harder. 


I know not, care not, what remains. 
I flit across the heather. 

The light blood sparkles in my veins, 
Mine and my steed’s together. 


Southwest Review GAMALIEL BRADFORD 


BOOKS 


Books are alcohol to me, 

Vice reformers should prohibit, 
Cause of each deficiency 

That you see my life exhibit. 


Books have made me fretful, odd, 
Soured my inborn good-nature, 
Made me disbelieve in God 
And abhor my fellow-creature. 


Books have made me pale and lame, 
Weak of back, of a digestion 
That finds eating but a game 
For some hygienic question. 
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Lay a book upon my breast, 
When life’s agony is over: 

I shall find a strange dead zest 
From the contact of the cover. 


The Lyric GAMALIEL BRADFORD 


TREES 


Trees have a greater wisdom than the sun; 
Loving and sheltering everyone. 

Upon their breasts the weeping rain 

Sleeps and forgets its throbbing pain. 


Trees are unselfish in their bliss; 
Watching each other, give a kiss 
Unto the wind, in tragic mirth— 
Root clasping root beneath the earth. 


The Clarion KaTHERINE Keats BRAITHWAITE 


AFTER TOMORROW 


I shall need no light nor dark 
No tear to veil my sorrow, 

I shall need nothing anymore 
After tomorrow! 


I shall need no laugh nor sigh 

No word must I need borrow— 

I shall have everything—everything, 
After tomorrow! 


The Clarion KaTHERINE Keats BRAITHWAITE 
LOST HARVEST 


This stealth of shadow where the willow trees 
Follow a thread of water is the same 

As yonder grayness gathering to ease 

Their edges where the farthest wheat fields flame. 
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Only a little longer, now, and Night, 
Inexorable . . . moving like the tide, 
Will take these acres, quenching out their light 
And folding them in silence deep and wide. 


It may be those still lingering afield 

To gleam some weightless beauty with their eyes,— 
And seeing how the plain with all its yield 

Is lost in drowning darkness where it lies,— 
Will wonder, gravely, if the dawn will find 

A harvest for the hands . . . and for the mind. 


The Harp Marcaret Perxins Briccs 


PEBBLES 


Your little words 
Are hard and cold, 
You try to use 
Them in a sling. 
As David did 
To slay the bold 
Goliath—but they 
Only sting! 


The Commonweal May BrinkLEey 


TIME 


Time, calendars, hours, clocks 

Are incorporeal rusty locks, 
Restraining men of swaddled minds 
In prisons of assorted kinds, 


If one has spirit-kindled strength 

He learns to break the locks at length, 
And walks abroad at liberty, 

Breathing a fresh eternity. 


One brooding hour on moor or beach, 
With gulls and haunting sea, may reach 
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Beyond the life of graveyard stones 
That crumple over crumbling bones. 


Smart lackeys of the punctual sun 

May eat and barter on the run; 

But one should pause, who thinks or prays. 
For days are eons, eons days! 


America EarL Bic—ELow Brown 


ALIENS 


Not that we mean to trample dreams to dust. 

We, too, have dreamed. Not that we turn to rust 
Maliciously the bright steel of their hope, 

For we hoped once, hawsered by English rope 

To creeds that choked us. We remember blue 

Waves, and the coast of Plymouth shining through, 
White sand, gray rock, curved shore, and wheeling gulls, 
And sailing ships with sunset on their hulls. 


How could we mean to trample and despise 
Dreamers with dreams like ours in their eyes! 
How could we? Yet we do it. Mercy, God! 
We look on Christ and label Him a clod. 

Our ghettos sweat in darkness. Greek and Pole, 
Russian and Slovak pay their human toll 

In burnt-out dreams and heartbreak at our gate. 
Ellis is not a place to arbitrate. 


Shuttle, shovel, treadle, trestle, and steam! 

Girders and smelters and the whistle’s scream! 

We call them “hunkies”, “polaks”, “wops”, and “scum”, 
Forgetting, when God’s drummer rolls his drum 

At the last crack of doom, polak may walk 

With Chopin at his side, and wop may talk 

With Dante Alighieri, while the Greek 

Stands like a god to hear Achilles speak. 


Not that we mean to trample and despise 
Dreamers with dreams like ours in their eyes. 
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They stand within our gates, and with them stands 

A man with nailprints on His feet and hands. 

They stand within our gates. . . . O God, make strong 
Our hearts within us to amend their wrong 

Till old-world dreams and new-world dreams are one 
And every alien is the Nation’s son! 


American Poetry Magazine Marion Francis Brown 


TO A YOUNG GIRL SLEEPING 


Into this room of sleep let fall 

The moon’s dimmest bars: 

Glitter might rouse her still hands lying 
Paler than waterstars; 


And let the nightwind calmly go, 

Lay but the frailest words 

On her whose face is a shadow softer 
Than evening birds: 


Ragged voices and gleams might come 

Too chill and strong 

For the hour when flow the slumbering overtones 
Of the marriage song. 


Contemporary Verse STANLEY BuRNSHAW 


INDIAN EARTH * 


OWLS 


How could it be a train? It must have been an owl 
Whistling his stations. . . . I remember the story 
That Juan, the ranchero, told me about owls. 
There had been no owls at his farm, until one night 
On every moonlit pole of a scaffolding 

Erected to repair the family chapel 


* These poems are to be included in a forthcoming book en- 
titled “Indian Earth.” 
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An ow] was perched, and early in the dawn 
They all had flown away with his father’s soul. 


TULE 


What is this reed that grows tall in its river-bed? 

They make their plaited mats of it to lie on, 

They gather it from the river-edge and make mats of it 
And soften their earthen floors with it to lie on. 
Yesterday noon I saw my own mat growing, 

Six feet of reeds torn loose from the river-bed, 

The only mat that I shall ever lie on, 

Go blowing down the lake before the wind. 


VOLCANO 


Once were these mountains a vast volcano-rim? 

Are these September clouds, that hang the peaks 

With rain and in cafions drift downward like snow, 

All that remain of the ancient smoking earth? 

Look, sometime in the plaza, how eyes that were laughing 
With sun go suddenly hot with lava; like Garifo’s— 

Who has had to leave Chapala for a while 

Because there was too much fire in his knife. 


A SUNSET ON LAKE CHAPALA 


There is no hiding-place from happiness . . . 

Under red caves of light on the western mountain 
And the southern mountain’s smoky cone of fire, 

Under all the far-away shadows of the world, 

The lake is throbbing from an earthen heart . . 
Though I am alone here among Mexicans, 

Who shall be alone while lips and eyes can smile? .. . 
Shadowy caves dissolve and leave a star. 


MEN OF MUSIC 


Serenely the men of music play and sing, 
Oftentimes to a wave that likewise breaks 
In music, their faces remaining aloof, poised 
As a violin, contained as the strings of a harp. 
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There’s one who always comes from over the lake 
When tomatoes have been planted, Carlos by name, 
And conjures, when he sings or when he speaks, 
Such gentle kingliness, that his guitar 

Is the feathered mantle of Montezuma, gleaming. 


A WEAVER FROM JOCOTEPEC 


Sundays he comes to me with new zarapes 

Woven especial ways to please us both: 

The Indian key and many-colored flowers 

And lines called rays and stars called little doves. 
I order a design; he tells me yes 

And, looking down across his Asian beard, 
Foresees a good zarape. Other times 

I order a design; he tells me no. 


Since weavers of Jocotepec are the best in Jalisco, 

And no weaver in Jocotepec is more expert than mine, 
I watched the zarapes of strangers who came to the plaza 
For the Sunday evening processions round the band, 
And I showed him once, on a stranger, a tattered blanket 
Patterned no better than his but better blent— 

Only to find it had taken three weavers to weave it: 
My weaver first and then the sun and rain. 


The Yale Review WiTTER BYNNER 


BOARDWALK BALLYHOO 


The barkers roar and the hammers ring, 
The puppets prance and the come-ons sing, 
The tin horns rattle toot-tco-too-too— 

This is the boardwalk ballyhoo. 


Outside a booth where the boards are gray 

And wet with mist of a sodden day, 

Where sea winds pierce through the stragglers’ skin 
And poster-paradise lures them in 


To painted magic; an idle crowd 
Dwindles, the barker is hoarse and loud: 
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“The tattooed lady, the lobster-boy, 


The is-it-man-or-mechanical-toy. 


For one dime only—step nearer folks, 
We’ll show you one of our little jokes.” 
A girl in jacket and knee-length skirt 
Is standing ready—he calls her Gert. 


She tilts her chin and she smiles a hard 
Smile—her eyes never off their guard. 
“Step up here, gents: if you lift this Jane 
Offa this platform you win a cane.” 


Gert plants her feet and she digs her hands 
Into her pockets and there she stands. 
“Weighs but ninety, folks, get the shape? 
Come on you gob with your face agape.” 


A boy steps up in a sailor’s rig, 
Bold and awkward and blonde and big. 
He looks at Gert and he grins, and then 
He tries to lift her again, again. 


But Gert stands firm and the stragglers jeer, 
The gob turns sober and says, “Look here!” 
His eyes meet Gert’s and they meet again, 
He tries to lift her and then—and then— 


Daylight shows between floor and heel, 

The barker flashes a look of steel, 

Weights drop from her like hidden charms 
And Gert is high in the sailor’s arms. 

“Your’re fired, you quitter,” the barker’s curse 
Is lost in echoing surf—no worse— 

For Gert has vanished without a sound... 
‘Two can ride on the merry-go-round. 


Two can soar in the Thunderbolt 

From earth to Heaven without a jolt. 
Two can spoon in the old Red Mill 
Where stagnant water runs dark and still. 
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But a sailor’s life is from boat to boat, 
And a voice goes husky inside a throat. 

And a come-on’s life is from show to show, 
So back again to the boardwalk row. 


Where barkers roar and the hammers ring, 
Puppets prance and the come-ons sing, 
Tin horns rattle toot-too-too-too— 

This is the boardwalk ballyhoo. 


Voices GERTRUDE CALLAGHAN 


SECOND LOVE 


Her second love need not be fair 
Nor will she want him wise, 
But he must have the hunger 
Of sea in his eyes. 


She will not ask what word he speaks 
But only what he hears, 

And he must have the pounding 
Of surf in his ears. 


Then she will think his staring comes 
From looking long at ships, 

And he will think her acid kiss 
Is salt on her lips. 


Voices GERTRUDE CALLAGHAN 


HOUDINI 


The papers said: 

“Houdini Dead!” 

In New York, Detroit, Omaha, Los Angeles 
Racing newsboys yelled: 

“Houdini dead! Houdini dead!” 

In the subway, at the Ford plant, 

Across hotel lobbies 
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Readers read, looked up, asked: 
“What’s this latest front 

Page publicity stunt?” 

But Houdini was dead. 


How can one get away with it— 
The box-trick— 
How can one fool Death? 


No one could fix the committee, 
An undertaker, chairman. 

Dead men play no tricks, 

But was he “playing dead”? 
How could a dead magician 

Put it over a live mortician? 


They clamped him with manacles, 
Shackled his ankles, 

Clapped him in a case, 

Strapped him to his place, 
Locked the lid. 

He did what he was bid. 

They kept the watch by day, 
They vigiled him by night 

In the sputtering candlelight. 

He never left their sight. 


They bore him from the house, 
They caged him in a hearse, 

(The hearse was framed in glass, 
Was screwed with screws of brass, 
And only light could pass.) 

They took him for a ride, 

Captive, chained and tied. 

They set him on the ground, 
Coffined, fettered, bound, 

The damp November ground; 

He made no sound. 

The grave was dark and deep, 

The walls were high and steep; 
They lifted him and lowered him, 
They shoveled earth, a heavy heap— 
A rising heap, a dwindling hole. 
A rabbi made a prayer for his soul. 
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Years ago, on a midsummer day, 

I saw him do the box-trick in water, 

Off Saugatuck, in Long Island Sound. 
Suddenly he stepped out on the shore, 
Dropped his robe, 

Stood in his bathing suit, 

Smiling, bowing, in the sun. 

Incredulous ones 

Peered within the packing-case, 

Felt for secret panels, 

Tapped each side. 

Strangers tied him, hand and foot and torse, 
Hammered fast the top with nails of steel, 
Roped and double-roped and tugged the knots. 
A high derrick dipped, 

An iron hook slipped, 

Caught the rope, 

Pulled its dangling burden clear of land, 
Sank it in the waves. 

Then, as it rose again—a swinging minute— 
A swimmer stroked his triumph toward the bank. 


To do the box-trick in water, 
When the July sun is shining 
Is hard, 

But, harder still, 

On a cold November day 

To swim through clay. 


This was no mountebank, 

No spankled juggler 

Of rubber-balls and billiard cues and lamps— 
This was and is and ever will be spirit. 
There is a legerdemain 

Unsensed by mortal fingers, 

A clairvoyance. 

The perishable brain 

Is hopeless to attain. 

There is a heart-beat of the spirit; 
No one can time it. 

There is a blood, a muscle, of the soul. 


47 


Lithe is the spirit and nimble 

Too loose the cords of the body, 
Wiry and supple the soul 

To slip the strait-jacket of the flesh. 


Out of an unbroken grave, 

Above unheeding mourners, 

Before the sightless eyes of conjurors, 
Houdini rose 

And lightly sprinted down an aisle of air 
Amid the relieved and welcoming applause 
Of those already there. 


Harpers Magazine MELVILLE CaNnE 


THE GRAMMAR CLASS 


“Trust thyself!” said Emerson. 
Not so the worded dollar 

I first beheld as even one 
Who conned it like a scholar. 


Nor had I read the coin’s decree, 
Nor sage’s, quilled so tersely, 

But for the one who lessoned me,— 
A Sister vowed to Mercy. 


In her, no self-suficing dream; 
No transcendental passion 

That bolstered up philosopheme 
When bustles stood in fashion, 


A spouse of Wisdom, she, on whom 
We saw but sable vesture, 

While unaware that modes of Groom 
Advised her every gesture; 


Or that such friendship ever brought 
Philosophy to being: 

But there were things, as oft she taught, 
That suffered not our seeing. 
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How well I mind her grammar-class, 
And she: “The next word, Francey; 
We'll not parse God—just let it pass.” 

And I abroad in fancy! 


*T was but a symboled thing; and yet 
His Word informed each letter 

To her who read in alphabet, 
Omega and Begetter. 


Nor I, nor any classmate, then, 
Took in remark so weighty 

For lads at twelve or dying men, 
Like Concord’s sage, at eighty; 


Till we, on reading Emerson, 
Grew mindful that a dollar’s 
In-God-We-Trust relates to One 

Unparsable of scholars. 


America Francis Carin 


ALTARS 


Some in Persian fire, 

And some in Grecian stone, 
Seek daily their desire: 

The God Unknown. 


Theirs the urge through duty, 
Religion’s simpler name, 
To shrine, in marble, Beauty; 

And Love in flame. 


Others, visioning wholly, 
Can honor guilty Wood 

And, hungry for the Holy, 
May worship Food. 


America Francis CARLIN 
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TREES 


Is it not strange 
There never is an ugly tree? 


The tender, wilful baby 

Crying, “Earth, make room for me”’— 

The comely, gracious woman, 

Rustling, silken summer queen 

Or dear and pensive winter nude— 

The towering chieftain, 

Soberly exulting in his mighty sweep of shade— 
The sharp-bent old fantastic— 

Is it not strange 

There never is an ugly tree? 


Pale aspens, harassed by a restive ballet crew 

Twirling most distractingly ; 

Plumed poplars, curling stiffly in the wind; 

Langorous, veil-swathed willow maidens; 

Elms, those wide-armed country folk; 

And pines, which drape about the scarred and bony mountain 
sides 

A blue-green mantle fastened to the clouds— 

All these, and many more, besides the trees 

Which once each year 

Burst into rapturous loveliness, 

When Flora orders nose-gays for the world: 

Bright redbuds for the north, magnolias for the south, 

And apple pink-and-sweet for Ceres’ hair. 


They say that trees were only practice work 
When God made sure his hand 

Before he passed to cows and men. 

I cannot think that true, 

Else there would surely sometimes be 


An ugly tree. 


The Harp Avis D. Carson 
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THE PAMPERED WOMAN 


In her white curtained parlor, 

Shut away from life, 

She thinks herself Fate’s special saint. 
What dreams she of the strife 


That rends the consciousness of men 
Who battle there below, 

Who meet and fight with human wolves? 
Who every hour go 


In an arena, just as real 

As any in old Spain. 

The wounds and blood are in their souls, 
She can not see the stain. 


In calmness she accepts the gifts 
They bring at close of day, 

And offers her cool rose-rouged lips 
As bounteous ample pay! 


Boxart ELLen M. Carroiu 


AN APPRECIATION 


It seems to me that Death is fair— 
A tall, pale one with spun-gold hair. 


I think his slender hands are kind. 
They loose the cord and leave behind 


The earthly body, anguish-born, 
That felt Life’s lash from night to morn. 


Somehow I know his kiss is sweet, 
Bringing soft slumber, cool and fleet. 


Aye, Death is tender, Death is fair— 
A tall, pale one with spun-gold hair. 


Foot Prints ELtiten M. CarroLu 
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ANAESTHESIA 


The nurse above the growing ether-fume: 

“Soon you will sleep, and sleeping know no pain.” 
Calmly the surgeon stoops. I only feign 

Courage, and think upon an early doom. 

Echoing strangely through the oppressive room 
Footfalls of skilled assistants . . . roar and wane 
Of speech . . . a thunderous solitude . . . my brain 

Submerged . . . and I—am I within the tomb? 

Surely no silence could be more supreme 
Than that with which unconscious darkness rings. 

For hours oblivious a heavy dream 
Of Death was mine; I heard the widening wings 

Of cavernous Night; I saw—a growing gleam! 

But it was day’s, my spirit still the Spring’s! 


The Harp RoBEerT Cary 


MOUNTAIN MISTS 


It doesn’t matter half a tinker’s dam 
What I may think about the means whereby 
I came into this world, or whether sky 
Or moon, or star, or seashell, snail, or clam 
Contributed a jot to what I am 
Or what may be before I come to die, 
Or after that event, or whether I 
Feel my cheeks flushed with morning’s oriflamme; 
LIFE flames with grandeur, glory lifts the arc 
Of dreams until it sears the highest cloud 
That ever listened to an English lark; 
Beauty yields wings to soothe the spirit proud 
Yet I, a ghost from sensual dawn, a spark, 
Stand like an idiot gaping at a shroud. 


> 


Bozart Rosert Cary 


NANCY HANKS 


She walked with careful footsteps up the slope, 
Picking her way across the fresh light snow. 
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She did not have to look ahead or grope— 
Surely this was a way that she should know; 
She’d walked it many times, but just to-day 
It seemed a slower and more painful way— 
She had to stop, and catch her breath, and lean 
Her weight against a tree 

Only a moment, so as not to be 

Breathless when she went in the little door 
(Pain made you breathless anyway). 


Inside the house she knew what she would meet. 
And that was why she stood here 

For a moment, in the sweet 

Clear winter air that held a touch of spring, 
That soft elusive air that wanders blowing 
Up from the south on days when everything 

Is hushed in winter, and there is no knowing 
Why skies should suddenly be gentle. . 
Where she stood it was as if a wing 

Had brushed against her cheek; 

And with that slow deep sense of earth, 
Which those who seldom speak 

But live so much in silences can feel, 

She seemed to sense new life in everything 
Under the snow, new sap in buried roots 
Reaching to some warm depth of earth, 
Pushing and groping to another birth. 


Inside the house she knew how it would be; 
The Granny Woman who would help her, sitting there 
Talking of other babies, other pains, 

And what they did in other places where 
She went; how this one wore 

A yellow petticoat to guard against 

The rheumatism or the croup, 

And this, and that, a string of mountain lore 
Passed on by word of mouth 

Among that straggling group 

Of lonely proud-necked women. 

The little cabin room, 

Tidied and set against the night, 

Would shine with firelight 
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And long fantastic shadows on the walls— 
The walls that soon would press her in so close 
Leaving no room for the escape of pain... . 


But here under the sky, 

Perhaps for the last time again, 

She could reach out and feel the space; 
That haunting sense of space that seemed to lie 
Beyond the edge of all her thoughts; 

That held the answer to her prayers, 

And all the dark sealed questions of her life. 
There, shadowy and hidden, was the face 
Of God, if only one could reach 

Enough to see. If only one could teach 

The soul to hear, 

There were so many things to learn 

Out of the silence. 


She was not afraid 

Of silences, or loneliness, or storms, 

Only of drouth and hunger, and the heavy breath 
Of sickness that could spread a trail of death, 
And bitter sight of graves just newly made. 
Pity would sear her like a burn, 

Pity and aching tenderness. 

But grief would close her lips, 

And pain she learned to press 

Close, close into her silence. But distress 

Of children, and old people, and the dumb 
Distress of beasts would soften her to words, 
Few, short-clipped gentle words that come 

So hard to those who seldom speak. 


Sometimes the road across the wilderness— 

That hard-won road 

That bore the endless load 

Of lives that moved, and settled, and moved on— 
Sometimes that road would beckon to her, 

As if it urged her to be gone 

Across the hills, and down the river 

Out into a world 

Where there were people everywhere, 
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People who lived strange, easier lives, 

And did not stay, 

Facing the same blue line of mountains 
And the same unyielding struggle day by day. 


But if she let her thoughts go down that road 
She never turned her footsteps, and her face 
Was set within the compass of the place 
Where life had set her feet. 

She did not find the way 

Always so hard to meet; 

And when she went about her tasks by day 
Often an old song echoed in her heart, 

And made a rhythm for her moving feet. 
But when she sat beside the fire, apart 

A little in the shadows, in these long 

And sombre winter evenings, she had dreamed 
Only of one thing passionately, till it seemed 
That every thought within her must belong 
Only to this,—her happiness, her griefs, 

The hopes she held and treasured one by one, 
Her deep-felt doubts, and her old firm beliefs 
Were centered only on her child... her son... . 


Now where she stood she saw the pale light fade, 
And the blue shadows lengthen on the snow. 
And so she slowly turned once more to go, 

Picking the footprints that her feet had made. 
The air was growing colder, and it laid 

A chill upon her heart, as if a breath had blown 
Out of some desolate way that she must go alone. 


How could she know the stars stood watching— 
Watching, pressed back against the sky, 

Where no stars stood before, 

As she walked up the slope 

And laid her hand 

Upon that cabin door? 


Scribner's Magazine KaTHERINE GARRISON CHAPIN 
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TO A YOUNG NUN ON THE TRAIN 


If you read with steady look 
On the pages of your book 
Will it help you not to fear 

All the things that lie so near? 
Strange upsetting things for one 
Trying hard to be a nun. 


Journeys are disquieting 

Who can guess the toil they bring, 
Why across a little space 

Must you see a lover’s face 

Shine with sudden, blinding light— 
Close your eyes to hide the sight. 


Best not open them again... . 
Here, beside the waiting train 
Playing joyous in the sun, 
Lithe and naked bodies run, 
Laughing boys, alert and cool, 
Plunging in a rainy pool. 


Thoughts that have no place to rest 
Dim your eyes and haunt your breast, 
Better whisper fast and low 

All the prayers you have to know, 
Better not to think, or look, 

Press them back into your book! 


Contemporary Verse KATHERINE GARRISON CHAPIN 


FIRST SNOW 


I think that death will be 

Like this first day of snow, 

A crystal brilliance in the air, 
And here below 

A white expanse of space 
Untouched, unstirred 

By the faint penciled footprints 
Of a bird. 
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It will be breathless, still and strange, 
That sudden change, 

With every thought as clear 

As those bare branches etched against the hill, 
The hill that of a sudden seems so near, 
So white, so very still. 

And will we turn and say 

On that new day, 

Remembering the long ago, 

‘Death is as beautiful 

As snow!” 


The Century Magazine KaTHERINE GARRISON CHAPIN 


CHARMAINE 


It was after the show at the red-lit Sun, 
The tight embrace and—The End— 
And I was walking with you, Charmaine, 
Under a magical blend 

Of electric blaze and the distant glow 

Of the half moon, swinging down— 

O the dark of that elm—Can I forget? — 
And a kind, unlooking town. 


There are lips that are shaped to lure the ear— 
The orator’s wonderful lip, 

There are lips for song —O Schumann-Heink!— 
What pearls of music drip. 

There are lips for prayer, and laughter gay, 
And those that are lashing whips,— 

But O that elm and its scrap of dark, 

And you, Charmaine, and—your lips. 


I met you today on the noontime street, 

And we chatted a little while, 

Of Lindbergh, of Dempsey—would God believe 
Folks guilty of such vague guile, 

After last evening’s splash of gloom 

From that elm—O tree of bliss, 
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And the touch of your bob—was it Paradise, 
Charmaine, or that stolen kiss? 


American Poetry Magazine Wii CHAMBERLAIN 


A CHILD IS BORN 


Now the appointed time has come 
When your young body is the drum 
On which is pounded martyrdom. 


Now when you are isolate 
Through you all future times create. 
You are the bridge. You are the gate. 


While I who shared with you love’s tang 
Cannot assume your easiest pang. 
Life bares a flaming, pointed fang. 


Now body knows earthquake and storm 
Distorting when love-flesh was warm... 
Now tiny cry beside racked form. 


And when this crumpled petal Puck 
First quivers close and you give suck, 


My heart’s a bell you both have struck. 


These most incredible, wee hands 
Must not be bruised by trade’s demands. 
They are as soft as corn-silk strands. 


This cheek be safe from any sting— 
Now soft as baby owlet wing— 
This mouth find life a tune to sing. 


For just ourselves it’s little worth 
To storm the dungeons of the earth; 
But on for those we bring to birth! 


Contemporary Verse RatepuH CHEYNEY 
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ELECTRIC ARC 


These rainbows tangled in the city’s hair, 
These crests and plumes of light high buildings wear, 
These flags of fire, in them now shines our prayer. 


They phrase the faces of the pelting crowd, 
Each face not only bubble, stain, or cloud, 
But proof of spirit obdurate and proud. 


Our hope not star but an electric arc . . 
With spears of light, impetuous and stark 
The embattled cities ride against the dark. 


The Poetry Folio RaLPpH CHEYNEY 


MORNING 


My love, Morning, 

Folds back the coverlet of night. 

Ripe with joy as a pumpkin is fat with sun, 
Morning is a lusty working woman, 
High-breasted, laughing. 

I am through with aristocrat Evening, 
Subtle, equivocal, supercilious, 

Through with aristocrats. 


Horizons have been for me too long 
The frame of a mirror. 

All I see is my reflection. 

Morning alone honors all things, 
Overlooks nobody. 

I must go down as the setting sun 

And come up the other side of the world 
Like a tree through the loam, rooted, 
Like Morning, who accepts all. 


Evening is possessed by fragrances; 
Evening is nostalgia and regret. 
I must woo Morning and deliver the rounded day. 


free verse RatpH CHEYNEY 
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THE CYNICS 


Between old Pan and Pandemonium 

Our lives hold all too little interlude. 

Our day’s bassoon, our blood’s euphonium, 

The old gods set the tone in the old, old feud. 


Thin, flapping tatters on a line to dry 
Between the walls of two grim tenements, 
With far away a handkerchief of sky... . 
Behold our triumphs, failures, ravishments! 


Brief, casual notes dictated but unread, 
Soon burdening the air less than a flower, 
Our lives are published but unedited, 
Dull testimonials to an ancient power. 


We would change dreams to truth—gray sleep betrays us: 
End war—our arms are held by greed and hate; 

And build a new Atlantis—change dismays us. 

We would reshape our lives—it is too late. 


The World Tomorrow Ratey CHEYNEY 


SNOW WHIMSEY 


The Blue Snow-shadow Goose stalks slowly. . . . 
He hears the note of the arctic oboe 

Whistling piercingly, “Go ... go...” 

He feels a terrible, freezing breath 

But makes no halt. He fears no Death 

That wears a frosty-netted beard 

However hoar, however weird— 

“By this | know him for my kin 

Finishing things that I begin!” 

The Blue Snow-shadow Goose stalks slowly... . 


The Harp THELMA CHILEs 
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MIKE PANEK OF THE VISTULA 


He bought a truck-load of grapes in September. 

They had come from Western New York and had the blue 
of Lake Erie upon their skins. 

One could see the reflections of steamers and of grain-elevators 
upon their surfaces. 

And they were bursting with juice, clear as lake-water, 

And were filled with pulp of translucent green. 

They were just like the grapes he had used for Caspian wine. 


Ten days later there were rows of jugs in his cellar 

Gathering mellowness out of the dark. 

There were so many that he experienced a wave of generosity. 

He fell upon last year’s supply; gave a jug to each neighbor, 
just as one does on the Vistula. 

His friends were elated, drank to him deeply,—drank them- 
selves into the songs of home. 

Whatta hell they care for prohibition when they could have 
jugs of rich red wine! 


Two evenings later as he sat drinking and dreaming of home, 

There came a knock at his door and a voice demanded admit- 
tance. 

Those drunken pigs! Back for more! But they should not 
get it! 

“Go away!” he shouted. A shoulder splintered his door. 

He took up his gun, for he would not have this! He was 
Mike Panek of the Vistula! 

Murderous Cossacks! They should not get his wine and his 
wife! 

Two state-troopers died before they stopped him. But such 
things happen on the Vistula. 


The Oracle WiiuiaM PENNANCE CHURCH 


HOMETOWN 


Our town has history enough. 

Across the railroad, on the bluff, 

Prof scans the record of our age 

And reads it, page by stony page. 
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Desert, he says, and swamp and sea 
And glacier in turn were we. 

The three-toed horse, he says, was here; 
Rhinoceros and six-horned deer 

And other strange and varied meats 
Snorted and stamped about our streets 
Back when the first town site survey 
Was still a million years away. 

And then the red man’s pedigree, 

With pigeon-toed solemnity, 

Stalked through our annals in a string 
And ate their feasts beside our spring 
Till old Jed Towner built his hut 
With one hand on a pistol butt. 

Can Pontiac, 

Kish or Karnak 

Push their backgrounds further back? 


Our town has sights as fine to see 

As any in geography. 

Why, when the early sunlight spills 

In summer down our eastern hills, 
They look like heaven’s parapet. 

From Eighth Street, when the sun has set, 
The high school on the hill in line 
Looms like a castle on the Rhine, 

And twisted pines along the crest, 
Backed by the lemon-colored west, 
Would make Jap artists praise their gods 
And plant their easels here by squads. 
Some summer nights I have to lie 

In the front yard and watch the sky, 
And let my fancy climb and play 
Through lacework of the Milky Way 
To deeper heights all silver fired, 
Until both eyes and brain are tired. 
Oh, never Nome, 

Hongkong or Rome 

Could show me finer sights than home! 


SoutH DaKoTa 


Scribner’s Magazine Bapcer Criark 
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THE LIFE OF WATER 


It lives beside us, and we often mingle, 

The life of water and the life of man. 

Saint Francis called it “Shumble, serviceable, 
Precious and clean.”’ He viewed it, as I think, 
Too much (for once) utilitarianly. 

I don’t see how he could call water humble! 
Yet water is an amiable thing; 

It takes whatever shape you ask it to, 

With frolicsome abandon to your wishes; 

It never sulks, like fire and like wind. 


The life of water runs a swifter cycle 

Than ours, or fire’s. I never any more 

Walk down at Manumit to springtime breakfasts 
Along the brook, but this comes home to me; 
“The wheel of water is turning, over our head 
And under our feet, from springs to river and sea, 
Back to the clouds, and under the earth again. 
And all this water has run this way before. 

And knows its way. Then how could Plato say 
‘We never twice step into the same rivers’? 


From thinking of the water so, I come 

To thinking of the year, and of the spring, 
Thus: “Spring is present, and spring is also past, 
And spring is future too; all three at once. 

The wheel of spring is turning, over our head 
And under our feet; the further passing away, 
The nearer back it comes to flower again.” 


Such thoughts as these the spring at Manumit, 

The shadow of death, the sun that makes all shadow, 
The fluid fire of life, that cycles on, 

Renewal, death, renewal,—ever the same, 

And never alone the same,—bring home to one 

Who looks on water in the calm of morning. 


Or if you go to some remote great pasture 

Like Munson’s Falls in Manchester, Vermont, 
Where there’s a brook that leaps a dozen ledges 
And winds around from one ledge to another,— 
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A brook you know, and have known a long time; 
If you plunge in, and rear your breast against it, 
And toss it back by handfuls as it runs, 

And wrestle with the current, does it seem 

To share your pleasure? be companionable? 

Is there, perhaps, some consciousness in water, 
Unlike, indeed, the consciousness of man, 

Yet loving freedom, action and companions? 
Why call it too far-fetched if one should think so? 
Isn’t it arrogant of man to think 

He has the only kind of consciousness 

And only language to express it in? 


Though water can make nothing of our lingo, 
It may have some expression of its own, 

Less cumbersome, less crabbed and less poignant; 
Perhaps more widely and more calmly true. 


The World Tomorrow SaraH N. CLEGHORN 


TENEBRAE 


When night it was no longer 

And not yet day withal, 

The Holy Ghost came down to walk 
Beside the orchard wall. 

He had no cloak or hat against 

The tepid little rain; 

He smiled to hear the tongues of birds 
Praise God along the lane. 


But I and my new love 

Late lay abed. 

“The rain is falling on the leaves” 
Was everything we said. 


When day it was no longer 
Nor yet deep dark in heaven, 
Came Our Lady down the hill 
In the cool even. 
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On her white feet no sandals 
Against the dew had she; 

She smiled to hear the whip-poor-will 
Hail Mary from his tree. 


But I and my old friend 

Touched cups together: 

“The moon is clear and full tonight; 
It will dawn fair weather.” 


Now is it night or noontide 

In this accursed tomb? 

No testimony of a star 

Confutes the curdling gloom; 

And those are only winds that come 

On iron doors to beat; 

And lightning wraps the whole hill round 
In a yellow sheet. 


But I on my pallet 

Lonely now lie 

And hear my heart. . . . “ Tis very God 
Goes scowling down the sky.” 


The Nation LEONARD CLINE 
AT BREAKFAST 


“Where were you, last night?” 


“JT was in bed . . . sleeping 
Beside you... 


Of course!” 


“And I was leaping 
Broomsticks, and burying Jesus, 
And patting Godiva’s horse!” 


POSTSCRIPTS 


What part of you 
Fluently shaped to my body 
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As I stand upon the cactused hill 
(Alone, alone) 
Gazes with me across the ample valley? 


What part of me 
Watches a Harlem dancer through your eyes? 


RESPONSE 


I was tired, but I was thirsty; 
They dashed a pail of water in my face 
And cried, “Drink! Drink!” 


Pleased by a delicate gesture 

Only I had mastered, 

They set me naked on a platform 

And were bewildered that I could not dance. 


When they released me to the comforting shadows 
My heart whispered, 
“T still beat.” 


They tore it from me 
To examine it in the light. 
It was inert. 


I cried in desperation, 
“Leave me alone, to rest!” 
And laughed to feel their clubs across my skull 


Insisting on repose. 


American Mercury Grace Srone Coates 


TWO POEMS OF NEW HAMPSHIRE 
THE REALM 
For chivalry, the golden-coated collie 


Swept at her side, and watched with amber eyes; 
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The comfortable sly cat was gossiper; 

The cows and heifers stamping at the flies 
Were family to her, with the pensioner hens 
And their wise yellow chicks; the horses were 
Usually at work, and yet they stood 

For something great and generous to her. 


How seldom did she talk with any human! 

Her husband who returned to sleep and eat, 

The tramps who came in autumn with their servile 
Treacherous look, a field hand for the wheat, 
Sometimes a passerby (they had no neighbors)— 
From such as these she gathered no romance, 

But from some deer come to the corn at daybreak, 


Or red fox standing with bright shifting glance. 


With every year she grew more taciturn, 

More out of touch with humans, fierce, and shy. 
Alone within a darkened house she waited 
Hushing the dog, if anyone went by; 

And to the apparition of her husband 

For days on end she hardly spoke a word, 

Moving amid the silent adoration 

Of dog, and horse, and cat, and flock, and herd. 


THE WELL 


“Road, where are you hidden among the trees?” 
“Under the alders and strawberries, 

No horse has shoulders so mighty and wide 

As to force them apart in his patient stride.” 


“Wall, tumbled with boulders, what do you mark?” 
“Only the passing of light and dark. 

The pasture I held is forest now 

And pines have covered the furrowing plow.” 


“Apple trees, was an orchard here?” 

But the apples are crazed between age and fear, 
And only the many-petalled rose 

Says wearily, “Stranger, who knows, who knows?” 


67 


“Who was it piled you, foundation stones?” 
“Hands that too long ago were bones. 

Wood has a quicker and better fate 

But stone is left to be desolate.” 


Out of the darkness there came a sound 

That rose from the well hollowed deep in the ground: 
“Many a face has shadowed my skies 

Ere the bucket has lowered, I mirrored their eyes, 
“Many a brooding glance has sought 

More than the gift of water I brought 

These farmers’ wives who died years ago— 

What was it each of them longed for so?” 


The Yale Review EvizaBETH CoaTswortu 


THE LADY 


The candle is out— 

It has crashed to the floor, 
She follows the wall 

To find the door. 


Her petticoats hiss 
With a hiss of fear, 
A path of sound 


For a sensitive ear. 


When she puts out her hand 
Her breath gives a catch, 
Fingers are there 

Instead of a latch. 


When she reaches back, 
Lest she should fall, 
A body is there 

Instead of a wall. 


What use to scream 
So sole alone? 

What use to struggle 
Against the unknown? 
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“Very well,” she said 
Imperiously, 

“Pray light the sconces 
So we may see. 


“Here are my pearls 
And here my rings, 
And take off your hats, 
You filthy things,” 


The Saturday Review of Literature ExizapEtH CoaTsworTH 


THE PAINTED DESERT 
THE NAVAJO 


Lean and tall and stringy are the Navajo, 

Workers in silver and turquoise, herders of flocks, 

Their sheep and goats cover the hills like scattered rocks, 

They wear velvet shirts, they are proud, they go 

Through the sage, upright on thin bright horses, 

Their speech is low, 

At their necks they gather the black smooth cataract of their 
locks, 

Quick are their eyes and bright as the eyes of a fox, 

You may pass close by their encampments and never know. 


IN WALPI 


There is an eagle screaming from a roof 
‘In Walpi, a black eagle with pale eyes. 
The kitchen smoke 
Morning and evening rises in pale columns 
About him. At noon the heat beats down 
Upon his head and lies like fire on his shoulders, 
He never sees the Indians below him, 
His captors, 
All day his look goes out 
Across the striped reds of the painted desert, 
All day he looks far off to cloud-hung mesas, 
All day he screams. 
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CEREMONIAL HUNT 


As the racing circle closed in like a lasso 

Of running dogs and horses, as the sage was swept, 

Out of the turmoil suddenly upward leapt 

A jack-rabbit’s fawn and jet, with its great soft eye 

And fantastic ears outlined against the sky, 

Hanging in life a strange moment, then falling back 
From that remote beautiful leap to the teeth of the pack, 
And the trampling hoofs and the Indians’ thin halloo. 


The Saturday Review of Literature ExizaneTH CoaTswoRTH 


LAPLANDIA 


They are such narrow beings with small bones, 
And eyes that shine out with the sort of fire 
That hangs in baleful globes above a mire; 

They live like Spanish grandees, supple drones, 

Proud and fastidious, taking gifts for loans, 
With small thanks to the giver, and their ire 
Is quick and boastful; from a tiger sire 

They draw hot passions and hearts cold as stones. 


Arouse them not! their undulating forms 
Are like a snake’s, hard to be peeled from life. 
The lightning sparkles from their heavy fur, 
And sailors bargaining for winds and storms 
Have glimpsed them in the house of the witch-wife 
At ghastly shins uttering their rumbling purr. 


The Bookman ELizaBETH CoaTsworTH 


NOW AUTUMN IS HERE 


Now Autumn is here I yearn for a Roman villa 


(A villa and peace!) 


With mosaics of grapevines twined with the leopards of 
Bacchus, 


And a bronze faun from Greece 
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Standing jocund and drunk in the midst of a modest fountain 
Where the slow-moving carp 

Nose the water to circles of ripples as thin and as silver 

As the string of a harp. 


How pleasant to sit in a peristyle wide to the sun 

But walled from the breeze, 

And to smell the fragrance of grapes welling sweet from the 
press, 

And see over the trees 

An arrow of wild geese flying—how pleasant to smile 

And, sighing, write down 

A word of regret and content, engraved on wax tablets, 

To some friend in the town. 


The Commonweal EvizaBetu CoatswortH 


THE WAY TO THE ARBUTUS 


I cannot remember the names of roads and hills, 
I only remember where the wild flowers grow; 
By an old stone cellar there are daffodils 
And bluets where a pasture brook runs slow. 


I cannot remember which is east or west, 

I only remember where a lady’s-slipper stood; 
And I recall arbutus, growing best 

Around a certain corner of a certain wood. 


I cannot remember the path that winds along there, 
I only remember a wild rose in the lane 

Where you cross by a thicket beyond the maidenhair, 
Past the place I found a gentian in the rain. 


The Commonweal CaTHERINE CaTE CoBLENTZ 


CARPENTER 


To the kind, the tall Carpenter 
Planing the long boards, 

The tree-hearts whispered 
Songs without words, 
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The eucalyptus sang to Him 

Never to His loss, 

The cypress stretched its bared beams 
To be shaped like a cross. 


The gentle oleander 

And all the many-leaved, 
Scattered bloom of shavings 
Round Him lest He grieved. 
The trees’ sap stirred again 

To give Him glad awe 

As not to any other 

That cleaved them with a saw. 


He did not truly hurt them 

And they understood 

And worshipped Him, the Builder 
Of the earth and the wood. 

The children flocked around Him, 
Little boys and little girls, 
Laughing at the shavings, 
Turning them to curls. 


Sometimes an old man 

Sat and watched by Him, 
His voice very gentle, 
And his eyes growing dim. 
Sometimes a woman, 
Blue-robed and grave, 
Bread, milk, and honey, 
Smiling, to Him gave. 


To the kind, the tall Carpenter 
Planing new boards, 

The tree-souls whispered 
Music without words. 


Voices IsaBEL FiskE CoNANT 


ON THE LEVEE 


The water’s creeping up . . . now it has reached 
Half-way across the class of °96. 
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Sand-bags are piled; there are few boats yet beached 
He who loves rivers has forgot the Styx, 

Or has not taken it into account; 

And still, it is the undergraduate 

That in a bound can heights of Pisgah mount 
And see the Promised Land has come too late. 
There is a growing list and a decreasing,— 

It is a pleasant thing to have a land 

To look to, where familiars are not ceasing, 

But greet your landing with old clinch of hand; 
A softer grasp and yet the very same; 

Initiate in a fraternal game. . . 


Voices IsaBEL FiskE Conant 


A REVEDERLA 


You cannot find me where you left me, quite, 
I do accompany the rushing sun, 
Ringed by his satellite and satellite, 
Himself attendant on what Greater One? 
I, at my cottage door beside a river 
That rushes under bridges to the sea, 
Perceive a tremor and a golden shiver— 
Time on the axis of eternity. 


If cumuli be less material land 
Than the illusive earth, I cannot say; 
Than dreams of Carcassonne and Samarcand 
That slip down-stream beyond me, and Cathay. 
But I perceive that I am anchored, and 
You, too, sweep past, one necessary way. 


Voices IsaBEL Fiske Conant 


MOUNTAINS 


Mountains are good to look upon 

But do not look too long. 

They are made of granite. They will break your heart, 
They will break your song. 
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The thing to look upon is water 
Where the currents change. 

It is like you: it has a mournful beauty 
Wandering and strange. 


From the west it rolls a darkness under 

And thick stars from the south. 

If you hunger, there are stars drowned in deep water 
Enough for your mouth. 


The Commonweal GracE Hazarp ConKLING 


TREE FOR MUSIC 


The loveliest thing I saw for a while 
Was a tree that grew in Spain. 

It laid its leaves against a wall 
Of cream-and-honey stain. 


A wall remembering only sur 
That made the tree at home, 

Its long leaves had each a long shadow 
Yellow as honeycomb. 


All heavily from wiry wands 
Three pomegranates hung, 

And they were ripe for any legend 
Waiting still unsung. 


Somewhere there will be music yet 
For the pomegranate tree: 

Each leaf rhyming with a shadow 
And the round fruits three. 


Of bronze thinned to a tawny flush 
Where the bright juice shows through: 
Music dilated with full light 
And dark with wonder, too. 


‘That, when the wild bird comes to rest 
Between the leaf and fruit, 
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Will deepen till the sound comes flowing 
Up from the tree’s root. 


Books: N. Y. Herald Tribune GracrE Hazarp ConKLING 


QUEST 


From a high hill 
I see the sun rise .. . 
(But there are tears 


In my eyes! ) 


I walk in the twilight 
Shrouded in dew . 
(The sorrow in my heart 


Is shrouded too! ) 


In shadow’d Night 
Alone I wait... 
(Love they say 


Is sometimes late!) 


T he Saturday Evening Quill Marton Grace ConovER 


NEW ENGLAND SPRING 


Light snows and chilly showers, 

A veiled sun— 

And tardy flowers, 

So through New England’s heart 

Run 

Spring’s bleak and unremitting hours. 


Poetry, A Magazine of Verse Le Baron Cooke 


LUCAS 


Lucas was a gentleman, one of taste 
And fastidious habit. At twilight 


You could see Lucas, sash about his waist, 
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Velvet jacketed, high heeled, leading the slight 
Creature casually by a small silver chain, 

His blue haired monkey. He liked to finger 
The hilt of his slender knife where the grain 
Bordered the village and where would linger 


A wounded sun, he liked to feed the green 
Tailed parrots flower seeds; but above all 

He liked to search the dark hills with a lean 
Ribbed hound in the grey autumn, search the tall 
Grasses and search the hidden wild clover 

And call her brief name over and over... 


The Dial S. Bert CooxsLEy 


WEDGE 


Do not forget there is a richer theme; 
Remember Babylon was also stirred 

With savage hunger for a bolder dream, 

A swifter song. We are not free who word 
The ancient ballade with revised complaint, 
The ageless sonnet with fresh bitterness; 
Christ often clothed the harlot and the saint 
With magic sureness in each other’s dress. 


Our heresies of song will not despair 

The moment of revolt, the day of pain; 
Nor will the field lie passionless and bare 
However closely autumn reaps her grain. 
And ultimately we must know as truth 
The splendid, foolish platitudes of Ruth. 


The New American S. Bert CooxsLey 


FROM FORTY TO EIGHT 


Sometimes to the children, to the round-eyed 
Children, the children I have known and who 
Stare curiously on a bug who died 
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And cannot squirm, or look into the blue 

Of evening and say strange things— 

Words that turn endlessly in the mind 

And will not go; sometimes to their low swings, 
Their box carriages and their tall books lined 
With pencil scribbling, their baskets for school 
And their dusty stockings; sometimes to their 
Restless legs, their wind-blown hair and their cool 
Faces I turn. And they stop play and stare 

At me... and in the swift quiet they start, 
Picking up their toys, and breaking my heart. 


Poetry, A Magazine of Verse S. Bert CooksLEy 


NIGHT IS A TIME TO WEEP 


It is a long night that does not know weeping; 
night is a time to weep. In the next room, 

where they are tired of each other and sleeping, 
the seed of your tears will take bloom. 


“Hush!” one says to his stupid wife. 
“Someone there—you hear? —crying?” 
They will listen; thinking of life, 
thinking of virtue, thinking of dying. 


Night is a time to weep. Tears must give 
people weary of each other a small 

stab of recollection. They will live 

again, their ears to the wall. 


The Nation S. Bert CooxsLEy 


FOR ELAINE 


My brain is an ancient tomb where you, 
A quick and shining lizard, come to feast, 
Your little unexpected teeth bite through 
The thick board busily; and the least 
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Splinter dropping from your pink tongue 
Calls forth squeaks of delight: 

I think, therefore, that you are very young. 
I also think that a belly so white 


And tender and so full of rich black blood 
Must feel particularly well 

Slipping through sweet grass and warm mud 
To the leavings of hell. 


Poetry, A Magazine of Verse S. Bert CooKsLEy 


MINNOW SPRING 


Where the sun shafts down 
In a wrinkle of shade 
That’s a rocky crown 
There’s an alder spring 
That the hills have made 
By feeding the rain 

Back up into air 

From quenching the roots 
That it grapples there. 
There are alders that lean, 
And a willow switch, 
Where the sun comes through 
And the long rains stitch 
The sky down blue. 

And there in the pool, 
By your leave or not, 

Is a minnow school 
(Though it may be trout). 
I’ve gone there alone 

A time or two, 

With a wish of my own, 
But I’ve never yet got 
Courage enough 

To fish the spring out. 

I only lean down 

While the minnows scurry 
(Or trout if you will) 
Away in a hurry. 
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In the crouch of the hill 
I lean back and they 

Fan out in a spatter 

Of shadows that sway 
And lift and shatter. 

Till over and over 

I keep asking myself 
Why water should cover 
A pebbly shelf 

And harbor a school 

Of minnows or trout 

In a sun-fondled pool 
Where they can’t get out. 
And why such a one 

As I should stray 
Through the smoky sun 
Of an August day 

(As I found it first 

To take the crinkles 
Out of my thirst) 

To find there a spring 
Pure enough to drink, 
And cool enough to bring 
Fish up to the brink, 

But not a man’s will 
Strong enough to plunder 
The gift of the hill 

Or the pool of its wonder? 
But times over again 
Just bring me to drink 
Its cool quench of rain, 


And think... and think. . 


Voices Howarp McKintey Corninc 


CHANT FOR THE BRETHREN OF DUST 


Sanderson Page, Sanderson Page, 

Back of the mountains is your moon, 
Why did you doff your heritage? 

And your gold of song for a copper wage? — 
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Or so it seems! How soon, how soon 
Will the wind return with your pilgrimage, 
And the burning spring return with the June? 


Old Jason Wynne, old Jason Wynne, 

The dust survives where your bones crept out; 
And your tavern beds still blanket sin 
Tonight, where tomorrow the just creep in— 
Or so it seems! Without a doubt 

The same rats house where the plaster’s thin 
And only destruction will put them to rout. 


Elias Dober, Elias Dober, 

You won’t be selling the stars again. 

If you have your star you have it sober, 
With a few less rivers to cross over— 

Or so it seems! Some other men 

Are selling the chattels that you drolled over 
For a better figure than you got then. 


John Edom is dead, John Edom is dead,— 
Your carriage is wrack and the wheels are rust. 
Wings were the way your spirit fled 

And stone was the way they put you to bed— 
Or so it seems! And the crystal crust 

Of the snow was red as the west was red— 
And dust is also the sleep of the just. 


Sanderson Page, there’s an epitaph 
That the winds chant fitfully in arrears, 
And Dober and Wynne are alive by half 
Of the remnanted chattels that stay to laugh— 
Or so it seems! But Edom, whose tears 
Were traded for wings and a flaming staff, 
The hills will hold dead a thousand years. 
—Or so it seems! 


Poetry, A Magazine of Verse Howarp Mcxiniey Corninc 


OF A GRAVESTONE CAST IN HAULING 


Among tall resinous shouldering of pines 
This folded form of granite sprawls; 
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Importunate beneath derisive lines 
Of hills and waterfalls. 


Out-shunted of the willful jibe 

Of death, the profligate; 

Here gravers rain and crumbling frost inscribe 
Riddles intemperate. 


What might have been a stoic deified 
Among his stony kind, here 

Lies like a sodden sleeper on his side, 
Rounding the year. 


This mountain trail denies him, cattle cropping 
Through afternoons of smoky breath 

Graze by, the branches flopping 

Aside like parting death. 


Brothered of loneliness, and unreplying; 
Under intrusive skies uncomforted; 

He folds time on his mossy breast in dying, 
Escaping the dead. 


Boxart Howarp McKinzey Corninc 


ANTIQUARY 


Once, when she thumbed old books of dimming prints, 
He sat before her, questioning the disguise 

Of ancient jewelry and old figured chintz 

She wore. Why any girl so markedly wise 

Should toy away the hours of her youth 

In old antiquities? —he pondered why. 

Surely the lottery of dusty truth 

Was taking precious coin to gain thereby. 


“Nothing is ever new or young,” she said, 
It’s merely the disguise that makes it so; 
Reading, we read the page already read.” 
He smiled a little in the evening glow 
Remembering one as beautiful and dear, 


Whom he had loved—and down another year. 
The Commonweal Howarpv McKin ey CorniInG 
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THE WIND BLOWS 


The wind blows. 

My soul is like a tree 

Lifting its face to the sun, 
Flinging wide its branches 

To catch the falling rain, 

To breathe into itself a fragrance 
Of far-off fields of clover, 

Of hidden vales of violets,— 
The wind blows,— 

It is spring! 


The wind blows. 

My soul is like sand, 

Hot, burning sand 

That drifts and drifts 

Caught by the wind, 

Swirling, stinging, smarting, 
Silver in the moonlight. 

Soft breath of lovers’ feet 

Lulled to sleep by the lap of waves, 
The wind blows— 


It is summer! 


The wind blows. 

My soul is still 

In silent reverie 

Hearing sometimes a sigh 

As the frost steals over the land 
Nipping everywhere. 

Earth is dead. 

The woods are bare. 

The last leaf is gone. 

Nipped by death’s bitter frost, 
My youth grown grey 

Awaits the coming of 

The new year. 

The wind blows 


It is winter! 


Opportunity Mar V. Cowprry 
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LAMPS 


Bodies are lamps 

And their lives the light. 

Ivory, Gold, Bronze and Ebony— 
Yet all are lamps 

And their lives the lights. 


Dwelling in the tabernacles 

Of the most high—are lamps. 
Lighting the weary pilgrims’ way 

As they travel the dreary night—are lamps. 
Swinging aloft in great Cathedrals 

Beaming on rich and poor alike—are lamps. 
Flickering fitfully in harlot dives 

Wanton as they that dwell therein—are lamps. 
Ivory, Gold, Bronze and Ebony— 
Yet all are lamps 
And their lives the lights. 


Some flames rise high above the horizon 
And urge others to greater power. 
Some burn steadfast thru the night 
To welcome the prodigal home. 
Others flicker weakly, lacking oil to burn 
And slowly die unnoticed. 
What matter how bright the flame 
How weak? 
What matter how high it blazes 
How low? 
A puff of wind will put it out. 


You and I are lamps—Ebony lamps, 
Our flame glows red and rages high within 
But our ebon shroud becomes a shadow 
And our light seems weak and low. 
Break that shadow 
And let the flame illumine heaven 
Or blow wind . . . blow 
And let our feeble lights go out. 


The Crisis Mas V. CowpDERY 
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ADVENTURES 


A form of stately loveliness, 
A face cold as a star; 

Red hates and white amenities 
Bloom in a crystal jar. 


Bozart JAsPER BarNeETT CowpIN 


POWHATAN’S DAUGHTER 


The swift red flesh, a winter king— 

Who squired the glacier woman down the sky? 
She ran the neighing canyons all the spring; 

She spouted arms; she rose with maize—to die. 


And in the autumn drouth, whose burnished hands 
With mineral wariness found out the stone 

Where prayers, forgotten, streamed the mesa sands? 
He holds the twilight’s dim, perpetual throne. 


Mythical brows we saw retiring—loth, 
Disturbed, and destined, into denser green. 
Greeting they sped us, on the arrow’s oath: 
Now lie incorrigibly what years between . . . 


There was a bed of leaves, and broken play; 
There was a veil upon you, Pocahontas, bride— 
O Princess whose brown lap was virgin May; 
And bridal flanks and eyes hid tawny pride. 


I left the village for dogwood. By the canoe 
Tugging below the mill-race, I could see 

Your hair’s keen crescent running, and the blue 
First moth of evening take wing stealthily. 


What laughing chains the water wove and threw! 
I learned to catch the trout’s moon whisper; I 
Drifted how many hours I never knew, 

But, watching, saw that fleet young crescent die— 
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And one star, swinging, take its place, alone, 
Cupped in the larches of the mountain pass— 
Until, immortally, it bled inte the dawn. 

I left my sleek boat nibbling margin grass . . . 


I took the portage climb, then chose 

A further valley-shed; I could not stop. 
Feet nozzled the webs of upper flows; 
One white veil gusted from the very top. 


O Appalachian Spring! I gained the ledge; 
Steep, inaccessible smile that eastward bends 
And northward nestles in that violet wedge 
Of Adirondacks!—wisped of azure wands, 


Over how many bluffs, tarns, streams I sped! 
—And knew myself within some boding shade:— 
Grey tepees tufting the blue knolls ahead, 
Smoke swirling through the yellow chestnut glade. 


A distant cloud, a thunder-bud—it grew, 
That blanket of the skies: the padded foot 
Within,—I heard it; till its rhythm drew, 
—Siphoned the black pool from the heart’s hot root. 


A cyclone threshes in the turbine crest, 

Swooping in eagle feathers down your back; 
Know, Maquokeeta, greeting; know death’s best; 
Fall, Sachem, strictly as the tamarack! 


A birch kneels. All her whistling fingers fly. 
The oak grove circles in a crash of leaves; 
The long moan of a dance is in the sky. 
Dance, Maquokeeta: Pocahontas grieves . . 


And every tendon scurries toward the twangs 
Of lightning deltaed down your sabre hair. 
Now snaps the flint in every tooth; red fangs 
And splay tongues thinly busy the blue air. 


Dance, Maquokeeta! snake that lives before, 

That casts his pelt, and lives beyond! Sprout, horn! 
Spark, tooth! Medicine-man, relent, restore— 

Lie to us—dance us back the tribal morn! 
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Spears and assemblies: black drums thrusting on— 
O yelling battlements—I, too, was liege 
To rainbows currying each pulsant bone: 
Surpassed the circumstance, danced out the siege! 


And buzzard-circleted, screamed from the stake; 
I could not pick the arrows from my side. 
Wrapped in that fire, I saw more escorts wake— 
Flickering, sprint up the hill groins like a tide. 


I heard the hush of lava wrestling your arms, 
And stag teeth foam about the raven throat; 
White cataracts of heaven in seething swarms 
Fed down your anklets to the sunset’s moat. 


O, like the lizard in the furious noon, 

That drops his legs and colours in the sun, 

—And laughs, pure serpent, Time itself, and moon 
Of his own fate, I saw thy change begun! 


And saw thee dive to kiss that destiny 
Like one white meteor, pursuant and blent 
At last with all that’s consummate and free 


There, where the first and last gods hold thy tent. 


Thewed of the levin, thunder-shod and lean, 
Lo, through what infinite seasons dost thou gaze— 
Across what bivouacs of thy angered slain, 

And see’st thy bride immortal in the maize! 


Totem and fire-gall, slumbering pyramid— 
Though other calendars now stack the sky, 
Thy freedom is her largesse, Prince, and hid 
On paths that knewest best to claim her by. 


High unto Labrador the sun strikes free 
Her speechless dream of snow, and stirred again, 
She is the torrent and the singing tree; 
And she is virgin to the last of men. . 


West, west and south! winds over Cumberland 
And winds across the llano grass resume 

Her hair’s warm sibilance, her breasts are fanned 
O stream by slope and vineyard—into bloom! 
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And when the caribou slant down for salt 

Do arrows thirst and leap? Do antlers shine 
Alert, star-triggered in the listening vault 

Of dusk?—And are her perfect brows to thine? 


We danced, O Brave, we danced beyond their farms, 
In cobalt desert closures made our vows... 

Now is the strong prayer folded in thine arms, 

The serpent with the eagle in the boughs. 


The Dial Hart CRANE 


A CRIMSON CLOUD 


Ours is a house not made with hands— 
Firm on a crimson cloud it stands! 
You think a crimson cloud is not 

Very firm as a building lot? 

Oh, my dear, you are wrong again; 
Nothing sold in the marts of men 

Is quite so precious, quite so proud 
And quite so firm as a crimson cloud. 


Every crimson cloud you see 

Sails on into eternity, 

And anchored there by the hand of God 
It stands as sacerdotal sod 

On which a homing heart may rest 
And build the dream it loved the best. 


Ours is a house not made with hands— 
Firm on a crimson cloud it stands. 


The Harp MERLE CROWELL 


BLACK MAJESTY 


These men were kings albeit they were black: 
Toussaint and Dessalines and L’Ouverture; 

Their majesty has made me turn my back 
Upon a plaint I once shaped to endure. 
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These men were black, I say, but they were crowned 
And purple-clad, however brief their time. 

Stifle your agony, let grief be drowned; 
We know joy had a day once and a clime. 


Dark gutter snipe, black sprawler-in-the-mud, 
A thing men did a man may do again; 
What answer filters through your sluggish blood 
To these dark ghosts who knew so bright a reign? 
“To, I am dark, but comely,” Sheba sings; 
“And we were black,” three shades reply, “but kings.” 


Opportunity CounTEE CULLEN 


THE PROUD HEART 


That lively organ, palpitant and red, 

Enrubied in the staid and sober breast, 

Telling the living man, “You are not dead, 
Until this hammered anvil takes its rest’; 

My life’s timepiece wound to alarm some day 
The body to its need of box and shroud, 

Was meant till then to beat one haughty way,— 
A crimson stroke should be no less than proud. 


Yet this high citadel has come to grief, 

Been broken as an arrow drops its bird, 
Splintered as many ways as veins in a leaf, 

At a woman’s laugh or a man’s harsh word; 

Yet being proud still strikes its hours in pain; 
The dead man lives, and none perceives him slain. 


The Poetry Folio CounTEE CULLEN 


MURDER BLUES 


Headlines in de papers, 
Lou done killed her man. 
Headlines in de papers, 
Lou done killed her man. 
Court room was silent, 


When de trail began. 
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De lawyers talked an’ talked, 
Dey tried to save her. 

Dey talked an’ talked an’ talked, 
Dey tried to save her. 

A bad name was all, 

De witness gave her. 


Then Lou said, “Mister Judge, 
’Ain’t sorry he’s dead. 

Say Lou said, “Mister Judge, 
»Ain’t sorry he’s dead. 

Wish someone else had 

Hit him on his head.” 


Oh, de Jury went out, 
An’ never came back. 
Oh, de Jury went out, 
An’ never came back. 
Thought I saw po’ Lou, 
Ridin’ in her hack. 


De Judge said, “Sister Lou, 
Gonna turn you free. 

Sister Lou,” said de Judge, 
“Gonna turn you free. 
First gal I’ve seen who 
Tol’ de truth to me.” 


The Saturday Evening Quill Warinc CunEY 


INTERFERIN’ 


There is healing in the gold 

Of the June afternoon. 

I shall go bathing in the soft waves of the sun 
Till my flesh is clear as a petal, 

Tinted like a screen 

Whitely veiling a lantern. 

Then I shall float 

To a shore of shadows, 

Where the woods are cool as a nurse’s hand, 
And the birds are asleep with the leaves. 
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Where the road curves over the hill 
The wayside is to have a new house. 
As I near it, updrifting, 

The builders have stopped pounding. 
They hold their hammers and laugh 
While the foreman slowly measures, 


Laughling too, though his hand is steady. 


Ha! This is the famous picture! 

Not all of the jolly old workmen are dead! 
The foreman is neat as a new widow, 

And in his unschooled voice 

Winds a superior, nonchalant pitch 

That I have heard in the voice of another, 

An aristocrat of the bench 

Unofficially governing his State, 

Who can tell as good a story as ever made echo 
In the halls of gentle tyranny. 


Nearer, I listen—“‘they all came in 

With their long hog-rifles, 

And ‘Cap’n,’ they says, ‘you wukkin niggahs heah?? 
And Cap’n says ‘Yeah!’ ‘Hell, you are!’ they says. 
‘We give you a day and night to highball. 

Get ’em out o’ heah by sun-down to-morrow, 

Er theyll have bullets to ride on.’ 

‘They'll stay right heah,’ says Cap’n. 

‘They’re savin’? me money, my lads!’ 

‘All right fo’ yoh whiskers,’ they says, 

And eases off quiet. 


“Next night they’s back and sung it with bullets. 


Had the niggah tents full o’ holes ’fore the Cap’n could 


untie his eyelashes.” 


“Haw! haw! Started some jumpin’ round there, I reckon?” 
“Jumpin? They scattered like ants runin’ out of a nest 
And no more sense than an ant’s got, ’scusin’ the Bible. 


Most of ’em ran into the creek 
And drowned ever’thing but their noses, 


It was gray March too, and the wind bitin’ like a mad rat. 


90 


Next day there was a sprinklin’ o’ niggahs all over the 
county, 

Some of ’em just about naked. 

The sheriff and twenty-odd deppities 

Took ’em up for roamin’ around indecent, 

And sent ’em to the road 

Where they could earn their clo’s, 

With the stripes put on free.” 

“Haw! haw! haw!” rolled the chorus. 

“Can’t have niggahs interferin’ with white men’s jobs.” 


The measuring was finished. 

“Back to the life, boys,” said the foreman. 
Pound! pound! pound! 

Rang the hammers triumphant. 


How the road hurries before me! 
Too much haste for a warm day. 


“Can’t have niggahs interferin’ ”— 
“Interferin’ ”— 


The long shadows reach out fragrantly. 

O woods that send your breath to mect me! 

Mine from old years! 

I am back to the constancy of maples, 

The proud comity of the oaks, 

The surety of the great hemlock 

Whose roots make a nest for me; 

Where the moss is silent as peace, 

Where the leaves stir only with the language of peace. 


The hour in silver is set, 

The silver of leaf-dusk afternoon, 
The dwindling trails are strewn 
With scattered jade and jet, 

As though a careless forest queen 
Had passed unseen. 

The brook is a thread that sews 

A garment musical, thinner than air, 
For the silence to wear. 

Silence that flows 

Too heen, too nude, 

Against the ear of solitude, 
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Here I will learn 

How a world too worn 

Takes rest. Multitudinous doors 

Of quiet turn 

On feathered hinges, letting me pass 
Safe from the chores 

Of nations and men in the making, 
The endless raking 

Of planets free from fen and morass 
That interminable towers may climb 
Into soul out of earth, into mind out of time. 


Here I recover 

The old, lost pledge. 

The course of the Maker runs true. 
From mind shining over 

The infinite edge 

To the lily-bell’s pocket of blue, 
Peace has taken the house 

Of Creation’s unrest; 

No seund save her voice 

From center to comb; 

From the soul with no shadow confest, 
To where, at my foot, 

An ant finds the root 

That is home. 


I return by the unfinished house, 

And serenity is in my step. 

I can think smilingly 

Of my turbulent gait only two houts past. 
The tools are put away, 

And the men, taking up the little tin pails 
Holding scant scraps of dinner, 

Pause for one more tale, 

A last “haw! haw!” before they part. 


“Shore as guns, I saw it!” 

A grayhaired workman is saying; 

One who will be knocked off in a year or so, 
Too slow for the job. 

“Shore as guns, boys! 
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When they’s buildin’ the railroad out to Talassee. 
A niggah tied to a log on a dump train. 
They’s goin’ to roll him off passin’ the river. 
Turn him off with the dump. 

An’ him howlin’ to God-a’mighty, 

Beggin’ him to cut the rope. 

‘Oh, white man’s God,’ he was cryin’, 
‘Take keer of a poah niggah, 

An’ I'll work fo’ you’ angels, God, 

V’ll do dah dirty work fo’ a thousand years, 
Pll do it fo’ ebah an’ ebah, O Lord, 

If you'll save me from de ribah!’ 

An’ his eyes wuh bugged out on a stem.” 


They didn’t laugh that time. 

They waited for somebody to speak. 

And a lean man with his eyes set in black rings, 
And no dinner pail on his arm, 

Uncrooked the starved line of his mouth, and said 
“We've got to protect our jobs.” 


I reach my cottage under the pine trees, 
And the comforting click of my latch, 
Canny and sure, 

Clears my heart of the dolorous werld. 


The house holds a sweet withinness, 

Like air after music; 

But how small it has grown since morning! 
I am pressed to the walls, 

And retreat with invisible bruises 

To the easy breadth of my garden, 

That I share with a single star. 


No blinds shut out my night; 

The stare of day is over, 

And drawn her hood. 

Here thought, at rest from spur and hiss, 
Gives over flight; 

Here Peace may cover 

The jungle trail of blood; 

Where Earth a garden 1s, 

And God her lover. 


os 


O, there be claws! 

But this is rest; 

To walk with Beauty, never lonely; 
No urge beyond the pause 

Beside her flowers drest 

In starlight only. 


Here Life may grow dispassionate 
As Time; forget behind a little gate 
The long way wet 

With tears of man; 

And I, because my feet 

On scented walks tread with no scar, 
Again rehearse 

The illimitable escapade; 

My soul persuade 

Through space, and scan 

The universe 

From yonder high, undeviating star. 


Pound! pound! pound! 
There’s trembling in the lofts of heaven; 
The clang of broken orbits and a fall. 


Pound! pound! pound! 

“Can’t have niggahs interferin-—interferin’-— 
Can’t have niggahs interferin’-— 
Interferin’-—” 

Pound! pound! pound! 

“Can’t have niggahs interferin’-—interferin’-— 


Can’t have niggahs—niggahs—niggahs—” 


Infinity deserts me, 
Routed by a mere string of words, 


In the house again 

I am small enough for my little square room, 
And I hug the walls about me, 

But I shall have thorny dreams; 

For a guest is with me, 

And it is not the steady companion, 

The imperturbable angel 
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Of Marcus Aurelius,— 
Equanimity. 


The World Tomorrow Outve TitForp Darcan 


BEACH SUNSET 


Purple noise 
And gold greatness. 


The white endlessness of the sea—— 


Clouds and breakers, both purple, interchangeable. 
The tide pools full to the brim of purple, 
Shining like bowls of silver that reflect purple hangings. 


The tall beach grass, 

Each clump larger than the sun. 

And lovers sitting on the sand, 

Small black blots against the stillness— 

Hardly belonging—and yet too small to matter— 


Gray-purple, red-purple, opal green, apple green, 
Faintest of yellow-green, a young color like Spring— 
A world beneath, that is all sound and purple motion. 
The gold sun goes, night falls. 

We shiver— 

And move a little nearer to each other. 


American Poetry Magazine Mary Carotyn Davies 


SALOME 


She stamped her foot, “I want his head!” 

And her brow was black as she looked at John: 
“J want his head in my hands,” she said, 

“And I don’t care whether it’s off or on.” 


John would not kiss, so he had to die; 
She was wilful as she was proud, 

And she bore the head on a salver, high, 
And kissed its lips and triumphed loud. 
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For what woman cares if his soul she kill, 

When a man to her whim she has chanced to find, 
If she only can fondle his hair at will, 

And kiss his lips when she has a mind? 


Harpers Magazine Mary Carotyn Davies 


ON VISITING ST. PETER’S, IN ROME 


So this is Peter’s church. Beneath this dome 
Lies the poor dust of his simplicity. 

In heavy grandeur must he sleep, whose home 
Was but a fishing hut in Galilee. 

Jewels and gold and samite has he now, 
While kings and popes look down in effigy, 
And at his altars many pilgrims bow, 

But the warm, living Peter, where is he? 


Within the court-yard two tall fountains play, 
The Swiss guards loiter by the Vatican, 

But in the white dust of the Appian Way 

I see the hurrying figure of a man. 

Fleeing, he meets the Christ he thrice denied, 
And turning, goes back to be crucified. 


The Lyric Juxia Jounson Davis 


ELEGY FOR AN EVENING 


It was a night with Winter in the air 

after the first of Spring: 

it was a night 

cloudy and starred: 

you seemed to bring 

the weather with you into the book-walled room. 
Let me remember this against the time 

when jealousy and parent joy have followed 

one path to the same doom. 

The shades were drawn: on table, couch and floor 
the lamplight shed its reconciling bloom, 

and there was quiet, while our five minds ranged 
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gaily from books to persons, and back again, 
with talk of histories and faiths, of war 

and cities, 

and the itch in vagrant men 

to build themselves a lasting home with words. 
There were some pauses and a little laughter, 
and pleasant food, 

and there was singing after; 

but what I would hold fast were the moments that came 
with a throb of wings 

and went, like hurried birds. 

Life sets her snares for such, and that is why 

I would recall them in flight, and would recall 
your hugely lounging body, your dark face 
smiling, 

and, inscrutable, intense, 

your black unsmiling eyes. 

It was a night 

cloudy and starred: 

you seemed to bring 

the weather with you into the room: the breath 
of wintry-breasted Spring. 

And did you guess 

what we dismissed when, with brief hand-clasp, we parted’ 
This day savors strangely of your restlessness, 
though neither of us will be broken-hearted. 


The Virginia Quarterly Review BaBeTTE DEuTscH 


AT THE SIGN OF THE BALANCE 


The night and the day have now a like dimension 
Of dignity, are like in a slow grace 

That is half ignorance of human tension 

And half condonement of this troubled race. 


But the days know softer hours, being compounded 
Of honeyed silences and the green stir 

Of tongueless leaves and lazy grass—being bounded 
By drifts of sun like warm-webbed gossamer. 
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Night has dark god-shaped trees and the gray passion 
Of clouds about the moon, that kneel and climb; 
Night moves in the immitigable fashion 

Of ships and planets, or of fate and time. 


Day is the season when the soul tastes quiet, 
Gold-bosomed fruit upon which wisdom feeds; 
But when night comes, it asks a leaner diet— 
One millet-seed of awe is all it needs. 


The New Republic BaBETTE DEuTscH 


THE RED HOT POKER 


Over the Siskyou peaks, 
He who for beauty seeks 
Finds it, aflame! 


Red Hot, the Poker lifts 
Where crested mountain rifts, 
Where snow, eternal, sifts— 
Torches aflame. 


Where tiger lilies flare 
White Shastas scent the air— 
Pawns in the game— 
Found, dotted here and there, 
Red pokers aflame! 


Pasque Petals MarcarETTE Batt Dickson 


CITY HALL AT NIGHT 
(A nocturne from a sketch by Stella Harlos) 


I 


Dim, dark, and spectral loom 
Long hall and empty room, 
Weird as the crack of doom— 
Stark and aloof. 
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Hung like a far balloon, 
Faint as a waning moon, 
Tower-clock warns midnight, soon— 


Stark and aloof. 


Windows are pools of ink; 
Doors, cavern-mouths to brink 
Weird passages that link 
Dungeon and roof; 

Arc-lights, reflected, blink. .. . 
Stark and aloof! 
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So fancy, challenged—caught, 
Weirdly has read and wrought, 
Weaving the spell it sought 
Into the view. 


See, shafts of golden light, 
Rain-like, have streaked the night, 
Radiant, warm, and bright, 

Into the view. 


High lights in bold relief, 
Golden beyond belief, 

Dispel the gloom and grief. 
Ever anew 

Light weaves both woof and weef 
Into the view. 


American Poetry Magazine Marcaretre Batt DicKson 


AUTUMN MOVEMENT 


Friends I have had, the daemon-driven, the gay, 

The girls like blossoms, the games and dancing done, 
(Voices half-heard, and laughter far away,) 

You are my loneliness when night comes on, 
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And I am alone. You are the rumor in my blood 
Of footsteps flying on every guessed-at trail. 

You are a story scarcely understood, 

That I must strive to tell forever, and fail. 


For there is no way I should want it told, in the end, 
But in the old alphabets of earth, to be 

Extant as the leaves’ literature on the wind 

When wind and earth have had their way with me. 


Time has its poems, though it writes them slower. 
The rock remembers—it will work its art. 

The dust forgets. O footsteps going nowhere, 

How brief your hieroglyphs upon my heart! 


This is my loneliness—in the idle hours 

When autumn and night lean in, and I am alone, 
Remembering friends I have had, the girls like flowers, 
Remembering the games and dancing done. 


The New Republic GrorcE DiLLon 


INTO THE MIND 


Women, who wake all summer into flower, 
Music, that binds me to a dream relinquished, 
Here is the heart you have already vanquished— 
Be gay among its ruins for one last hour. 


Then, vernal phantoms, fare you well. I go 

Into the night, all still with stars and wintry. 
This is a country that I almost know. 

Indeed, it is like the mind’s untraveled country. 


The stars are motionless. But stars of frost 

Climb up the pane as if a ghost’s hand etches. 
Before the glass is white with starry patches 

I shall be gone into the night, I shall be lost— 
(This being a country that I know, almost, 
Since I surmised the mind’s unverdured reaches.) 
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Impalpable clime, where every root is stricken, 
Take what you will of all my springtime truth, 
Save the heart’s share—that is already taken, 
Gone with the taste of summer from my mouth. 
(I think it is well that a man’s heart be broken 
Before he comes to the winter of his youth.) 


I think it is well that the mind’s soil should keep 
Only the savage rock it is fashioned with. 
If love bloomed there, let me forget that myth, 
Until a new world flowers from its sleep. 


Voices GerorcE DILLON 


HANDS 


Hands that work for the mind 
Pursue a patient quest 

To covet, seek, and find, 

And come to rest. 


But hands are never stilled 
Serving the heart that grieves: 
Across the world unfilled 
They blow like leaves. 


Autumn is always on them, 
And winter coming fast. 

It is love’s rage upon them, 
Her ruin at last. 


It is love’s wind that guides them 
To do her random will. 

They will be flying still 

Till the snow hides them. 


The World Tomorrow GrorcE DILLON 
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CITY OF WIND 


You ask, ‘Who is it you kiss when you kiss that way!” 

You ask, “Where have your lips flown now?” And I, dis- 
sembling, 

Protest. And what would you say if I should say, 

“To a city of wind, a city of towers trembling?” 


I thought I should tell how I wooed you for her sake 
Since she would not listen, but how could you understand— 
You to whom love is a voice, a footstep, a hand— 

What do you know of love that is only an ache? 


What do you know of love that is only a want 

At night in the wind, when even the buildings blow 
And cry in their joists, and people are blown aslant 
With fences and trees and the dumb drift of snow? 


How can you understand that whatever I thirst for 

It is nothing but shadows I am seeking, 

Remembering a city at dusk and the wind speaking, 
Remembering it was a dream that I longed first for? 


And would you believe it is to a city of wind blowing 
My heart must go home at last, a lover and child, 

To lose its pain in her heart wholly, knowing 

It is a heart of wind, hollow and wild? 


The World Tomorrow GrorcEe Ditton 


BOON 


An old old woman is living slowly, slowly, 
Breath after difficult breath; 

I watch, and life seems a little thing, too lowly 
To win the favor of death. 


Death is too mighty, too proud—he has suns to darken, 
How should death pause to still 
An old old woman’s tired heart? 
—Yet hearken! 
His step is on the sill... . 


The Yale Review Ler Wirson Dopp 
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PUBLICITY 


(An Epistle to Alexander Pope, Esq., on Rereading His Satires 
and Moral Essays) 


Awake, my Alexander! where you lie 

Snug in Elysium; put your poppies by; 

Shake off Eternity’s soft indolence, 

But O! inspire me with your infinite sense. 

The times are out of joint, they always are; 
Rages, as in your day it raged, the Star: 

Named of the Dog, it maddens! past a doubt 
Hell’s Psychiatric Clinic is let out. 

Our Wits now swarm from Bedlam, and our Wise 
Stare on each other with a wild surmise, 

While furious Propaganda, with her brand, 

Fires the dry prairies of our wide Waste Land; 
Making the Earth, Man’s temporal station, be 

One stinking altar to Publicity. 

Touts from the house-tops baw] their wares abroad, 
From Sex to Service, Cigarettes to God; 

These bang the drum and those the cymbals clash 
For Righteousness and Comfort, Christ and Cash; 
While, crowding through dull booths for trade designed, 
All dead to Shame, and moribund to Mind, 


Science and Art turn mountebanks and shriek 
“This way for Beauty! Truth is cheap this week!? 


What ails the world, my Alexander, say! 
Slumber no more in listless holiday. 
' Fly to one poet’s aid whose stammering pen 
Would emulate your poise and point again. 
Mark our pert manners, morals, and one loss 
That dulls the sun and dwindles gold to dross, 
Our lack of civilized humility: 
For, sure, God laughs when fishes scorn the Sea. 
Yet Man, mad Reasoner, reasons Mind to nought, 
And, curs’d with wordy arrogance of thought, 
O’erlooks a small, still flame within his breast 
Whose wordless beauty makes God manifest. 
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Quick, then! your rapier-quill, your fencer’s wrist, 
Your magic ink, vitriol and amethyst! 

And lend me, last, one-tenth your art to mend 

My cloudy verse, clear guide, philosopher, and friend. 


Small was your close-till’d garden, ’twas “the Town,” 
Where mind touched mind, and who was up, who down, 
Known unto each, made London a neat page, 

Clear printed, legible: from Court to Stage, 

From Wills to Whitehall, from the Change to Kew, 
Nothing was won or wasted but all knew. 

Thus, in reducing mirror, you could scan 

What seemed a Universe of simplest plan, 

And vindicate the ways of God to Man. 

But now our Town’s the Planet; there’s no place 
Left to epitomize the human race. 

London’s a chaos and New York a swirl: 

Who gibes at Crooked as you gibed at Curl, 

Certain that all who read the name must smile 

With swift acceptance of his craft, your guile? 
Where none is ever silent, no one’s heard; 

Where most are frantic, all appear absurd. 

Itching Publicity defeats its aim, 

For who’s conspicuous where all scratch the same? 
Thus Peacock, Rat, and Rabbit, Fox and Ass 

Wail “Look ar Me!” and vanish in the mass. 


We have lost much for satire that you knew, 
Kings, courtiers, fatuous patrons, and their crew; 
The little gilded circles of the Great, 

Born into power and eminent by Fate. 

A capful of aristocrats in lace 

No longer hide the keys of Fame and Place: 
Now, faith! we are ruled by men who feign to be 
The loyal lackeys of Democracy; 

Who execute the Will of All (they say), 

But mulct and manage us the same old way. 
For cold and avaricious men are still 

The People’s masters, and we do their will: 
While, oft, th’ elected Figureheads of State 
Serve but as clowns and mummers till, too Yate, 
Turning our eyes a moment from the Show, 
We see our wallets and our watches go 
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(Whither no watch or wallet e’er returns) 

Into some Bandit-Banker’s smoking urns. 

There, mixed with Oil and Brass, our scrapings fall 
Into a magic Fund, named Capital, 

Controlled by Few, and those not always known, 
The Master-Guardians of Lord Mammon’s Throne. 


Not, mark you, that I deem our fate unjust, 
For Indolence is lawful prey to Lust. 

Only through lust of power our Masters dree 
The pains, to win the prize, of mastery. 

Sad prize, methinks! nor worth the nauseous fight. 
And yet you sang, WuaTeveR ls, Is Ricut: 
Provoking thus, no doubt, the Cynic’s song 
(Wuatever Is, or Is To Br, Is Wronc) 
Drowning my milder music, who would go 

Only so far, WHATEVER Is, Is So. 


Meanwhile this Planet-Town raves on, uncheck’d, 
And who’s to be th’ Angelic Architect 

Shall mould its chaos to a firm design 

And crown the Future with his living line, 

You who are nearer to the Source may guess; 
But I’m nor Pope nor Prophet, I confess. 

I can but note the surface of the Play: 

What Armies enter, and what march away; 

What Rascals triumph and what Heroes fall; 
What gods they worship, or no God at all. 

Lo, by yon Altar, crawling crowds who press 
Forward to kiss the heelmarks of Success; 
Yonder, uncounted forms, each with his Glass, 

_ Kneel to transformed reflections, Ass by Ass. 
Or those, or these, do I the more applaud 

For modern Piety, who drool and nod 

To Self or to Success, our Male and Female God? 


Peace to all such! But others I would slay 

To make an Alexandrian holiday. 

Our brethren of the Cloth, who dare not look 

Beyond the covers of one ancient Book, 

Lest Hebrew folklore, jeopardized thereby, 

Meet with an obvious fact or two, and die. 
105 


Our younger brethren of the Cloth, who use 

An outworn jargon when they face their pews, 
Which, elsewhere, their superior smiles reject; 
Bold, when abroad; in Church, more circumspect ; 
Demi-Tartuffes, who reinterpret all 

Their sacred rites; conduct a funeral, 

Baptize, or give Communion, with immense 

(But private) doses of Pickwickian sense. 

Consider Guff, Jehovah’s base buffoon: 

Brave Fundamentalist! From moon to moon 

He bays of Sin, Damnation, and the Pit, 
Spicing his Shaman howls with infra-Shavian wit; 
Then agitates for Laws, and ever More, 

To banish Freedom and make Love a whore; 
Whilst Fluff, comedian of a subtler stripe, 
Whispers that Fundamentalism’s tripe; 

Then, beaming through the lilies, Easter Day, 
Chants, “Our Redeemer liveth! Let us pray.” 
Yet on one dogma Guff and Fluff agree, 
Intemperate zealots for Publicity; 

Both count that Sabbath lost whose setting sun 
Sees no Front-Page Campaign for Fluff and Guff begun. 


Nor Scholarship, nor Science, may I spare. 

Time was, the dedicated Scholar’s care 

Was to be faultless in his sensitive task; 

Nor Fame did he pursue, nor Comfort ask; 

Truth’s anchorite, too proud to imitate 

The herd ambitions of the Rich, the Great, 

He wrought as Milton or Erasmus wrought, 

Fix’d on the transcendental goals of thought; 

Only content his arduous skill to ply 

As ever in his great Task-Master’s eye. 

And what though any schoolboy now may smile 

At proven Error lodged in Milton’s style, 

Or mock th’ Erasmian cosmogony! 

Not Fact, but Self-perfection is life’s key, 

Stamped, filed, and polished by the patient Soul 
To open Wisdom’s door and then control. 

’Tis through self-mastery the tolerant Wise 

(How obvious is God’s truth, which fools despise! ) 
Act well their chosen part—“there all the honor lies.” 
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There all the honor lies, but not th’ acclaim 

Of ignorant multitudes, which men call Fame. 
There all the honor lies, but profits lurk 

Rather in self-laudation than good work. 

The Scholar, now, the Scientist, both vie 

With Sheiks and Vampires for the public eye, 
With Pugilists and Columnists, ’tis clear, 

For the monop’ly of the public ear. 

Once timid in dim corners, like the mouse, 
Professors now, like actors, “count the house,” 
“Take stage,” demand a “spot,” inspire a “clack,” 
And, to “get laughs,” will sit upon a tack, 

Or do a “prat fall” with the veriest clown 

To gain th’ attention of our Planet-~Town. 

For Dr. Blah a bold hypothesis 

Proclaimed abroad is Apotheosis; 

To startle, or to thrill, is all his care, 

Wherefore he keeps and grooms a nesting mare, 
Forth from whose addled eggs great Marvels, sure, 
Burst into Print! Hoop la! a Cancer Cure! 
Proves Ectoplasm an Etheric Wave! 

Finds a live Pterodactyl in a Cave! 
Communicates with Saturn! Changes Rat 

From Male to Female! Educates a Cat! 

Perfects Atomic Motor! Turns pure Silk 

To Radium! Conquers Death with Turtles’ Milk! 
Or, in another vein: Psychologist 

Says Paranoiacs never have been kiss’d! 

Or, W. n demonstrates that human thought is 
But a contraction of the Epiglottis! 

Or, Herr Direktor Lastigkeit is sure 

Sex-perverts only write good Literature! 

Such are the grave pronouncements of our Wise, 
And in such verbiage all their honor—/ies. 





Nor do our Literati lag behind 
In loud laryngeal fits of mindless Mind. 
Seizing on wind-pipe speculations, they 
Collect Thought’s tatters to trick out a play, 
To crazy-patch a novel, or rehearse 
Asylum-eccentricities in verse. 
Lo, the poor Indian, Gertrude Stein! whose brain 
Tangled in echolalia writhes in vain; 
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Joyce, in whose babble-jargoning is heard 

Old Night’s obscene and “uncreating word,” 

Almost persuading Sherwood Anderson 

Libido’s ultimate Freedom has begun! 

Libido, land-locked in her muddy scow, 

Sex at the helm and Mammon at the prow, 

Dull procuress to Dollars, bawd to Wit— 

(If this be treason, make—Freudians—the most of it!) 


Meanwhile, our Critics and our Highbrows vie 
In proving Life is worthless, Love a lie, 

All Aspiration a mechanic thrust 

Toward power, an eddy of the soulless dust; 
All Goodness but desire inhibited, 

And Death a meaningless satire on the dead. 
Man’s a contraption, they assert, who came 
To consciousness by accident, whose flame 

Is but a spark struck from the flinty breast 
Of Nature by the friction of unrest: 

A spark, ’tis true, that knows itself to be 

A spark—yet quails before mortality; 

A foolish spark, whose self-awareness gains 

It nothing but illusion, passing pains, 

More transient pleasures, throe or throb or trance, 
Amid th’ electrons unintentioned dance. 

Thus is the Mind by its own maggots soiled, 
Whose only virtue now’s to be “hard-boiled,” 
Tough-fibred, fatuous, cynically pert, 
Unwarm’d by sunshine, undismay’d by dirt, 
Stolid toward beauty and anesthetized 

To all that Socrates or Plato prized, 

To all Isaiah dreamed of, Jesus knew, 

To all th’ ineffable bloom of life, the dew 
Upon hope’s rose, the lustre, the pure gleam 
Of spirit caught from Spirit, streams from Stream. 


No, no, my Alexander, do not wake! 

Drowse on untroubled for Elysium’s sake! 

*Twould mar your rest, and others’ rest, to gain 

A bird’s eye prospect of our World’s sick brain. 

Nay, do not cloud one dream of Lamb’s, nor fret Montaigne! 
Let not our aberrations jog Voltaire, 

Or rouse deep Rabelais from his easy chair; 
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Shock from long slumber Lucian, or perchance 
Spoil the first naps of Butler or of France: 

All mockers of false gods, who loved the True, 
As all who labor for perfection do: 

Yea, mocking, they revered the mystery 

Of Mind, its ardor and integrity, 

Its fine discriminations and far sweep, 

As Atom thrills to Atom, Deep to Deep. 


The Saturday Review of Literature Lee Wirson Dopp 


SERENDIP AND TAPROBANE 


Serendip and T'aprobane— 

Words as argent-chimed as rain, 
Words like little golden beads, 
Apple and pomegranate seeds, 
Strung upon a silver thread, 

Little drops of lacquer-red, 
Tintinnabular and sweet. 

Little words with crystal feet 
Running lightly through my mind. 
If my lazy wit could find 
Gilded phrases to express 

Their perfected loveliness, 

I would make a cage of words 
Where, like bright heraldic birds, 
They should strut and flaunt and preen, 
Scarlet, silver, gold and green, 
Elegantly strange and vain— 
Serendip and Taprobane. 


Harper's Magazine Anne Atwoop DopcE 


BLIND BOY READING 


With lifted head and far, unshifting gaze, 

He quickens as his facile fingers trace 

Lafcadio Hearn up tortuous mountain trails 
To sunstained snow. His fluttering hand unveils 
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From mist a valley, and his pulses leap 

Not less than hers who, hours, between a sleep 
And her due task, the pile of pages Brailled 
That some might see whose lesser sight had failed. 
Beside his chair his stick, discarded, lies. 

Slow, from our sky, the twilight tinting dies. 
Though, to our vision, limited by light, 

Comes, unequivocally, obscure night— 

Though our small measurable day is gone— 

His fervent fingers watch the flow of dawn. 


The Midland, A Magazine of the Middle West 
SipnEY Drake 


BIRDS IN THE WIND 


Under wide driven wings of cloud, and under 
The unseen heavy-beating wings of thunder 
Are wings of birds, : 
Now tossed like blowing leaves on a windy plain, 
Now held suspended a moment, immobile; again 
Like a rush of words 
From a throat constricted no longer, like arrows flashing 
Under the spears of lightning falling and crashing 
On clouded shields. . . . 
I watch them go, and would not keep them from going— 
At last alone with the sound of a great wind blowing 
Over the fields. 


I have known wings in a cage, I have seen them beating 

At things more cruel than wind with distance meeting 
Along the sky. 

I have known wings that were brooding, aching, under 

A still dark thing that shook them more than thunder— 
No more to fly. 

And the thing we would keep is not the same in its prison 

As when we saw the flash of its wings, arisen. . . 
Its nearness yields 

More emptiness than is left by the wild wings going— 

Though I stand alone with the sound of a great wind blowing 
Over the fields. 


Poetry, A Magazine of Verse Guienn Warp Drespacu 
IIO 


A STAG COMES TO DRINK 


A stag comes to drink at a spring that is flowing 
Its silver to pools of the grasses blowing 
In shadows of trees, 
And he comes like a beautiful shadow emerging 
From patterns of shadow, and morning is surging 
About him. He sees 
No shape he fears; no scent of danger 
Warns him of enemy or stranger 
Within these bounds 
Of mountains topped with wind-blown embers, 
But still he comes as if he remembers 
The rush of hounds 
And blast of the horn, or red flame darting 
From leveled steel, or dark boughs parting 
Before the leap 
Of mountain lions, or wolf-shapes trailing 
His brambled course, or lynxes wailing 
Through troubled sleep. 
From far I watch him drink—he passes, 
Again a shadow in rippled grasses, 
And glides away. 
I cannot change his need, so never 
Wish change in him. May he be forever 
Elusive prey! 


The Commonweal GLENN Warp DreEsBACH 


MOUNTAIN WATER 


Mountain water is never still 
With the stillness of other waters 
That have not known the lunge 
Of the beautiful wild things 
Pressed hard by the fanged walls 
Of gorges, nor taken the plunge, 
With myriad silver-misted wings, 
In waterfalls. 


Even in moonlight its stillness 
Is that of hammered silver. 
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The hammer, from forges that blasted 

The pinnacles, tipped them with fires, 

Has fallen here, and it rings 

In rhythm that has outlasted 

The wistful measures of ages’ desires 
And restless wings. 


And even where waters widen, 

The memory of those dark gorges 

Through which they passed, with the throb 

Of the infinite Heart, drives on. 

And waters seem to be 

A laughter . . . yes, and a sob 

Of eagerness, till their spear of dawn 
Jewels the sea. 


Poetry, A Magazine of Verse Guienn Warp DresBAcH 


DRIFTED LANE 


After the last bright wings had lifted, 
After the cobwebs sagged in rain, 

Whispers of flame ran there, and drifted 
Colors of leaves were down the lane. 


Only an old house came from hiding, 
Peering down with its windows blurred, 

Hearing once more a ghostly riding 
Under the bare boughs winds had stirred. 


Faded soon was the glow, and frosted 
Patterns covered the vanquished flame . 

Only the passing wind accosted 
Something waiting where no one came. 


Trackless now is the deep snow, drifting, 
Filling the lane, to a snow-sealed door .. . 

Never the sound of cold hands lifting 
The latch any more! 


The Commonweal GuLenN Warp Drespacu 
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CORN SHOCKS IN MOONLIGHT 


Is this the intimation that I heard, 

When gold-green blades against the dusk were stirred? 
Like wigwams of a changed and conquered race, 
The corn shocks in the moonlight are a trace 

Of new departure; broken blades reply 

To winds with half-heard rustles like a sigh. 

The soil has given—and the reaper takes. 

The marching rows that knew how morning wakes 
From deep, spiced beds of summer, fell upon 
Late autumn’s bed of husks one weary dawn, 

To rest from burdens of the hoarded gold— 
To rise and feel the binder’s corded hold 

Upon them, in a pattern quickly changed, 

While hush and haze fell on the field they ranged. 
And yet it was for this they grew, for this 

The reach of roots that did not find amiss 

The captured rain, the stalks that hardened through 
To bear the burdens of the gold they grew 

In husks that guarded—and need guard no more. 
Is this the intimation heard before 

The waving tassels learned their destiny, 

And little blades seemed cautioned not to see 

A season’s conquest less than season-won 

Because they lifted and had felt the sun? 
No—but the golden ears, the ripened gold! 

A world that hungers, reaching out to hold! 


The Commonweal GiEenn Warp DreEsBAcH 


HERE LIE 


Here lie 

Her beauty and her pride, 
And all the secret thoughts 
She kept inside 

Her long white body 

Until she died. 


What no one ever knew 


Will crumble with her dust, 
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What she thought of us 
Whom she did not trust. 
We will leave it there, 
Because we must. 


But though she is dead, 
We who knew her will 
Remember her high head. 
Pride is hard to kill. 

It is, you see, as though 
She ignored us still. 


Poetry, A Magazine of Verse Louise DriscoLi 


INTRUSION 


I left my pots and kettles, 
My needles and my pins, 
I ran across the pastures 
To where the road begins; 
A wood road, crooked, 
A narrow road and rough, 
A road the forest will take back, 
Give it time enough. 


I had to climb the pasture bars 
And cross a little stream 

Where stones are edged with water cress 
And silver minnows gleam 

Perfect as leviathan, 
Needle long and slender, 

And Oh, the brown water was cool, 
The water cress was tender! 


I went on, nibbling water cress, 
And in a nook the ferns hid 

I parted drooping fronds and there 
I found a showy orchid. 

Dark pine trees met overhead, 
I heard a chipmunk scolding, 

A young birch stood proud and still, 
Its first nest holding. 
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I stood beside a bubbling spring 
With wet moss all round it, 
And in the moss footprints that showed 
A red fox had found it. 
I saw a foolish spider there 
Spinning very carefully 
Across a hole a woodpecker 
Had drilled in a wild apple tree. 


Here was a world of life and death, 
Of love and grief and danger; 

A world of nest and cave and web, 
And I, a forest stranger, 

Was watched by many curious eyes, 
Glad to see me going 

Back again to town and men 
And ways beyond their knowing. 


No living thing asked me to stay 
As I turned back toward home again. 
To spider, owl and thirsty fox 
I am forever alien. 
Yet I go back to look for them, 
The little wood road haunts me. 
I climb the bars and cross the stream 
And go where no one wants me! 


The World Tomorrow LoutsE DriscoLL 


SCHOPENHAUER 


The wheel turns, turns the wheel, the wheel turns. 
Ceaseless, ceaseless, ceaseless, turns the wheel. 
The flame burns, burns the flame, the flame burns— 
Always, always, always, blue as steel. 


There is no end, there is no hope, no hope. 

Desire breeds new desire, there is no end. 

The waves break, yearn, break, yearn. They grope and grope. 
They settle back. They yearn again. They spend. 
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The inner eternal will is senseless will, 

The impelling force behind the wheel is blind. 
All life spins, whizzes, veers, revolves unstill. 
Freedom is but a figment of the mind. 


Say No to life, say No, say No to life. 

A momentary respite from the wheel 

Is all that comes. Then strife continues—strife 
That’s witless, long, indifferent, and real. 


Poetry, A Magazine of Verse RicHarp EBERHART 


EMPTY HOUSE 


Never again can this house be 

Home or love or dreams to me, 

Never again . . . that has been all these 
Comfort, too, and joy, heart’s ease. 


Empty house that was so much, 
Gave me back for the faintest touch 
Youth and the things I wanted most. 
Empty house with its silent ghost: 


Never again my resting place; 
Always I would miss your face; 
See you come to open a door 
You, who in flesh will never more 


Greet me tired, or greet me gay, 

Tell me the joys and griefs of your day; 
Oh that this house should still be here 

And you gone from it . . . who made it dear! 


Good Counsel GerorGE ELLIsToNn 


ANSWER AND THE CALL 


I will be companion 
To a brook today, 
Through a lazy valley 
We will take our way. 
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I will take my shoes off 
Let my hair go free 
Hang my irksome clothes 
On a gracious tree. 


Clouds I will forget 
Rocks beneath my skin 
Leaves that oh so often 
Body’s reveled in. 


Nothing shall there be 
In this world at all— 
But the two of us, 
Answer and the Call. 


The Gypsy Gerorce ELuisron 


GUESS 


Little leaves that dance so softly, 
Dance so gaily, dance so lightly, 
In the sun and in the moon 
Move so tenderly and whitely: 


Do you quiver to a music 
Ever singing, ever sighing 
To a measure I can never 


Hear in living, heed in dying? 


Where is it, this fairy beauty, 
What is it, this gentle strain, 
Waking you fantastically 

To old whispering in new rainf 


There must be a singing somewhere, 
Unheard orchestras in tune, 

Else you would not sway and tremble 
In the sun and in the moon. 


The Commonweal GErorGE ELLISTON 


2g) 


LOST TALISMAN 


You cannot touch my heart 
Who never had the key 
The door is tight and all 
Your wishing lost to me. 


You cannot touch my body, 

You are as far away 

As suns that for strange planets 
Make stranger night and day. 


You sit upon the steps 
Outside the sacred place 
Nor all my will can bring 
You in, nor all my grace. 


And I could die of wanting 
And you could die of grief 
Yet death be only serving 

To make our sorrow brief. 


The Oracle GerorcE ELuiston 


JASPER 


Jasper stands in the doorway, 
Gazing across the fields 

In the frosty hush a late 
November twilight yields. 


Beyond the lean line of poplars, 
Each like a lifted saber, 

Squats the gray stone house 

Of Mark, his neighbor. 


The windows are black tonight 

And closed are the doors. 

Jasper shrugs his high shoulders: 
“Mark is slow with his chores . . .” 
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(Mark, of the rich river-farm 

Who won what he wanted from life— 
A bold tongue and a pleasant path 
And his neighbor’s wife.) 


The years are long to Jasper 

Sirtce first he peered through the dark 
And whispered: “Now she’s lighting 
The lamp for Mark.” 


He scowls as he shuts the door— 
The wind has a creepy sound. 
By morning snow will lie deep 


On the hillside burying-ground. 


He takes from the cupboard a thick 
White cup and a plate, 

And he broods as he cuts the bread 
With a knife as sharp as hate: 


“It’s bleak up there in the timber; 
Wolves will follow the storm. 

She feared the cold—but the snow 
Will keep her warm.” 


He puts on the coffee to boil 

And pokes the fire to a blaze: 

“Do the dead feel homesick, I wonder, 
The first few days?” 


His quick glance lifts to the window, 
And his eyes are stony and bright 
As he mutters: “Mark will be lighting 
His lamp himself tonight. . . .” 


Poetry, A Magazine of Verse Mary J. ELMENDORF 


BEAUTY’S THE THING 


Beauty’s the thing that counts 
In women; red lips 
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And black eyes are better than brains 
Or a tongue that’s quick with quips. 


I couldn’t have loved him more 
Had I been comelier; 

But he might have looked at me 
As he looked at her. 


Ten years I waited. Older 

By twenty I grew. 

When David’s money was gone, 
She went too. 


Abashed and broken, back 
To our home he came. 
The door was unlatched. J still 


Bore his name. 


He was happier then, he said, 
Than he had any right to be, 
Learning new values in life. 
His smile was heaven to me. 


But beauty’s the thing that counts 
In women, like speed in ships. 
David died in my arms 

With her name on his lips. 


Poetry, A Magazine of Verse Mary J. ELMENDORF 


GRANDFATHER 


O Poddy, of the piercing sapphire eyes 

Under snow-stormy brows, the straight thin nose, 
The sharp mustache, blue-white, worn Kaiser-wise, 
The gorgeous swearing—all the thundering pose 
That fooled your tall sons never once fooled me. 
Your lamp burned steadily those old nights through, 
Lest chased by my dread Chinaman I’d flee 

Down the dark hall to creep in bed with you. 
You’re probably the Golden Strects’ best sight: 
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Swinging your long blue cape and looking vain! 
Is Heaven’s coffee hot? The spoon-bread light? 
Do angels fly fast when you pound your cane? 
And have you found a small red-headed lass 
To feed the sugar from your toddy glass? 


Harper's Magazine JacquELinE EmMBRyY 


A LOST LADY FOR LUCIFER 


Her left hand is a lily, 
Madonna or a maid; 

Her right hand—willy-nilly— 
A gypsy and a jade. 


Her left eye’s green and glancing. 
Her right eye’s brown and cow. 

Her hair is flaming, prancing, 
Above the white pure brow. 


Her left ear hears strange symphonies. 
Her right ear hears jew’s harps. 
The mouth is Milly Theale’s. 
The tongue is Becky Sharp’s. 


Unholy little packet 
Of vain saint and sad flirt, 
Wearing a scarlet jacket 
Over a hair shirt. 


Always she’s sought a shoulder 
For her whirring head. 
Before she is much older, 


She hopes she will be dead. 


And on her way to Hades 
In a narrow box. 

The Devil knows his ladies 
And likes a paradox. 


The New Yorker JacquetinE Empry 
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ON REREADING EVEN AN OUTLINE OF ENGLISH 
POETRY 


This age of little poems wearies me— 

This age of prattling small monotony. 

The light that Chaucer lit down where the long 
Wide road began still chuckles hale and strong; 
The flames of Spenser, Shakespeare, Milton, Gray, 
Still light the old undimmed poetic way; 

The torches lit by Wordsworth, Shelley, Keats, 
Still flare upon the more uneven streets; 

But O the weariness of our long nights 
Disturbed by pretty crackers shot for sights— 
All the zig-zagging greens and amethysts, 

The reds and ambers hissing in the mists. . . . 
Darkness serene were better than these arcs 

Of color-flaming punctuation marks... . 


The Step Ladder N. Brytiion Facin 


ALL YEARS ARE ODD AS 1849 


Is there a silver cup, John Sutter, 
You can fill with wrestlers, waves and ghosts, 
And sounds that are a nation 


And a dying for it? 


My cup is gold and California, 

The movers come with banjos on their knees, 
My acres are a golden stream, 

America is at my feet 

Panning John Sutter's gold, 

So what of a silver cup? 


All years are odd as this one is, John Sutter, 
Chopin is dead today 
And Hokusai is dead... 


Acres of oxen are the California road, 

The wagons move, the cedar buckets drip 

On fennel and on jimson weed, John Sutter; 
Old men and children are the California road; 
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But there is sea at either end, John Sutter: 
Behind the Atlantic Chopin lies as still 

As Hokusai, a dead thing in Japan, 

And there is world and clipper ships between. 


How did it feel, John Sutter, sitting in 

A laurel chair last January when 

The others crouched on bullock skulls, to hear 
Them say that gold was in the world? 

In your tail-race? 

Looking dull like spruce gum chewed in school? 
How did they heft, the two bowls balanced on 
That stick of redwood? 

Gold, John Sutter, yours. 


John Sutter, California, is a golden bowl, 

But Chopin was the little silver cup 

He carried nineteen years with Poland in it, 

Earth from the homeland weaving sound forever; 
Now he is dead: out of the silver cup 

They spill his earth upon the earth of him 

And sounds that are a nation 

And a dying for it. 


Chopin is dead today, John Sutter; 

Is there a silver cup America 

Can hammer out of California gold? 

And Hokusai is dead today, John Sutter, 

Who filled the world with wrestlers, waves and ghosts ; 
Can California shape a golden ghost? 


When he was young, John Sutter, Hokusai 
With a cask of ink and many brooms for brushes 
Painted the Dharma bigger than a farm, 
Painted two sparrows on a grain of corn. 
That was the banjo-thumping in him, John, 
Selling to men a thing he had not found. 
When he was old, John Sutter, Hokusai 
Lifted an old man’s prayer unto the sea 
That he who made the Dharma like a farm 
Might fix life in a single point of light 
And lose the brush that made it. 
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He is dead, 
Behind the ocean Hokusai is dead. 
All years are odd as this one is, John Sutter, 
When will America, dipping your golden brush, 
Fix life into a single point of light 
And pray an old man’s prayer unto the sea? 


Stand in your golden agony, John Sutter, 
Hark to the moping oxen, acres wide. 
Hark to the axles, creaking thimble-skeins, 
Taste the hot tar, smell the green water 
Tipping from dusty cedar buckets, John. 
Behind a sea a silver cup is spilled, 


Behind a sea a point of light is dead... 


You shall see wrestlers, waves and ghosts, 
You shall see silver cups, John, spilling over. 
Hold high your golden bowl. 

America shall dip 

The golden sands of California 

With cradles, John, with cradles, coffins, pans. 
All years are odd as this one is, John Sutter 
You are America, John Sutter, 

Stand in your golden agony, they come! 


The American Mercury Tuomas Hornspy FERrRIL 


JOHN COLTER 


John Colter, have you seen how laurel bark 
Shrinks from the burning kisses of Apollo? 
Daphne who ran from love became the laurel; 
The flight of Syrinx is the marshes blowing 
Music on the waters of Ladon. 


But you, John, fled the Blackfeet 
On the Jefferson Fork 

Where the male gray wolf 

And the male blue crane 

And the red-necked buzzard are. 
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In the clubbing of the Blackfeet 

You are the dim bull swaying, 

The blood beads of his nostrils, 

You are the prairie moaning, 

You are the throat of a snowy horse 
Crying for bark of the cottonwood, 

You are a luster ebbing from the beaver, 
The soggy beaver, diving, diving, 
Gnawing his body and diving. 


You are the blood of running, 
You are the myth of swimming. 


Books: N. Y. Herald-Tribune Tuomas Hornsspy FERRIL 


OCEAN 


Then laying seven pencils parallel 
Beside her notebook in the desk, she slipped 
Into the noon; twelve brazen hours fell 
From a successful tower on the tight-lipped 
Thing of the earth who walked until she dipped 
One slipper and the other in the sea 
At evening. 

“OQ great Ocean, I have kept 
Silk on my thighs and ribbon on my knee 
And moved through afternoon as quietly 
As any cloudy bird and I am here 
To meet no lover. 

“Ocean, I was free 
to come. 

“Ocean, I am afraid of fear 
And came here unafraid. Why must there be 
A girl who comes at evening to the seat”? 


The Nation Tuomas Hornsspy FERRIL 


PRAYER 


Lord—great Leviathan— 
Whale of the infinite 
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Ocean—have mercy on 
My minnow and me. 


Thy noble maw, Lord, 
Gapes always ravenous 
For the small fishes— 
My minnow and me. 


Churning the universe 
With thy great foam-flakes, 
Why shouldst thou harry 


My minnow and me? 


Swim on in glory, Lord. 
But when thou turnest, 
Thou yet shalt choke on 
My minnow and me. 


The Saturday Review of Literature ArtHurR Davison Ficke 


QUAKER PAGAN 


Quintessence of quietness, 

Gesture of trees 

Or grasses 

Bending in the breeze; 

His rafters yellow-hammers choose, 
Near him to rear the helpless brood; 
First-urged willows use 

His garden. When he walks the wood, 
No trill abruptly falls to hush, 

No sudden whir of wingéd dread; 
Nor run the timid crests to brush, 
Warned by the cock-quail overhead. 
No frightened furry feet are seen 
Scurrying to secret green. 


His pagan spices purify 

A puritan-polluted land; 

A step, a snapped twig near at hand— 
Never a girl need snatch her dress 
Fearing dripping loveliness 

Be withered by the evil eye. 
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Only forbidding is forbidden. 
Only ugliness is hidden. 


The Nation Sara Barp FIELD 


TO AN ASTROLOGER 


Why do you want to read my horoscope? 
What can you tell about my stars that since 
Last year I do not know? Can you convince 

A skeptic, with a formal envelope 

Of tales of spheres, and planets, and the hope 
Of dashing, sweeping comets? I evince 
A passion for a Halley’s tail . but wince 

To think how you might use your leone 


When was I born? Perhaps a winter’s night! 
Or a cold autumn morning long ago! . . 
If I said, ‘Friday,’ what would you reply 
I must not jest you say, and you are right. 
Well, not the date . . . This much then you may know, 
My star is Alpha in a Southern sky. 


Voices Lorraine Nori Finuey 


ANTELOPE PEOPLE 
Slim Scott 


He always looked at men as if he feared 
A blow would fell the earth from under him; 
He stared askance at things above the rim 
Of his distrust, and after having peered 
And seen no danger threatening he leered. 
His furtive shadow in the interim 
Between misshapen deeds was dark and slim 
And grew and darkened as he disappeared. 


And even yet his leering shadow stands 
In memories of those who saw him die: 
His sleuthing leanness and his hungry hands, 
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His sunken eyes that hollowed out their why; 
And on the hills of Antelope there stalks 
A phantom when the sky is full of hawks. 


Susan Hemp 


Her conscience was a cauldron of distrust 
In which she burned her scruples till their red 
Devouring shame had triumphed, and love was dead, 
And all the hunger of her soul was dust. 
With attitudes of scorn she would adjust 
Her days to pallid virtues and a bed 
Of ruins; and when longings rioted, 
To little pious orgies of disgust. 


Today she lives alone. Nobody knows 
Of what her mind is thinking any more. 
When winter comes, she wanders forth at night, 
A solitary black in fields of white; 
When April burgeons all the hills, she goes 
Into her dark house and she locks the door. 


Konrad Myrdton 


Life’s mean concessions to hypocrisy 
He could not understand: he never knew 
That virtue is a specter stalking through 
The aimless whirlwinds of futility. 
He. strove too long and much too earnestly 
To see God’s glorious pageant in review, 
And saw, beyond the Devil’s retinue, 
Blind attitudes in hope’s Gethsemane. 


Then locked his heart, and built a shrine within 
The temple of his soul, as in a tomb, 
And shut out the virility of sin; 
And at the shrine there knelt, obscured by gloom, 
His life like some wan suppliant, strangely lit 
By what his former view had seen of it. 


Voices Varois FIsHER 
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SWIFT 


(To the obtuse critics who write of him) 


You hate him, for he took your sorry scheme 
Of virtue by the throat and made it spit 

Its ugly vomit; you hate his infinite 

Of scorn for pious orgies that redeem 

The pornographic texture of your dream; 
You hate him for his rapiers of wit 

That stab your pompous strut and show in it 
Your clownish attitudes of self-esteem. 


Call him what dirty names you will, and say 
His mind for filth has had no parallel; 

But all your fury cannot quite disguise 

The fear that you were seen by searching eyes: 
As if the shutters had been raised in hell 

And one looked in and laughed and went away. 


Voices Varovis FISHER 


THE UPPER MOWING 


I know a meadow pitched beneath the sky 
As bosom to the shouldering crags that lie 
Grey-sharp on blue; where all the winds ride high. 


Deep sunk in grass, the sun beats with the heart, 
Releases it and lulls it to be part 
In the earth-beat, as where first pulses start. 


Long hills flow downward to the river’s blare. 
Its thin far noise comes dim along the air 


And valley-thoughts are dulled in rising there— 


There, where I’m bounded only by the grass, 
Four fitted corners; and the clouds that pass; 
Where what I am refuses what I was. 


Heven Hartness FLANDERS 
The Saturday Review of Literature 
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THE RAIN 


The rain upon the earth falls down 
Long and naked, straight and wan; 
Still and white along the hill, 
Bending to her miracle, 

Slow and silver in the grass— 
Lover, maid and sorceress. 

She lays a yellow jasmine blossom 
In the centre of her bosom, 

Leaps and flutters like a moth 
When the wind is from the south, 
Bows and murmurs like a fountain 
When the wind is from the mountain. 
Have me now—oh, take me, love! 
She sighs along the orange grove. 
To every flower, even the least, 
Sister, take me on your breast! 

To every vine and every tree, 
Leafy fellow, pity me! 

I am the daughter of the storm— 
Let me sleep upon your arm. 

I am come from paradise— 

Let me rest upon your thighs. 

I am young, but I am weary, 

My time is come to perish, nearly. 
Love me, have me, for the dust 
Takes me unto him at last. 

Take me, have me, ere the wind 
Drives me to horizon end. 

I am the rain, I am the rain— 
Take me to your arms again! 


Pale and naked, straight and wan, 
She is falling to the ground. 
Tree nor vine can lift her up, 
She is falling, she will slip. 
Lilac’s love nor rose’s shoulder 
Can detain her or can hold her. 
With a long sigh in the mist 

She is falling, she is lost. 
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Sob and whisper, cry in vain— 
I am the rain, I am the rain! 


Poetry, A Magazine of Verse HILDEGARDE FLANNER 


BURIAL OF THE MOCKING-BIRD 


Underneath pomegranate bush 
(This way sob and this way hush) 
Lay him in his little feathers 
Where the coral foliage gathers. 
Here the lilies of December 

Light his slumber with small amber 
Lanterns lifted at his head. 

Oh, lament the song he had! 
Mute he lies, once musical. 

Who saw falter, or saw fall? 

Airy feet are now detained 

Far from moonlight and from wind. 
Flickering wings have gone the last 
Flight a wing goes. He is dust. 
Amen. Amen. How lost, how still is 
He among the winter-lilies. 


Poetry, A Magazine of Verse HILDEGARDE FLANNER 


MAGNOLIA 


Dusky and strong, 

You lift high your branches, 

Mighty magnolia; 

Starred in rayed clusters, 

Green, glossy, shining, 

With thousands of leaves; 

Sixty feet high 

From the base to the top, 

Green cone of glory: 

Waking in spring 

With the beautiful cream-white cups of your blossom, 
Charmed into opening 

By the mocking-bird’s mad bursts of song. 
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Gulfwards they know you, 

Where the chocolate-brown rivers boiling and fretting 

Sway silently southward 

Past the flat cotton-fields. 

De Soto stood under your branches, 

Whetting his sword; 

Marquette tied his boat where you stood overshadowing some 
bayou, 

Knelt there and prayed; 

LaSalle planted beside you the golden lilies of France, 

Proud and alone; 

You are the dream of a forgotten Empire, 

Louisiana and a lithe fiery quadroon singing. 

Leather-legged hunters stuck your leaves in their coonskin caps, 

Calico-clad settlers tied your blooms to the bonnets of their 
wagons. 


Dusky and strong, 

You lift high your branches, 

Mighty magnolia; 

Forgetting, not knowing 

How war raged once under your shade. 

Iron guns of Vicksburg 

Once boomed through your branches, 

Whistling and whirling 

Green leaves to the ground: 

You were the hope of the south, 

Here bugles blared, here flags were flung, here regiments 
raised a ragged cheer, 

Here too the site of many a shallow grave 

At which some blue-eyed farmer’s boy clutched at the bloody 
grass. 


You guarded too the stately house 

With its white fluted pillars; 

Smooth-ruffled silks within were spread beneath the lustres, 

Low bosoms gleamed, the fiddlers scraped like mad; 

The music shook you as you dreamed within the moonlight, 

Mad kisses and low murmurs thrilled your branches: 

Spurs clinked as voices from the verandah started Dixie, 

And long-curled gallants drank a toast to the new-born Stars 
and Bars. 


132 


Dusky and strong, 

Dusky, deep-green, 

Jade green and faint gold, 

You stand now apart. 

Apart from this age and its impotent clamor, 

Its ravening fury, its pillage of ultimate destruction; 

Apart from all things, dreaming only 

Of an empire lost and forgotten, 

Blown like the faint perfume from your chalices of snow, 

Spreading about your dark trunk and your deep heavy shade 
to draw me 

In the stifling slow midsummer days to the red-brown South- 
land still. 


The Virginia Quarterly Review Joun Goutp FLETCHER 


TRIUMPH 


Two enemies the kings of Egypt fought, 
Those they might conquer, him that should conquer them; 
Lords were the first, by spear and chariot taught 
To walk in chains and crouch and kiss a hem. 
The other enemy was a lonely name, 
An unseen hand, a slow devouring host, 
And him the Pharaoh met with rock-hewn fame, 
The permanence of gold shaped to a boast. 


Death was the fear that threatened from the cloud, 
Death was the hate that sent stone shafts on high, 
Set block on block, hammered the golden shroud, 
And fathered beauty that could never die. 
The kings of Egypt fought oblivion 
With hate and fear—and in death’s house—they won! 


Voices HortTENSE FLEXNER 


WIND SONG 


Blow wind, blow wind, blow from the hill; 
Young wind, strong wind, eager and shrill; 
Swift wind, keen wind, blow with a will; 
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Blow through the morning. 
And what if the clouds are blown away? 
They will float back some other day. 


Blow wind, blow wind, blow from the west; 
White wind, blue wind, with a gold crest; 
Dark wind, bright wind, blow without rest; 
Blow through the noontime. 
And what if the leaves are blown away? 
New ones will bud next month of May. 


Blow wind, blow wind, blow from the sun; 
Deep wind, soft wind, when day is done; 
Sing wind, sigh wind, dusk has begun; 
Blow through the evening. 
And what if the birds are blown away? 
They will fly back in spring, they say. 


Blow wind, blow wind, blow through the night; 


Moon-wind, star-wind, ebony-bright; 


Sleep-wind, dream-wind, blow with your might; 


Blow through my slumber. 
And what if my life were blown away? 
Would it fly back some month of May? 


The Gypsy Robert C, Francis 


A GOING 


She was very sure of this: 

The road she loved would never miss 
Her footsteps utter going 

And she knew her feet would tread 

The way of it, if she were dead, 
Without it even knowing. 


She would have no sign to give 
That it might know her fugitive 
And final in her coming; 

Beeches would not turn their look 
Of shadows down the road she took 
Beyond all jaunty humming. 


The Commonweal JosEPH FrantT-WatsH 
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THE UNKNOWN 


This man bears kindness in his eyes 
More than his tongue can say, 

And this man’s speech is calm and wise 
Like bells on holyday. 


There is a peace where this man goes 
In street, or field, or wood; 

Out of the depths of him it flows 
Wherever he has stood. 


But who, on what fierce day behind, 
Hurt him the way they did? 

He with the sword was kind, was kind— 
And why should his face be hid? 


The Commonweal JosepH Frant-Watsu 


SPRING 


Spring knocked thrice upon the door; 
I let her in with dawn— 

I thought it was September, 
But she told me winter’d gone: 


Time is not Time without you 
And breath is hardly breath, 

And crocuses are little ghosts, 
And nothing lives but death. 


The Outlook EvizaBetuH Ho.wuster Frosr 


TIME 


Round the picnic fire 

We warm our hands and glow, 
Watch the dancing faces, 

Tell the things we know— 
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In the fog beside us 

Time stalks by and muses; 
Putting in his pockets 

Those of us he chooses. 


The Outlook ELIzABETH HoLuisTER Frost 


BLOWN LEAVES 


It is winter in your tool-house, 
There is rust on the hammer, 
There are leaves in your chair. 
Mice are busy with the riding boots. 
Down on Penn Street Mrs. Mulcahy 
Has made breeches out of your golf things— 
Breeches for Mike and Handy 
To cry in on the corners: 
“Extra! Extra! 

All about the Big Fight! 

All about the Suicide! 

All about the Robbery!” 
Are you glad sometimes, 
Are you glad ever 
It is winter in your tool-house, 
There is rust now on the hammer, 
Only leaves left, 
Only blown leaves, 
In your chair? 


T he Outlook ExizaBETH Ho.uisTER Frost 


TRYST 


I look down 

The flowers’ throats, 
Peer into 

The roadside moats, 
Eye the spot 

The lightning’s riven, 
Look beneath 


Fach stone for heaven: 
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The Dial 


For every parcel I stoop down to seize 


Then the reeds 
Begin to flutter, 
All the ponds 
Grow bright and utter 
Ripples, and 
The quicksands shake 
Underneath the 
Quivering brake. 


Suddenly 

Across the moors 
Every patch 

Of pine has doors— 
Lichened boughs 

Make lintels through 
Which I flit— 

And dusk shuts to. 


ExizaBetH HouuisTer Frost 


THE ARMFUL 


I lose some other off my arms and knees. 
And the whole pile is slipping, bottles, buns, 
Extremes too hard to comprehend at once. 
Yet nothing one would like to leave behind. 
With all I have to hold with, hand and mind 
And heart, if need be, I will do my best 

To keep their building balanced at my breast. 
I crouch down to prevent them as they fall; 
Then sit down in the middle of them all. 

I had to drop the armful in the road 


And try to stack them in a better load. 


The Nation 


BLOOD 


Rosert Frost 


Blood has been harder to dam back than water. 
Just when we think we have it impounded safe 
Behind new barrier walls—and let it chafe!— 
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It breaks away in some new kind of slaughter. 
We choose to say it is let loose by the Devil; 
But power of blood itself releases blood. 

It goes by might of being such a flood 

Held high at so unnatural a level. 

It will have outlet, brave and not so brave. 
Weapons of war and tools of trade and peace 
Are merely points at which it finds release. 
And now it is once more the tidal wave 
That when it has swept by leaves summits stained. 
Oh, blood will out! It cannot be contained. 


The Nation RoBertT F Rost 


THE BEAR 


The bear puts both arms round the tree above her 
And draws it down as if it were a lover 

And its choke-cherries lips to kiss goodby, 

Then lets it snap back upright in the sky. 

Her next step rocks a boulder on the wall. 

(She’s making her cross-country in the fall.) 

Her great weight creaks the barbed wire in its staples 
As she flings over and off down through the maples, 
Leaving on one wire tooth a lock of hair. 

Such is the uncaged progress of the bear. 

The world has room to make a bear feel free. 
The universe seems cramped to you and me. 
Man acts more like the poor bear in a cage 

That all day fights a nervous inward rage, 

His mood rejecting all his mind suggests. 

He paces back and forth and never rests 

The toe-nail click and shuffle of his feet, 

The telescope at one end of his beat, 

And at the other end the microscope, 

Two instruments of nearly equal hope, 

And in conjunction giving quite a spread. 

Or if he rests from scientific tread, 

Tis only to sit back and sway his head 

Through ninety-odd degrees of arc it seems, 
Between two metaphysical extremes. 

He sits back on his fundamental butt 

With lifted snout and eyes (if any) shut 
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(He almost looks religious but he’s not), 

And back and forth he sways from cheek to cheek, 
At one extreme agreeing with one Greek, 

At the other agreeing with another Greek, 
Which may be thought but only so to speak. 

A baggy figure equally pathetic 

When sedentary and when peripatetic. 


The Nation Rosert Frost 


COMPATIBILITY 


Ebenezer and Celira 
Seemed an ill-assorted pair, 
He, gaunt as a madrona, 


She, rhododendron-fair. 


He, toughly-lank, word-chary, 
A stiller man than most; 

She, the spriteliest and prettiest 
Girl along the coast. 


Yet they had this in common,— 

The lives of both were suited 

Like rhododendron and madrona 
To the soil where they were rooted. 


The self-same rich earth-pockets 
Among the rocks supplying 

His ruggedness and silence, 

The tints, her cheeks were dyeing. 


So strangely, of their neighbors, 
They were happier than many, 
Their days of life were longer, 
Their children more than any. 


And the spring they died, the mountain 
Blazed into bloom with these 
Pink-chaliced rhododendrons 

And tall madrona trees. 


Muse and Mirror Eruet Romic FULLER 
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WINTER ORCHARD 


These apples lying on the ground 
Are the wormy and unsound; 
Their unblemished brothers hymn 


Holiness from every limb. 


Yet which is lovelier filigree, 

The fallen, or those on the tree? 
And where is choice in either lot? — 
The saints dry up; the sinners rot. 


Poetry, A Magazine of Verse EtruHeL Romic FULLER 


SUNNY FRANCE 


I don’t like artists 

Especially the ones 

Who paint pink apple blossoms 
On china dishes 

And think that Harrison Fisher 
Is the greatest American painter 


Last Sunday I had dinner 
With some of the genre 

And they babbled on 

About doing the living-room over 
In delft blue and grey 

And didn’t I think 

That a Wallace Nutting print 
Would look pretty 

Over the mantle 

And I said 

“Ves? 

Although I really think 

That Nutting is silly as hell 
And all the time 

I wanted to scream out loud 
And tell them things I’d seen 
I wanted to tell them 

About the war 

And how it feels 

‘To go over the top 
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I wanted to tell them 
About the glory 

Of sleeping in the ditches 
And going without grub 
For days and days 

And then the lady asked me 
To have more tea 

And didn’t I think 

There must be 

Just lots and lots of violets 
Along the country roads 


But my mind was red 

With the thoughts of France 

And the beautiful women of France 
With their wooden shoes 

And their old faces 

And their withered breasts 

Which must disgust their husbands 
When they lie in bed with them 
And I thought about 

Those other women 

The Magdalenes of France 

Who paint their lips with carmine 
And look longingly 

At the O. D. uniforms 

But thinking mostly 

About the fifteen francs 

They will get for the loan 

Of their firm young bodies 


. . . And the lady asked me 
If I didn’t love 
Mary Pickford .. . 


And.I couldn’t help but think 
Of the drive in the forest 
And how it felt 

To gouge out a man’s guts 
With a bayonet 
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And watch the intestines and entrails 
Spill out over his grey-green tunic 
And the blood turn dark red 

Like dried calf’s liver 

And I wondered how it would be 
To rip her open with my 

Steak knife 

And spill her out on the 

Nice white table cloth 


Of a: cata And Wallace Nutting ... 
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And I was thinking 

Of the long days and sleepless nights 
When I had cursed everything 

And wondered 

Who the hell started the myth 

About God and Jesus Christ 

And if there was such a man or beast 
Why didn’t He stop that mess 

Or was that His way of showing His love 
For us % 


And I thought about Belgium 

And Northern France 

And the women 

Who had become mothers of German babies 
And about some of the others 

Who had not been mothers 

And never could be 


. . . And the lady asked me 

If I thought blue would be prettier 

Than old rose 

For a new spring hat trimmed with poppies 
And she smiled sweetly 

When I told her 

That I thought it would be much prettier 
If she trimmed it with 

The nipples of the women 

Who had been murdered in Belgium 
And Northern France 
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WALT WHITMAN 
[In celebration of Whitman’s Birthday, May 31, 1819.] 


All these reasons for honoring this man: 

That he was a democrat, simple, kindly, uncritical, silent. 

That already to him the sins of malice, hatred, anger, cruelty, 
hardness, 

Were as unthinkable as murder— 

Were indeed erased, so that they did not exist. 

Save as the earthquakes, volcanoes, immaturities of some 
growth. 

And further that virtues, the virtues of democracy, 

Simplicity, kindliness, tolerance, silence, 

Were not known to him as virtues at all 

But merely as process, like breathing, like heart-beat, like 
motion. 

For he was integrated into life, 

He was a member of life, 

He was harmonized, orchestrated, identified with the program 
of being. 

He practised the little precisions,— 

His word had lost the power to wound, 

Also he practised the great precisions— 

His presence communicated an energy. 

He had adapted himself to the Program. 

He knew how to be. 

’ All these reasons for honoring this man. 


But there is another reason, 

And this is the reason greatest of all, 

For it is a reason shared with Christ, with Gautama, 

And with the new race. 

I mean that Walt Whitman possessed an inner consciousness, 
Possessed the knowledge that you, that I, that every being, 
Every animal, every growing thing, nay, every created object, 
Has two aspects. 
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The one aspect that we ordinarily see, 

The other interior, remote, near, shining, 

“Interior consciousness,” he called this. 

“Etheric vision” he called this. 

And for him it clothed every situation of life, 

And for him it interpreted life, death, the universe. 


What was this consciousness of his? 

How shall we name it, recognize it, receive it? 

This extension of faculty, this deepening of perception, 

This heightening of awareness to another level, 

As different as the view of the tadpole from the view of the 
fish? 

All that we see is this: 

That some beings begin to breathe a better air, 

So then we watch their acts and read their words. 

As tonight we watch the acts and read the words 

Of this man. And we say to another: 

“It must be true that there is another, deeper way of seeing 
all things, 

It must be true that there is another, deeper way of living our 
days, 

It must be true that we could look in and in and in, as he 

looked, 

But quietly, with no effort, with no complacence, 

Almost with no use of the senses as we know the senses. 

How is that done? How did Walt Whitman do that? 

He saw nothing that is different from what we see. 

He merely saw the same things with an infinite difference, 

Saw them luminous, saw them clarified, saw them face to face 

Saw men and things in some infinite dignity. 


Oh, how did he do that, for we would do that too.” 


This is what he said: 

“| The interior consciousness, like a hitherto unseen 
inscription in magic ink, 

Beams out . . . to the sense. 

It is for the noiseless operation of one’s isolated self 

To enter the pure ether, reach the divine levels.” 

Now this means something as definite as day. 

These are no vague ramblings, for this man was a man of 
sense, 

Genial, humorous, hearty, alive. 
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Yet he said: “. . . The interior consciousness, like an inscrip- 
tion in magic ink, 

Beams out . . . to the sense.”” What does he mean? 

Is this interior consciousness something that he could have, 

That a poet could have, but not you and I? 

Certainly it is not so, for hear his words once more: 

“A fitly born and bred race. 

Would find it enough merely to live, 

And would, in their relations to the sky, air, water, trees 

And to the countless human shows 

And in the fact of life itself 

Discover and achieve happiness, 

With Being suffused night and day with wholesome ecstasy.” 

Interior consciousness. 

“Lo,” he said, “to the consciousness of the soul, 

There comes the permanent identity, the thought, the some- 
thing 

Before which the magnitude even of Democracy, art, 
literature, 

Dwindles and becomes partial, measurable. 

That something is the all . . . and the idea of eternity .. . 
and of the soul 

Buoyant, indestructible, sailing space forever, 

Visiting every region as a ship the sea. 

Wherefrom I feel and know that death is not the ending, 

But rather the beginning, 

And that nothing is or can be lost, 

Nor soul or matter.” 


I say to you that Walt Whitman had certain knowledge; 
And that you and I may have certain knowledge, 

He spake as a seer, and we can be seers. 

For interior consciousness, etheric vision, cosmic consciousness 
Is not an aristocratic privilege, 

It belongs to the infinite democracy of spirit. 

We have but to set ourselves to master its technique, 

Life after life after life, 

And for us the magic will some day shine 

From every being, every growing thing, every created object, 
And its other aspect will speak to us like a bell. 

Then for all who see 

Will rise the sovereign privilege 
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Of interpreting to their fellows as Whitman interpreted 
Something of the nature of being. 


Interior consciousness, etheric vision, cosmic consciousness 
How shall it come to the new race? 


Why, I think that it shall come to the simple, the kindly, 
the uncritical, the silent, 

To those who are integrated into life, 

Harmonized, orchestrated, identified with the program of 
being, 

To those who know how to be. 


Unity Zona GALE 


FIRST LILAC 


Lucinda snuffed the candle wick 
And poked the glowing fire. 
Lucinda had been arrogant, 
Had called her lad a liar, 

Had jeered him and gibed him 
For being meek and quiet— 
And all because a spring wind 
Had blown in such a riot 

Of lilac bloom and bird notes. 
She couldn’t stand, she said, 

To see a man so silent-like 

And stupid in the head. 

She said he was a dull one, 
And like as not the thing 
He had promised true to tell her 
He would keep another spring. 


Lucinda’s lad rose slowly 

And mumbled at the gate 

That country mud was fearsome stuff 
And that the night was late. 
Lucinda’s lad spoke sullenly 

To himself in bed: 
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When we’re married, then [ll ask her 
What it was she wanted said. 


The Midland, A Magazine of the Middle West 
V. VALERIE GATES 


BUNDLES OF DREAMS WALKING 


What are they? whither are they going—frail 
cloud-creatures fashioned so perishably 
of fire and mist, 
these men and women, 
bundles of dreams, walking. 


I knew one who was a slender white flame of 
loveliness 
with thoughts curved tense as the arch of a bow 
and bright of body as a new spring moon. 
“It is strange,” he said, and slipped away into the 
darkness, 


. . and one who was a bewilderment of beauty 
and of bewildering sudden gleams of speech. 
Now at long whiles we meet and talk together 
like strangers 
wigwagging unintelligible signals 
over a vast and frozen grave of worlds. 


Is the one voice more silent than the other 
under the long drone of the years? 


Ashes of bodies we know, they are ranged in urns 
on shelves and remembered; 
they are laid in the cool earth and forgotten. 


But in the dark whirling of shattered suns 
what becomes of the gray-gold ashes of dreams? 


The Argus CuiFFoRD GESsLER 
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HAWAIIAN NIGHT 


Night, and the saxophones’ dark laughter leaping 
Down endless stairs collapsing as they burn... 
Fantastically the blank stars ree] and turn 

Round you as centerpiece; in tremolant weeping 
Of distant ukuleles dimly creeping 

Across the pallor of a night grown worn 

With long carouse, torrential day is torn 

Out of a jagged rent from the sky’s keeping. 


And still in that strange gravity you wreathe 
A sibylline spiral, sudden and fierce and free, 
Burning into my memory those tones 

And image of you, as late as I shall breathe, 
In blasphemous laughter of the saxophones 
Coiling a sullen hula to the sea. 


College Humor CuiFFoRD GESsLER 


LEVIATHAN 


I threw my line out, 
Baited with desire, 
In the sea of space 
(Where deeper is higher) 
I cast my sinker out, 
Deep in the sky 
For my hook to catch on 
A How or Why. 


The twine of my dreaming 

Sank down deep 
Where Andromeda 

And Orion sweep; 
Where the constellations 

Swirl in shoals, 
Swarming instinctive 

To far-off goals; 
Where the Milky Way 

And the Pleiades Seven 
Swim down under 


The sea of Heaven . . 
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So my reel of science, 

Humming and singing, 
Played my line out 

And sent it flinging; 
But my hook pulled tight 

And I wondered, ‘‘Can it 
Be tangled ina sun 

Or a wheeling planet?” 
Till before I knew, 

My line was caught— 
My line was quivering— 

My string of thought 
With hook and sinker 

Now jerked taut— 
Snapped off quickly 

And broke my rod, 
Trying to capture 

God! 


The Menorah Journal Louis GINsBERG 


THE HOUNDS OF THE SOIL 


Deep in my heart I hear them, the gaunt hounds pacing. 

By day and by night I hear them, ever a-pant for their goal. 
Ages back they have scented the quarry that they are chasing, 
The quarry forever elusive in forests of my soul. 


These grim, implacable hounds have eyes of baleful fire, 

Like eerie, phosphorus lights, that flare and flicker and dart; 

As ever I hear them drumming, remorseless in their desire,— 

The hounds, the hounds, the hounds in the wilderness of my 
heart! 


I hear those glittering hounds that hunt with nothing to cow 
them: 

No harpy chimera, or dragon can tear them away from their 
goal; 

No sensual bog can swallow, no terrible thirst can mow them, 

But always their rhythm, their rhythm, their rhythm searches 
my soul, 
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Thus in my heart’s deep forest, the lean hounds pacing 
Pursue the quarry elusive, the quarry beyond all sight— 
Till Time will illumine those hounds in a last, exultant. 


chasing, é 
Where dawnlight flushes the breathless verge of the loftiest 
height! 
Japm: The Poetry Weekly Louis GINSBERG 


THE APPARITION 


She came to me again last night, 
That vision strangely sweet 

With unbound hair, a gown of white, 
And bare and silent feet. 


She came to ask some gift of me, 
With all her lovely charm. 

What did she hold so carefully 
Within her bended arm? 


Her eyes again made mute appeal. 
They rob me of all rest! 
Would I could understand, or see 
What lay against her breast. 


The Lyric CaroLineE GILTINAN 


INTERVIEW 


I am a subtle alchemy of moon 

And stars and sun, of the rushing sway of winds 
That tumble virgin clouds, and wildly tune 
Their passion to that grace in trees which lends 
Them strength in yielding. I am the bitter force 
Of rains that plunge thru space to dream gently 
On the breasts of loved grass; the deep remorse 
Of dying thunder above a stricken tree. 


Young lightnings play in my lidded eyes before 
They venture to the sky and glitter fright 
Into the hearts of men. He rose, the door 
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Gaped wide. “I’m afraid your work is not just right 
For toothpaste ads, or radios, or tea.” 
He smirked. “It’s punch and pep that sells, you see.” 


Voices . Guoria GopparRD 


FIRST SNOW 


The gradual dusk comes white tonight, and drifts 

Like strayed torn clouds over the astonished square. 

The startled grass peers through the thin bright rifts; 
The beggared trees rustle their lingering sere 

Leaves like castanets, and stretch bare limbs 

Exultantly for this translucent frock. 

Pale lights blur thru the sliding air, that dims 

The gleaming streams they pour on the sleek paved block. 


The fountain’s threaded spray, with brittle grace, 
Rises like a blown glass lily, then swiftly breaks 

In showered petals that lie on the night like lace, 
And drip to earth. The whimpering dusk wind makes 
A cloak of snow to dim the dominant arch, 

And shield the troubled park where drunkards lurch. 


Voices Goria GopDARD 


TEMPLES 


Oaks still whisper wisely to the wind, 
Though incredulity has laid the oracles 
Men thought they sheltered; 

Brooks still chatter to the placid stones, 
Though the naiads are disproved; 
Swans glide across a pond 

Not less fair than when men saw in them 
The mourning sisters of Narcissus. 

All these remain, 

Bright temples that once housed 
Long-forgotten gods. 

Nor have those transient ones 

Marred the beauty of their dwellings. 
It is the temple that is fair, 

Not its occupant. 
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The fairest temple earth has known 
Enshrines a god that died 

Before time dawned... . 

When will man’s wisdom teach 

That the temple is brightest when unclouded 
By the dusty images of gods? 


Contemporary Verse Goria GopDARD 
MADAME DE VAUDRAUCOURT AND WHITE 
SIMONE STROLL IN THE PARK 


And from the Riviera came pale ladies 
who had lived too wisely —Chateaulaire 


I 


Madame de Vaudraucourt and white Simone 
Stroll in the autumn park. They are alone. 


Pearl-grey chinchilla gathered to her throat; 
Her pale face poising like a trembling note 


Dropped from aerial music; her slim feet, 
Two brief caresses on a leaf-blown street; 


Her eyes, disasters; and her mouth, a name 
Forever called and never yet the same; 


Her voice, a fine-spun splinter of thin glass 
That falls like silence in the perished grass; 


Her forehead colored like a weariness 
That turns to Life and answers coolly, “Yes”; 


Her hands, forgotten cups of instant light 
Where burn the jewels of the Stagirite; 


And all her indolent long flesh, a jest 
Inaudible to Time but half-expressed; 
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Madame de Vaudraucourt strolls through dead leaves 
While an uncertain wind discreetly grieves. 


II 


The scattered leaves... the ochre leaves ... the dark 
Betrayals of this ancient autumn park... 


“Madame, Madame, these fluttered leaves that shift 
Their wizened faces with the windy drift...” 


Simone’s clear voice climbs crystal steps of mirth. 
Madame walks slowly, listening to the earth. 


She hears the winter creeping through the trees— 
A beggar from St. Jacques on broken knees, 


She sees the twilight, like a wounded hawk, 
Fall on the parapet with feathery shock. 


She hears . . . she sees . . . she turns to white Simone. 
Her brow is like a lover left alone. 


Her eyes are cities whence the folk have fled. 
Her mouth is like Actaeon lying dead. 


She sighs, “I have forgotten what I said.” 


Ill 


The dear intent... the instant... and the flame. . 
Never again... never again the same... 


For white Simone the horses of the sun— 
Their blinding bridles out of pale gold spun, 


Their hooves of whitest silver, and their eyes 
The histories of perished majesties— 
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Have raced through carious rock and bitten cliff, 
Stamping upon the mute hieroglyph 


Of tortured Time, and leaping through the furled 
Ensanguined bannerets above the world. 


She sees the moment as a sigh that grows 
Tomorrow with the yet unbudded rose, 


She sees it as a prophecy that hymns 
Unburied splendors of desirous limbs. 


She sees it as an eagle on the height, 
Whose yelping shakes the granite doors of night. 


IV 


The melody ... the broken theme... the lapse... 


The echoed answer and the vague perhaps... 


Madame de Vaudraucourt strolls through the park 
Lifting unanxious eyes to greet the dark, 


Stretching a hand to night’s respectful kiss, 
“Tomorrow we shall hardly meet like this,” 


She murmurs; “then my lips shall stoop instead.” 
The night smiles, slowly lifting his great head 


Above the saffron branches. In his ear 
The bangle moon hangs like a Titan’s tear. 


The yellow houses drop their haggard jaws, 
And candelabras, shaped like gryphon’s claws, 


Spurt nails of tiny flame across the sills 
Of disillusioned windows. Twilight fills 


The hollows with sly beasts. The street assumes 
The brooding aspect of Pompeian tombs. 
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Behind each wall a dead man sits and waits, 
While silence enters slowly through the gates 


Bearing the dull crown jewels of the past 
On shadowy cushions black and soft and vast. 


Vv 


Music behind the moon... and memory... 
Desire and hate... two names... eternity... 


Do you remember when the green reeds bowed 
Above that river and below that cloud... 


And that still boat . . . and those long windless hours . . . 


And blossoming bells from vague enchanted towers... 


And Doctor Dreemas . .. and the Countess .. . paler er 


Wax-like and wicked in her widow’s veil . . . 


And the long purple Esterel . . . the boats... 
The striped pavilions and the sun-browned throats . . . 


The great Hispano purring . . . dark eyes... dark? ... 


Madame de Vaudraucourt strolls through the park. 


VI 


Now it is time... clocks strike at last... the light 


Begins to fail... dear heart... Simone... goodnight... 


Madame de Vaudraucourt turns slowly back, 
Retracing with calm steps a leaf-blown track. 


She lifts her face against the evening ... 
In Notre Dame the white-gowned choir-boys sing. 


The high-piled clouds Salvator Rosa dreamed 
Surge over Paris. Sacré Coeur that gleamed, 
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A jewel on the hill where Denis passed, 
Fades with the day and it is night at last. 


Twin griefs beside her and still one grief more, 
Madame de Vaudraucourt achieves her door. 


So many times . . . so many times before. 


Poetry, A Magazine of Verse HERBERT GORMAN 


A VALEDICTION 


This is the end; there shall not come another 

to mark the closing of our destined days. 
Our ways divergent part; they know no other 

meeting, beyond the pales that set their place. 
Now through the still heart of this barren city 

rings the ironic laughter of the dead; 
The gods implacable that know not pity 

mock at our severed hands, our words unsaid. 
And nothing stays the new night’s unreturning 

approach, and naught avail the nights long lost. 
Silent we stand, who have no heart for yearning. 

Only these hours, bereft of hope and chill, 
dream at what secret and tremendous cost 

the insuperable gods have worked their will. 

* * * 

Yet some can hoard life’s meanings; some, being wise 

beyond the attestations of man’s sorrow, 
can sublimate, it seems, time’s agonies, 

into the wisdoms of a sage tomorrow. . . 
Out of the many-voiced exquisite night 

for this perhaps you came, whose dark hair streaming 
smelt of the sea, the shriven wind, the white 

wild wood-flowers delicate with cold dews gleaming; 
for this perhaps you laid, in that fraught hour, 

your lovely hands on mine, long used to knowing, 
love, that has made such fragrance, bred such flower 

to outshine yet, the flowers of all man’s sowing, 
can only reach its purest crux of bliss 

when all is passed, but we remember this. 

* * * 
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And this were better; now we know the end 
fitting and doomed, the burden of short story; 
and this were just; better we part now, friend, 
than for me longer to pursue such glory; 
or crush my lips against your singing flesh 
and know your lovely somber soul’s abysses 
beating to all the hours of night with fresh 
terrific longing for another’s kisses; 
or clasp you as a prisoner, yet know 
the spirit and the eyes, the dark hair twining, 
crowd through the jasmined moments, strain to go 
beyond the pressure of this hour’s confining— 
better you pass, wing-poised for newer flight, 
wordless, undaunted, through amazing night. 


* * * 


You brought intolerable dreams to chill 
the sunshine and the starshine and the silence, 
you brought me all the fruits of destined ill, 
and lovely poisons, and the primal violence 
of unpremeditated hopes whose flame 
died in the hopelessness of awful yearning. 
All these you brought me; all have passed the same 
way, with the convocations unreturning. 
And you have passed, Dark Angel, with all these 
out of the tranquil paths of casual living; 
you that have forged those thousand Calvaries 
have swept beyond all asking and all giving, 
and only left, upon the night’s cold breath, 
the violet fragrance of a deeper death. 


Voices EvELYN GRAHAM 


INTO EARTH 


We, who sit with open eyes, 
closed lips, and quietly rise, 
discreet, whispering good night, 
disappearing with a bright 
sharp smile, 

will be saying yes, yes 


157 


(after a while): 

yes, yes to neighboring bones 

and rocks and roots of trees; 

yes, yes to grass 

and the stones forever sunken 

on our foreheads; 

(agreeably, still discreet) yes, 

(eagerly) yes, we are here given all our worth: 
this broken wood, damp sheet, long growing hair. 
(O love, lie closer, love—yes, we shall share 
our everlasting earth.) 


Poetry, A Magazine of Verse Horace GREGORY 


THE SAGA OF THE SILVER BIRD 


Over wide ocean the blurred white wings of gulls— 

Out in wide space an unknown Silver Bird. 

All the winds are listening, stopped breathless in their flight, 
Whispering each to sister each, What was that we heard? 
Icarus did scorch his feathers, soaring to the sun. 

Do the gods want mortal hands to touch their Flaming One? 
Whoso leaps to snatch His glory headlong shall go down!” 


The young Lad in the cockpit is limbed like Viking men; 
His eyes are blue as heaven: his hair the silk of corn. 

He might be curious Icarus, his frail wings found again; 
He might be Viking Eric, peering beyond the morn. 


But fingers on the joystick are numb with pain and cold, 
And blue eyes are so weary and young limbs grown so 
faint, 
The young heart’s dreadful question is steadily retold— 
There is no voice to answer, save the loud wind’s com- 
plaint. 


The sleet spears at his window are white and hissing death; 

The Silver Bird is tortured; the pale ice smites and 
clings; 

The Ocean Hounds are raging; the North Wind bears their 
breath; 


The slaver from their dewlaps befouls the silver wings. 
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Thor flings his Thunder Hammer against the Trident’s steel; 
The yelling Hounds give answer; the North Wind drives 
them up; 
The Furies howl behind them, and from the Turning Wheel 
A golden thread is swinging over an empty cup. 


Blacker and ever blacker the storm-torn hours drop down; 
Thicker and ever thicker fly the swift spears of hate. 
The distant shore is very far, not seen, nor heard, nor known. 
And still the lonely question comes, “Which is the road 
to Fate?” 


But can this Spirit falter when such fires in it burn? 
Can wind or hail or water teach it the feel of fear? 
Shall he who climbed the morning now cravenly return? 
-——Nay, rather with the Silver Bird find deep a glorious 
bier! 


Nay, rather face all awful things that the night may hold! 
Nay, rather sleep beneath the fangs of the yelling 
Hounds! 
Go out astride the neck of Death like the men of Old, 
Knowing that even gods must yield when mortals scorn 
their bounds! 


Frightened little Silver Bird, look you overhead, 
Where across the angry heavens comes a flash of fire. 
Down below, the gaping jaws slaver white and red— 
What is this that comes so fast to balk their furious ire? 


In the cockpit gentle hands have pulled the joystick back; 
In this place was room for none but the Boy who started, 
Yet there is One here beside, guiding the attack, 
One who knows the ways of storm, great and valiant- 
hearted. 


He who leaped with laughter down, breast high in the flood, 
Wading with his mighty sword swung above the wave, 
Bearing to the Saracens Christ’s own precious Blood— 
Shall he leave his spirit’s son to a bitter grave? 
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Help was none when faith would fail, but, the victory wrested, 
He could bring the cup of hope filled unto the brim, 
Giving to the steadfast soul that not Death had bested 
Strength beyond the strength of flesh that no years may 
dim. 


Now the old gods fail and fly, and the Hounds are flying; 

Now Prometheus shakes his chains and shouts against 
new day; 

Now around the Silver Bird the morning winds are crying; 


Now the Boy has raised his head and found the early 
gray! 


He who sped the Silver Bird through her time of danger 
Smiles upon the stirring Lad very slow and sweet, 
And his voice like swinging bells high above a Manger— 

“Grace of God be with ye, Lad, till again we meet!” 


Wonder in the fresh blue eyes, as in babe a-borning; 
Wonder in the youthful mind past all power to say— 

He is gone, the Shining One, where a golden morning 
Lifts the new and smiling sun to the top of day! 


Turns the joyous Silver Bird like a daring rover. 

Here are now the Irish hills, there the line of Gaul! 
Soon the ardor and the toil will be past and over 

And a light immortal shine where she deigns to fall. 


Now alone her young lad sits, neither spent nor broken; 
Like a lover and his lass now he brings her in, 

Star-dust on her silver head for a living token, 
And a dream that will not fade for the hearts of men! 


The Lyric West AtIcE Rocrers Hacer 


HE KNEW THE LAND 


He knew the land and held its honor high. 
His code forbade that fields should ever lie 
Spent and exhausted with the harvest strain; 
That which he took from earth, he gave again. 
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He lived to look his acres in the face 

And through the years he never feared to place 
His trust in them. There was no cedar-tree 

In all his wood more proudly straight than he, 
And when he walked, his was the stride of one 
Who takes his orders only from the sun 

Yet lives a tireless servant of his lands, 

The common tools found rhythm in his hands 
And for the child, tip-toeing at his side 

With worship in her eyes, he opened wide 
Gates to a gold-flecked world of mysteries: 

His cradle plowed a path through swaying seas, 
His flail beat lurking giants to the dust, 

His hoe became a sword whose every thrust 
Slew villain-weeds, that in their hearts had sworn 
To capture tasseled ladies of the corn. 


There is no stopping once a year to say 

A prayer for him, or dutifully lay 

A wreath as a reminder on his stone. 

He cannot be forgotten by his own: 

Across all pastures stirring with the spring 
Come fragments of the songs he used to sing; 
All clover meadows drowsing through the noon 
Recall his heartening scythe-and-whetstone tune; 
Through every field where corn-shocks march in rows, 
Companioned by the autumn wind, he goes, 

And ax blows ringing through a winter wood 
Proclaim him at a task he counted good. 

He knew the land—it took him to its heart, 
The turning year and he can never part. 


The Century Magazine Mo.ry AnpEerson HaLey 


EPITAPH 


I was the master of this fertile land— 
Weep for my fate, O stranger, as you pass. 

I left these fields and houses where they stand, 
But could not leave my shadow on the grass. 


Poetry, A Magazine of Verse Davip O, HamiLTon 
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MOUNTAINS IN TWILIGHT 


Mountains have a dreamy way 
Of folding up a noisy day 


In quiet covers, cool and gray. 


Only mountains seem to know 
That shadows come and shadows go 
Till stars are caught in pools below. 


Only mountains, dim and far, 
Kneeling now beneath one star, 
Know how calm dark valleys are. . 


Contemporary Verse LeicH BucKNER Hanes 


CERTAIN SIGNS 


There’s a wren in my throat 
And it calls and it sings, 

And my heart’s a white flutter 
Of mocking bird wings; 


There’s a robin that’s bouncing 
All over my brain, 

And my breath’s a warm mingle 
Of crocus and rain,— 


Oh, it’s April that’s got me, 
I know by the trance, 

And the rainbows that break, 
And the puddles that dance! 


The Lyric Lerch Buckner Hanes 


PIANIST—LISZT RHAPSODY 


Dragging Liszt through music’s blackened bars 
Up to the silver anguish of the stars, 
She, too, found elevation like a rope 
That drew her to interminable hope; 
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As a magician with bland hocus-pocus 

Draws eyes to one deluded crystal focus, 
Removing miracles from derby hats, 

She made her fingers tactile acrobats. 

From one piano she ripped more great notes 
Than angels could with megaphones for throats. 


The music of the spheres expressed her wish: 
The moon, sophisticated jelly-fish, 

Recited gold through her staccato nose 

While stars like clarinets snored in a doze. 


Venus in celestial vaudeville 
Was serenading Saturn with her shrill, 
Hydraulic, nasal, murderous monotone . . . 


Soon, thinking that the new moon was a bone, 
Dogstars (with Hounds of Heaven on their traces) 
Howled until Cerberus with three loud faces 
Awoke with carnal music storms of stars. 


Believing these were dogs of war, red Mars 
Intuned the proselyting lust of Gods, 

Till thunders marched in black, tremendous squads 
Across the rhythmic ramparts of the night. 

Scared stars in fiery avalanche screamed LIGHT 
And slid down vastly on a thunderbolt 

Of styptic crystal to one drastic jolt. 


The Emory Phoenix Ernest Hartsock 


MISSIONARY AND MANDARIN 
‘ip 


A missionary, rabid to convert 

The heathen to his smart, intolerant creed, 
Not seeing how his caustic tirades hurt 

Or how his sword made ancient beauty bleed, 
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In many a dreaming Nineveh and Tyre 

Tore down quaint altars’ jewelled retinue, 
Muttering in his mad and holy ire: 

“Forgive them, God, they know not what they do. 


? 


iL 


A mandarin beguiled with antique lore 
Beheld in ruins his temples and his art, 

Built up sublimely from the dreams of yore, 
And turned away with canker in his heart; 


Seeing the desperate splendor of old years 
Totter and crash where zealots built anew 
Shrines to a foreign god, he said in tears: 
“Forgive them, God, they know not what they do.” 


Bozart Ernest Hartsock 


CRITICISM: ENGLISH 2 B 


In the classroom lay, 

Poetry in her beauty, 

And we, as was our duty, 
Her sweet flesh stripped away. 
Accurate the knife 

Her warm blood to drain; 
True, we took her life, 

But not in vain; 

For the structural bone 

And all the ribs were there— 
Graceless to condone 

If a trifle bare! 


Voices HazeL HawtTHorne 


KATHRYN 


What heavenly cascade of bells can ring 
Your sweetness into rhyme? What symphony 
Of verse interpret your variety? 


Where shall I find notes pure enough to sing 
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The song of your clear spirit? If I bring 
These labored words to you, they will not be 
In beauty half as one you carelessly 

Might say on some quite unimportant thing. 


Therefore I will vow, as poets do, 

“Ineffable alike my love and you!” 

Rather, to match your loveliness and grace 

Is my endeavor. I have now for a space 

Youth and the world to search for such expression, 
And should I fail, there’s this sincere confession. 


The Commonweal Monroe HEATH 


NOW 


Not for my spirit’s sake, I said; 

My spirit’s hunger may be fed— 

My spirit that shall find no bars 

On other quests to other stars; 

And like a gull from some dark stream, 
Its flight shall widen dream by dream: 


But for this flesh whose pulses beat 
Their wistful rhythm of defeat— 
This gallant flesh that shall lie still 
In long surrender on a hill, 
Learning utterly, as it must, 

The lonely destiny of dust— 

I take this hour, this hour, I said; 
My body’s hunger must be fed. 


Poetry, A Magazine of Verse Apa Hastincs HEDGEs 


A DARK HOUR OF THE REVOLUTION 
I 


The Continental fox has fled the British hound; 

The dragoons of Cornwallis are scouring Jersey ground; 
The lord of the cruel Hessians—the braggart Colonel Rall— 
Around the homes of Trenton lifts a bayonet wall; 
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Von Donop’s mercenaries are seizing Bordentown; 

Princeton and New Brunswick are guarded for the Crown; 
Sir William Howe is marching to terrorize and plunder— 
The rebel armies north and south he vows to whip and sunder; 
He’ll strike the bold Virginian as the hammer beats the forge 
And bring the rebel chieftain in shackles to King George; 
Perhaps upon a gallows tree he’ll hang the Signers’ band— 
Their day is almost over, who dare upstir the land; 

The bell that rang for freedom shall sound a royal rune, 
And ring across the chastened states a penitential tune; 

Bold now in many a Jersey town comes forth the spying Tory 
To bury Independence, and give the king the glory! 


II 


Yet hold—it is the time of Yule—before they bag the fox, 

Before they hound him to his death among the swamps and 
rocks, 

The British and their hirelings pause: “We’ll let the starved 
guerillas 

Take the snow for blanket, and frosty banks for pillows, 

While sheltered from the Arctic winds, beside a snug fireside, 

With feast and song and revelry we’ll pass the Christmastide.” 


Ill 


Tis Christmas night in Trenton: postmaster Abraham Hunt, 
As host to Rall, the Hessian chief, must show a merry front, 
Must keep the woodfire roaring to drown the sound of hail 
That tattoos on the window-pane its dismal wintry tale; 
Must keep the punch-bowl smoking, and with pretended zest 
Applaud the clumsy humor of his carousing guest, 

And feign a vast enjoyment when a little German band 
Before their guzzling leader extols the Fatherland. 

“Tis well the rebels fear to raid,” remarks sly Abraham. 
“Dear host,” returns the Hessian, “quite unconcerned I am! 
It fills me with a huge disgust to chase a mob of bakers, 
Barbers, plowmen, clerks, mechanics, drovers and wig-makers, 
Whose generals and colonels would never stand a chance 

Of being more than privates—in Germany or France!” 
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IV 


While thus the boastful hirelings cry truce to strife and care, 

The dusk of evening falls upon the swollen Delaware, 

Where on the Pennsylvania brink the desperate Washington 

Looks out upon the sullen stream where huge ice-boulders run, 

And sorrows that the elements are added to his foes, 

Yet plans that still the enemy shall feel tonight his blows, 

And that by daybreak patriots shall see a prophecy 

Spread like the dawn across the skies of final victory. 

Fierce winds upheave the river, no pitying Red Sea 

Divides to make a pathway for this new Liberty, 

Yet here are boats, and here are men from sea-girt Marble- 
head 

Come forth to be safe ferrymen upon this tide of dread; 

Come forth to transport surely the men and horse who go 

To battle like avenging gods against a foreign foe. 
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Twelve miles to march—like sabre strokes beat on them wind 
and sleet; 

Twelve torturing miles—for many a man must tramp with 
naked feet, 

Yea, many a soldier stumbles on against the pitiless gale 

And leaves his blood-drops marking out the daring, desperate 
trail. 

Day breaks along the Trenton road; the early farmers see 

A fantom troop that marches to a fantom destiny, 

A fantom horseman leading them. . . . What flags there 
wanly wave? 

The hopeless Continental cause has risen from its grave! 

From Trenton’s huddled houses upcurl blue wisps of smoke 

As scolding wives make breakfast beneath the Hessian yoke. 

The Colonel snores; the captains doze; the sentinels relax: 

“Tomorrow, or a fortnight hence, we’ll find the fox’s tracks, 

But now we’ll sleep that we may feast!” . . . Hark there— 
a shot, a shout! 

“Why, Donner Vetter, can it be—our pickets put to rout?” 

Among the bare outlying farms the lines of buff and blue 

Are creeping here and dashing there, with victory in view: 
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The cordon of scorned Washington has girt the Hessians 
round— 

What now will Lord Cornwallis say? The fox has caught the 
hound! 


Voices DaniEL HENDERSON 


SONG OF THE VIRGINIA COLONIAL PLANTER 


Grow, tobacco, grow— 
Ships are on the sea: 

Give me wealth to trade 
For their finery! 


Grow me a cocked hat, 
Grow me silver spurs 
And a coat to ride 
With Reynard’s followers! 


For my lady’s sake 
Grow, tobacco, grow: 

Velvets, bombazine, 
Ermine, calico! 


She within my fields 
Sees but ostrich plumes, 
Bonnets of Leghorn, 
Parisian perfumes! 


You are Windsor chairs 
And mahogany 

And a harpichord 
And Flemish tapestry! 


Tutors for our young— 
Scholars of renown— 
Yea, a passage too 
Across to London town! 
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Shall our collars know 

Of Burgundy a lack? 
Grow us St. Croix rum 

And sparkling Frontignac! 


Grow, tobacco, grow— 
Ships are on the sea: 
If the harvest fail 
What have they for me? 


Bozart DanreL HENDERSON 


ANSWER 


This was the cruel, beautiful dream I dreamed. 
The room was aglow with half-lights; and it seemed 
We faced across a table, and I tasked you 
With some odd act of inconsistency. 
And while we made small, humorous talk, I asked you, 
“Why did you do that thing?” 
You looked at me, 

Your face gone grave, and said “Don’t ask me why 
Unless you want an answer. I forbid you.” 
Your tone was kind. 

But wondering and angered, I 
Gave back the challenge, quick and straight—“‘Why did you?” 


Deliberately you rose and came to where 
I sat. And quietly, above my chair, 
Your voice requested, ‘Stand up.” 
I stood beside you, 
Resenting the strong way your mouth was set, 
And thinking your play a bit absurd, and yet 
Without desire to defy you or deride you, 
And wondering dimly why your face had pain, 
And quivering on the verge of being wise. 


Once more you said, “Do you ask me why, again?” 
I looked you (neither laughing) in the eyes 

With a sense of puzzle for their strange presage, 
Surprised that my word was only a frightened sigh 
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When I felt so fearless. 
And, suddenly full of age 
And on the verge of wisdom, whispered—“Why?” 


“J give you your answer,” you said, “and it is this.” 
And then, while I was wondering still, you bent 
And on my querying lips you set your kiss; 

While the pain that I had read in your face went 
Into my body, until I understood 

That thing I asked, and quietness and good 

Came in, and pity for inarticulate cries 


Of life, and for its why and why and why’s. 


Rutu Evetyn HENDERSON 
The Midland, A Magazine of the Middle West 


ASSIGNMENT 


All right, child, close that glossary in your hand 
And put the book of poetry away. 

You vow you’ve tried and cannot understand, 

And I believe you honest when you say 

You cannot learn this. It is all so “queer,” 

The puzzling phrases poet-folk have spoken. 
Well, here’s the way to study it, my dear; 

Go follow Truth. Go get your brave heart broken. 
Go walk in the valley of shadows, pain and fear 
Each holding you by the hand, your blind eyes stinging 
With grief, and loneliness persistent near; 

But never let your laughter cease, nor singing. 

A perfect recitation I will see 

In your mute face, when you come back to me. 


The Harp Rutu Evetyn HENDERSON 


INTERIM 


“So now,” I said to Billy, “when you learn 
That speech by heart, you’ll know just where the battle 
Of Gettysburg was fought.” 
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The fragile fern 

Stood unafraid in meadows where the cattle 
Were grazing, and the honeysuckle trailed 
Its sweetness over the old stones of a wall. 
Somehow the little futile cannon failed 
To frighten a flock of quaint-eyed doves away 
From where one perched upon a cannon ball 
And others walked (the blue doves and the gray) 
With delicate steps through grass and fragrant clover. 
Beyond a fence the disciplined ranks of corn 
Were all at peace. 

“You know that I was born,” 
Said Billy, “before the Civil War was over.” 
The dreams in his eyes were very kind and gay. 


I hid my start. “You mean the World War, dear. 
The Civil War was rather long ago. 
I think you study it in school this year.” 


“I meant the World War then,” he said. “You know, 
“It’s hard to keep so many old wars clear. 
Oh, look!” He gave his eager hands a clap— 


The trees that saw it all touched leaves above 
A bronze memorial figure; on the cap 
Of the motionless soldier lad—one white, still dove. 


Poetry, A Magazine of Verse Rutu Evetyn HENDERSON 


TIME 


Made, bitter-sweet, from fruits of life 
There is a wine; 
It quenches every human thirst— 


We call it Time. 
The Gypsy Jean Herrick 


A. D. 2000 


My blood has strains of buccaneer and priest. 
A crozier and a cutlass are in me. 
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For good or ill, a surpliced saint or beast: 
Those elements would mark my destiny. 


My grandma was the chaste of earth and said, 
“My son shall preach the gospel to mankind.” 
Her father laughed when his ship’s decks were red, 
A pirate with a braid and one eye blind. 


My grandpa, from the Islands smuggled rum, 
Said, “Sonny’s arms are fit for winds and ships.” 
His father held his mission in a slum, 

And prayer engrossed his thin, ascetic lips. 


But pa and ma were chemists and aware 
Of the ancestral ghosts within the bowl; 
So later, when I came to man’s affair, 
I never prayed, or cut a throat or stole. 


Boxart Joun Lee Hiccrns 


MANORBIER 
(To Mr. and Mrs. Arthur Machen) 


It is green with ivy 

But the stones are criss-crossed 
With cracks and crannies, 
Tooth-marks of the frost; 
The roofless tower, 

The sundered wall, 

The gaping lancet, 

Frost gnaws them all. 
Time in transit 

Measured by years 

Has emptied the hall, 
Rusted the spears. 

The long rains fall 
Where the marriage bed 
Saw the virgin a wife 
And the mother dead, 
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Saw the birth of the son 
And the warrior head 
White on the pillow 
Stained with red. 


Now it is summer 

The swans float 

Each with its double 

On the scummy moat. 

If you hear the fiddler 
Playing his fiddle 

It’s the wind in the crannies 
With dust in its throat. 
If you hear the drummer 
Tapping his drum 

It’s a dead branch hanging 
Swinging and banging, 
Summoning no one, 

There is no one to come. 


I was born in a chamber 

Under the eaves; 

The room I remember 

And the sound of leaves 

And the sound of ocean 

And ships come home 

When we ran with our welcome 
Knee-deep through foam. 


In the garden by moonlight 
Each leaf on the rose-bush 

A silver flake, 

A ghost of a flame! 

Hearing voices, the loveless one 
Fired by their passion 

Fled down to the lake 

Where a tall lady came. 


“To-morrow at sunset,” 
She said to her lover, 
“Look up to my window 
And I will be there.” 
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She glimmered away, 
And faint like a halo 
The moon on her hair. 


Most beautiful lady, 

How slowly the snail 

Through the grey dust lengthens 
His rainbow trail. 

On the steps of the sunset 

Did I find you—or not? 

How should you remember 
When your lover forgot? 


Is there nobody now 

Who can speak with my speech 
But the wind in the ruin, 
The waves on the beach? 
There are hundreds of cities 
Out there beyond reach, 
Three thousand miles over 
‘The sea whence I came. 

I built them myself, 

I left this to the weather 
And forgot my own name. 
I will go up the stairway 
That ends in the air, 

I will stand in the chapel 
And offer a prayer 

To saints who for ages 
Have not been there. 

I will lean out of windows 
That have no top 

And look far below me 

A dizzy drop 

To the moat and the cliff 
And beyond to the beach 
And beyond to the ocean 
Where the eyes stop. 


Why did I leave 

this house like a Viking? 
Why did I leave it 

for frosts to crack? 
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Did the stairway lead me 
then to disaster? 
Did a door ajar 
show the flame and the rack? 
I have forgotten the cause of my going, 
And even the cause of my coming back, 


Some things with me 
are the never-dying, 
All of us curséd 
with time’s effacement; 
The ivy-vine grown 
so black has forgotten 
The beginning tendril 
that clung to the basement; 
The gap in the wall has forgotten the window, 
And I, the face that looked down from the casement. 


Now is the season when the whole world over 
The herds are munching the ripe clover; 

The green baby-hair of the crops to come 

Is ruffled by the wind; the may-flies hum 

In the air, and the bees intermittently humming 
Dive to one flower and drone to a sweeter} 

This is the mating-song season, at evening 
When the lover listens his love will be coming. 


But summer like winter 
Conspiring slowly 

To throw down the mighty 
And exalt the lowly 

Is gnawing at walls 

All but time held holy. 
By tendrils of ivy 

The stones are split; 

Trees shoulder the ingles 
Where earls would sit, 
And the ants drag the mortar 
Away, bit by bit. 


Who is my brother? 
Who is my friend? 
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The song does not falter 
Though the singer end. 
But I, the last singer, 
Forgetting my song 

One summer morning 

A thousand years long, 
Have gone up the stairway 
That ends in the air, 
Surprising dead saints 
With the ghost of a prayer, 
And looked out of windows 
That have no top, 

To the beach, to the ocean, 
Where the eyes stop. 

But the mind will not stop. 
The heart will not stop. 


The Dial Ropert HILLyER 


REMEMBER ALSO— 


Here is my memorandum. I was eager 

To keep these things in mind, but notes so meagre, 
Abbreviated to a single phrase, 

Are shorthand baffling to my later gaze. 

Some were mere whims, like butterflies pinned down 
To be forgotten when their wings turn brown: 

“Item: just where the ocean meets the sand 

The moonlight splinters . . .” I am far inland. 

Some were important: “Item: to remember 

The leaf-entangled wind of late November 

That blew so furiously, the old oak fell 

Across his grave. (Remember him as well.)” 

. . . Where was the oak, the grave? And who was he? 
“Item: my only Love came back to me!” 

“Item: my only Love came back today!” 


. . . But who was she—or, maybe, who were they? 
The jottings multiply. I seal each sense 

Loyally to give them inner permanence— 

These sights and sounds, these sorrows and delights, 
Of youth’s to-be-eternal days and nights. 
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And yet, behind shut ears and closed eyelids 

I see this autumn, hear its katydids. 

The memorandum Autters down; I find 

A subtle crack between the soul and mind 
Where it has lodged. Ah, well, it gave but hints, 
Meaningless clues to wonders lost long since, 
Words of a language now no longer spoken, 
Wands for a spell whose magic has been broken, 
The thing was useless. No man can decode 
Lost epoch from remembered episode. 


The 1 ndependent Ropert HILLyer 


A MAN WHO IS AT HOME WITHIN HIMSELF 


Because he is at home within himself, 

A taper warms him when the sun is cold. 

He doesn’t mind mice gnawing at his shelf ; 

He isn’t bothered if his cheeses mold. 

Though white roots creep beneath foundation stone, 
And white moths breed in carpets on the floor, 
Though chimneys blacken, and the lean winds groan 
Like unfed ancient beggars at his door, 

He still is shelter to himself, and still 

He ornaments with dreams a narrow space; 

And if he finds an empty niche to fill, 

He buys an image with a saintly face. 

If there are strangers passing in the rain, 

He never thinks of them, and so abides. 

Lone owls may call, and whippoorwills again 

Cry in the hills where deathly shadow hides; 

And on long thirsty nights the wild, hard fire 

Of moon and stars may drive men sick with love— 
He draws his blinds, and leaves no door ajar. 

Or if, above him, hungry swimmers move 
Through the night sky, and some pale planet falls 
Shuddering down chaos in a crescent groove, 

He looks to crannies widening in his walls. 


The Nation Roserta Ho,toway 
W7/7/ 


MILTON’S DAUGHTERS 


Mary Milton, Deborah, Anne, 

Daughters were of that great man 

Who knew how heaven and earth and hell 
Were carved from chaos—knew as well 
The pattern of the golden chain 

To draw earth up to heaven again— 

Yet never knew, by sad mischance, 

Love in that house in Petty France 
Where three lone girls, bereft of mother, 
Forlornly comforted one another. 


Before you let yourself condemn, 
Remember what life offered them. 


Unloved, untended, and ill-bred, 
Unlettered in the words they read— 
Words like the choiring of the spheres 

To their blind father’s eager ears, 

To theirs the clash of Babel’s tower— 
So wrought they, weary hour on hour, 
Warm beauty for this cold, old man. 
Rebellious Deborah, Mary, Anne! 


To pilfering forced; allowed to slip 

Into rude ways; companionship 

That of the slovenly maid, who kept 

A careless house, and ate and slept, 

Until a third wife, strong and young, 

Ruled all and with a hasty tongue 

Set maid and daughters at their task; 

Denied what hope and youth might ask;— 
Ever they loved their father less. 

Their hearts were dry with bitterness. 


All that he taught his daughters three, 
Lame Anne, and Deborah, and Mary, 
Was what of earthly woe it cost 

To learn how Paradise was lost. 

Naught else they knew of earth, nor more 
Of heaven; yet, tedious years before 
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Their girlhood ended, they could tell 
More than their father could of hell. 


Mary, Deborah, Anne, these three, 
Peace to their souls eternally! 


The Lyric West Heien Ruopa Hoopss 


MOOD 


A finger tapping a cheek 

And my eyes admire 

Before you speak 

The tree outside and its autumn fire. 
And the scent in the air 

Of curled smoking leaves; 

In afternoon a man cannot declare 

His desire 

Nor what he believes. 


Palo Verde Paut Horcan 


SOME BLACKBIRDS 


I see thin fingers of the tree 

Holding blackbirds on every knuckle, 
The while their wordy jubilee 

Flays my thought in easy conquest. 
That busy tree with black obsessed 

Has all the country-side possessed. 


Palo Verde Paut Horcan 


A NOTION 


In afternoons like this we cannot declare 
Our hopes, even, nor our gravest desires. 
Should we turning slowly, even dare 
To question the dim tuning of the choirs 
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Within our hearts and in our eyes, 
Who would say we were unwise? 

Yet who would, knowing such a day, 
Have us do anything but turn away? 


Palo Verde PauL Horcan 


1 THOUGHT IT WAS TANGIERS I WANTED 


I know now 

That Notre Dame is in Paris. 
And the Seine is more to me now 
Than a wriggling line on a map 
Or a name in travel stories. 


I know now 

There is a Crystal Palace in Antwerp 

Where a hundred women sell their naked bodies, 
And the night-lovers of sailors 

Wait for men on docks in Genoa. 


I know now 

That a great golden moon 

Like a picture-book moon 

Really rises behind palm groves 

In Africa, 

And tom-toms do beat 

In village squares under the mango trees, 


I know now 

That Venice is a church dome 

And a net-work of canals, 

Tangiers a whiteness under sun. 

I thought 

It was Tangiers I wanted, 

Or the gargoyles of Notre Dame, 

Or the Crystal Palace in Antwerp, 

Or the golden palm-grove moon in Africa, 
Or a church dome and a net-work of canals. 
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Happiness lies nowhere, 
Some old fool said, 
If not within oneself. 


It’s a sure thing 
Notre Dame is in Paris,— 
But I thought it was Tangiers I wanted. 


Opportunity Lancston HucGuHEs 


BEING OLD 


It’s because you are so young,— 
You do not understand. 
But we are old 
As the jungle trees 
That bloomed forever, 
Old as the forgotten rivers 
That flowed into the earth. 

Surely we know what you do not know: 
Joy of living, 

Uselessness of things. 

You are too young to understand yet. 
Build another skyscraper 
Touching the stars. 

We sit with our backs against a tree 

And watch skyscrapers tumble 

And stars forget. 

Solomon built a temple 
And it must have fallen down. 
It isn’t here now. 
We know some things, being old,— 
You do not understand. 


The Crists Lancston HucGHEs 


PEDAGOGUE IN A MILLIONAIRE’S HOUSE 


The master of this house has gone 
And I am here to watch his son. 
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Red ivy covers all this house 
But inside nothing red can come. 


As soon as I come in the door 
I feel constrained and insecure: 
The soft rugs glide across the floor. 


To lofty ceilings blank walls rise 
Hung with dull careful tapestries. 


No crimson mistresses could sprawl. 
On these stiff sofas by the wall 
Overstuffed, respectable. 

But there are comfortable chairs 
For rustling portly dowagers. 


There are mahoganies and oaks: 
There are not very many books. 
Though many fires are laid, there is 
No room with smoky memories; 
On ashless hearths immaculate 

Nice logs like foolish virgins wait 
Fires that will never come to them. 


The lights are neither bright nor dim. 
Glass octagons of doorknobs gleam. 


Unnoticed people serve my food 
Moving the dishes as they should. 


I will be glad when he comes home 
And I can go back to my room. 


The New Masses RoLFE HuMPHRIES 


INTERIOR 


It will never be safe 

Any more in this room. 

You cannot know. You did not see 
Tall trees in the gloom 
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Of a garden. You were 

Suddenly bronze, 

To the ankles in leaf-mold. Shadowy moss 
Where a carpet was once, 


Slipped to a pool. 

And would there not be 

The fountain head set in its white ruff of stone? 
Like leaves from a tree, 


Would not little old notes 

Discolored and thin, 

Break off and float down from a dark-throated pipe 
They had blossomed in? 


It will never be safe 

Here any more. 

Under the laughter dead leaves are whispering 
Over the floor. 


Back of the silence 

A faint little gay 

Tune is forever seeking a god 
Who went away. 


The Nation HazexL CoLuisteER HutTcHison 


JIMMY JOE JOHN 


Jimmy Joe John 
Was a little boy grown; 
Never a mother 


Or father had he known. 


Jimmy Joe John 

Was so strange a lad 

A bed in the hay 

Was all the bed he had. 


And all the bread ke ate 
Was running to and fro, 
Begging here and there, 
The way children go. 
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Jimmy Joe John 

In the dark wood’s shade, 
Curiously sang, 
Curiously played, 


And curiously talked 
By a black pool’s water. 
So it was said 

By Mason’s daughter. 


Jimmy Joe John 

Was coaxed by the ’Squire 
To a grand, great house 
Down in Lincolnshire. 


Jimmy Joe John 

Did not stay there long, 
For one moonlight night 
Old Breen heard his song, 


And Breen saw him leap 
Right into the pool, 
And he never came up— 
But he was a fool! 


The Maine Bulletin WintFrReED VIRGINIA JACKSON 


CROOKED STICKS 


My mother was a wild one, 
So they said, 

With eyes as gold as honey 
And a copper-colored head. 


My father was a stray one, 
Not well known, 

Going back from whence he came 
Ere I was two-thirds blown. 


My mother was a strange one— 
Proud of me, 

Begotten by a sailor 
Laughing with the sea. 
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My father, said my mother, 
She loved well; 

And for all their whittled whistles 
She would not go to hell. 


My mother took to washing 
Dirty clothes, 

Nor was she named by neighbors 
Till death was at their toes. 


My mother, penny-pinching, 
One dark night 

Took me up to Wenham 
To learn to read and write. 


My mother, when I grew up, 
Sent me South,— 

Upon my head her blessing 
And her kiss upon my mouth. 


My mother was a wild one. 
She is dead. 

My husband says, “God bless her!” 
And so, my sons have said. 


The North East Journal WiniFRED VIRGINIA JACKSON 


SICKLE SYTHES 


Axes, knives an’ sickle sythes 
Be sharp ter hack; 

But dull compared ter Sarie Ann 
An’ her tongue’s clack. 


Rid me, did she, noon an’ night, 
Me seein’ red. . . 

Hates ter hang me but he must, 
The Sheriff said. 


Maine Bulletin Winirrep VIRGINIA JACKSON 
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THE WOMEN ON CYTHAERON 


Not like a beast borne on the flood of passion, boat without 
oars, but mindful of all his dignity 

As human being, a king and a Greek, King Pentheus: “Tell 
him that we will reverence the Gods we have, 

But not minded to more the burden. What new ones ship 
raging like beasts from Asia by the islands 

We’ve whips for, here in Thebes. Tell him to take his magic- 
drunken women and be off.” The messenger 

Went up to the mountain wood; needles of pine stuck in the 
sandal-straps of the man returning 

At noon and saying: “He could not hear me, O King. | 
shouted aloud, clothed in the king’s authority, 

Showing him the wand I carried; the God’s . . . I say the 
stranger’s . . . eyes like blue ice looked through my 
body 

As if I had been an open window in a blind wall. He bored 
through me toward Thebes and answered 

Not me, the raging laughing women: “They have Ismenus 
to drink of and Dirce and all the fountains, 

Must they have wine too?? What more he said, my lord, 
I cannot remember. But I, having seen more 

Than I dare tell, turned home.” “Ten spearmen,” the king 
answered, biting the bearded lip, “will do it. 

What more you saw? Dread not to tell, obscene or magic. 
We are master of ourself as of this people. 

Not like a beast borne on the flood of passion, boat without 
oars, but mindful of all our dignity 

As human being, a king and a Greek: no random lightning 
of anger will stab the messenger. We’re sane still 

Though the air swarms.” The messenger: “My lord, my 
lord.” And the king: “Out with it.” “The lady 
Agave, my lord.” 

“Our mother,” the king answered frowning, “was in the 
mountain with the other women, dancing adoring.” 


King Pentheus’ knuckles, of the hand that held the long 

Smooth-shaven staff tipped with the head of a man carved 
in pale ivory, whitened, and the hand reddened 

Under the scant stipple of black hair. More than that was 
no motion. “Well: she was in the mountain,” 
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He answered, “my mother was there,” the king housing 
his wrath in hard self-mastery. He had the chariot 
Horsed, and rode swiftly toward Cythaeron; the glens and 

slope bristled with forest. In a glade he found them. 
He had come alone; the charioteer stayed by the sweating 
horses. 


Without awe, without pleasure, 

As a man spies on noxious beasts, he standing hidden spied 
on the rabid choir of the God. 

They had pine-cone-tipped wands, they went half naked, 
they were hoarse with insane song; foam from their 
mouths mingled 

With wine, and sweat ran down their bodies. O fools, boats 
without oars borne on the flood of passion, 

Forgetting utterly all the dignity of man, the pride of the 
only self-commanding animal, 

That captains his-own soul and controls even 

Fate, for a space. The only animal that turns means to an 
end. “What end? Oh, but what end?” 

It cried under his mind: “Increase the city? Subdue the 
earth? Breed slaves and cattle, and one’s own 

Off-shots, fed and secure? O fruitful-fruitless 

Generations forever and ever .. . For pleasure”—he spat 
on the earth—“the slight collectible pleasure 

Surplus to pain?” Then recollecting all his dignity as human 
being, a king and a Greek, 

He heard with hostile ears the hoarse and beast-like choir 
of the worshippers: “O sisters, we have found an 
opening, 

We have hewn in the stone and mortar 

A wild strait gateway, 

Slit eyes in the mask, sisters, 

Entered the mountain. 

We shall be sad tomorrow when the wine dies, 

The God dies from our blood; 

Today in the forest 

We are fire and have found an opening.” 

His own mother Agave singing. Endure a little. If one could 
understand their fountain 

Of madness. Her shame tomorrow: not punishment enough: 
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prison in the house. “O sisters, we have found an 
opening.” 
What opening? 


The boys from Thebes to be whipped, the Theban woman 

shut up a fortnight, the God and his Thracian 

Satyrs and women. . . . “The generations,” he thought sud- 
denly, “aspire. They better; they climb; as I 

Am better than this weak suggestible woman my mother. 
Had I forgotten a moment the end 

Of being? To increase the power, collectedness and dignity 
of man. . . . A more collected and dignified 

Creature,” he groaned, “to die and stink.” 


That moment like a tall ship breasting through water the 
God 
Passed, the high head, the shining hair and the blond 
shoulders, trailing a wake of ecstasy like foam 
Across the multitude of faces like waves, his frantic wor- 
shippers. He anchored among them smiling 
In the wild midst, and said softly: “When you are dead you 
become part of peace; let no man 
Dream more of death; there is neither sight nor hearing nor 
any wonder; none of us Gods enters it. 
You become part of peace, part of the sacred beauty, but 
having no part: as if a flute-player 
Should make beauty but hear none, being deaf and senseless. 
But living if you will 
It is possible for you to break prison of yourselves and enter 
the nature of things and use the beauty. 
Wine and lawlessness, art and music, love, self-torture, religion 
Are means but are not needful, contemplation will do it. 
Only to break human collectedness. 
The least shepherd on Cythaeron, if he dares, knows. But 
you being neophyte all, Thracians and Thebans, 
Are indeed somewhat wild, somewhat too drunken.” 


King Pentheus then, seeing his enemy, but ever 
Stately mindful of all his dignity, as human being, a king 
and a Greek, entered among them 
Angrily to fetch his mother. Agave cried out: 
“Sisters, a lion stalking us, a wild beast of the pinewood, or 
is it a wolf?” She, leading eagerly, 
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Full of the courage that the God had taught them, rushed 
on her son not known, and the others raging . 

Joined her; the frantic voices, the tearing fingers, the teet 
and the madness... 


The God and his people went down 
Toward Thebes, Agave dancing before them, the head of 
her son the triumph in her hands, the beard and the 
blood: 
“A lion I have killed in the mountain, 
Thebans, the head of a lion my own hands hunted, 
With my hands, a lion!” 


Poetry, A Magazine of Verse RoBINsON JEFFERS 


HURT HAWKS 
I 


The broken pillar of the wing jags from the clotted shoulder, 

The wing trails like a banner in defeat, 

No more to use the sky forever but live with famine 

And pain a few days: cat nor coyote 

Will shorten the week of waiting for death, there is game 
without talons. 

He stands under the oak-bush and waits 

The lame feet of salvation; at night he remembers freedom 

And flies in a dream, the dawns ruin it. 

He is strong and pain is worse to the strong, incapacity is 
worse. 

The curs of the day come and torment him 

At distance, no power but death the redeemer will humble 
that head, 

The intrepid readiness, the terrible eyes. 

The wild God of the world is sometimes merciful to those 

That ask mercy, not often to the arrogant. 

You do not know him, you communal people, or you have 
forgotten him; 

Intemperate and savage, the hawk remembers him; 

Beautiful and wild, the hawks, and men that are dying, re- 
member him. 
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Il 


I’d sooner, except the penalties, kill a man than a hawk; 
but the great redtail 

Had nothing left but unable misery 

From the bones too shattered for mending, the wing that 
trailed under his talons when he moved. 

We had fed him six weeks, I gave him freedom, 

He wandered over the foreland hill and returned in the 
evening, asking for death, 

Not like a beggar, still eyed with the old 

Implacable arrogance. I gave him the lead gift in the twi- 
light. What fell was relaxed, 

Owl-downy, soft feminine feathers: but what 

Soared: the fierce rush: the night-herons by the flooded river 
cried fear at its rising 

Before it was quite unsheathed from reality. 


The Nation RoBInsoN JEFFERS 


TO A YOUNG ARTIST 


It is good for strength not to be merciful 

To its own weakness, good for the deep urn to run over, good 
to explore 

The peaks and the deeps, who can endure it, 

Good to be hurt, who can be healed afterward: but you that 
have whetted consciousness 

Too bitter an edge, too keenly daring, 

So that the color of a leaf can make you tremble and your 
own thoughts like harriers 

Tear the live mind: were your bones mountains, 

Your blood rivers to endure it? and all that labor of dis- 
cipline labors to death. 

Delight is exquisite, pain is more present; 

You have sold the armor, you have bought shining with 
burning, one should be stronger than strength 

To fight baresark in the stabbing field 

In the rage of the stars: the world’s unconsciousness is the 
treasure, the tower, the fortress; 

Referred to that one may live anything; 
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The temple and the tower: poor dancer on the flints and 
shards in the temple porches turn home. 


The Nation RoBInson JEFFERS 


HUB 


This is the proud one, the high-and-mighty, the cultural one, 
the valhalla of calm memories and prim complacences; 
this is the shrine of the slim-bellied gods, 
very grave in their day. 


Boston! the name surges and billows; 
it is a bombardment in a breath; 
a cameo of symmetrical doorways and 
narrow chiselled streets. 


Z 


Emerson and Hawthorne and Edgar Poe, 
Garrison and Phillips and John L. Sullivan, 
and before them, Hancock 

. and Adams. 


There are pictures, 
pictures of ships coming into the harbor 
with their sails glistening in the sun; 
pictures of old taverns 
with the wine running freely; 
pictures of dusty stages 
rattling over the cobblestones 
bound for Salem and Newburyport. 
This is an old song, 
a song borne away on the salt wind, 
without any jazz in it. 


Salt winds are pointed like steel daggers, 
sweeping in from the east, out of the 
harbor, over Faneuil Hall, cradle of 
liberty and tomb of dead pigs, over 
Beacon Hill and the glitter of the 
State House dome. 
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It is a quiet town in the guidebooks; 
galoshes and green felt bags, 
lavender and old lace, 
a quiet town, a polite little place 
with a great many curtains drawn 
—in the guidebooks, 
And yesterday I saw an old man 
in the Public Gardens 
looking at the swans 
through smoked glasses. 


3 


Boston is a stiff-necked dowager 
with leg-o’-mutton sleeves and a 
purple tocque, preening herself 
before a cracked mirror. 


Japm: The Poetry Weekly OLIVER JENKINS 


PRODIGY 


Lovely child!— 
She scribbled verses 
Sitting on the laps 
Of nurses. 


Erudite 

And old at seven, 
She fathomed hell 
And pierced heaven. 


Earth remained 
Safe from her prying .. . 
Until she conquered it 
By dying. 
Poetry, A Magazine of Verse OLIVER JENKINS 
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A CAROL OF COLOR 


(As the brown races see it) 


(This carol uses the tradition, made familiar by BEN Hour, 
that the three wise men came from Egypt, India and Greece; 
thus typifying the worship of the Christ-child by the black, 


brown and white races.) 


“JT may not sleep in Bethlehem, 
Your inns would turn me back— 

Because,” said Balthazar, unsmiling, 
“My skin is black.” 


“J may not eat in Bethlehem, 
Your inns would frown me down 
Because,” said Melchior, uncomplaining, 
“My skin is brown.” 


“Alone I ride to Bethlehem, 
Alone I there alight, 

Because,” cried Gaspar, all unheeding, 
“My skin is white.” 





Not one, nor two, but three they came, 
To kneel at Bethlehem, 

And there a brown-faced Christ-child, laughing, 
Welcomed them. 


Opportunity Mary JENNESS 


THE GULLS KNOW BEST 


They overhung our diligence until 

The tide began to push us back, and then 

The beach was theirs, freely to take their fill 

Of what we would not give the sea again. 

It was a curious thing to note how well 

Necessity had fitted them to wrest 

The savory morsel from the stubborn shell; 

And as I watched I thought: The gulls know best. 
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They are the shrewder salvagers who let 

Our spade precede them, who despise our shift 

Of building driftwood fires. Their beaks are set 

On quicker feasts, whetted on wiser thrift. 

These broken shells dropped where the surf heaves in 
Among the rocks tell where the gulls have been. 


The Nation Lestize NELson JENNINGS 


A FIR-TREE PRAYS 


Dear God, I am not wise, I’d rather be 
For one bright day of shining ecstasy 

A Christmas Tree, 

Than left forever on this quiet hill 

With naught but sun and starlight to fulfil 
My destiny. 


I am not wise, dear God, for I would wear 
A thousand tapers lit to make me fair, 

And in that radiance bear 

Rejoicing—one frail harvest of delight, 

My robe of tinsel marvellously white, 

Bright toys and glittering angels bending me, 
A Christmas Tree. 


Lord God, forgiveness! —Yet I ask to be 

This fragile thing of mortal revelry, 

For merriment and laughing children’s glee— 

To lose the gracious heritage I know, 

The strength of winds, the gentle ways of snow, 
Rain-scent, and robins, and the stir of dawn, 
Z£ons of solemn loveliness foregone, 

My birthright lost, please God—a Christmas Tree! 
And only death for immortality. 


Scribner's Magazine ANNE Pace JoHNs 


HOPE 


Something for each of us 
Surely somewhere, 
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Something the soul needs infinitely there. 
So press through the dark 

Through the gloom, through the rain 
Life holds a balm 

For each ravishing pain. 


Something for each of us! 

Do not despair— 

There’s a heart to your answering 
Fully—somewhere. 

Press on through the dark 

With a smile on your face— 

The something you long for 
Awaits your embrace. 


The Crisis Gerorcia Douc tas JoHNsoN 


“DIE DOWN, BRIGHT FOUNTAIN” 


Die down, bright fountain, 
Your brief time is over. 
The stone is sealing you and dead leaves cover. 


Was it not glorious when you sprang toward heaven, 
Free in the sun and air, while ever upward 

Thrust the clear waters—after bondage finding 

The perfect rhythm of your life’s intent! 


(How beautiful you were too, all unknowing, 
Flashing with rainbows, jewelled in the moonlight, 
Bringing us freshness, dews for green things thirsting, 
The lovely sound of water on the air.) 


Die down, wild flame, 

The time has come for ashes, 

Cold rains are falling now and strong feet pressing— 
(Oh heavy feet that tread a flame to ashes! ) 


Was it not ecstasy to feel your power 
Thrill the dark wood, and in its heart discover 
The hidden stores of summer, set them free 
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In blue and scarlet, multiform and moving, 
Mingling and melting, lifting ever higher 
Burning with beauty, giver and gift in one! 


(Ah, how you warmed us too, and made our spirits 
Leap to meet yours as life replied to life, 
In warmth and flame and beauty, dear and brief!) 


And you, my dream— 

Go down to dust, for never flame or fountain 

Shall spring from you—the stones are all too heavy, 
The rains that quench shall never cease from falling, 
And I alone shall know what strives forever 

Deep in my heart! 


The Harp JosEPHINE JOHNSON 


BALLAD OF THE OLD WOMAN 


She was an old woman in a dirty old dress. 
Never did we prison her in thoughts of loveliness. 


She was an old woman in a torn old gown, 
Living in a shanty on the edge of the town. 


Hands and hair and face of her, all as drab as dust; 
We said, “We'll never look at her except when we must.” 


We said, “We'll never look at her, ever any more, 
Except to give her charity at the back door.” 


And so we didn’t know for a long, long space 
Of her young, young eyes in her old, old face. 


Until one day in our curving pewter bowl, 
She found honeysuckle and showed us her soul. 


She handed back our food-gifts; she said, “If you please, 
An’ it hain’t askin? TOO much—l’ll take these!” 


She took the honeysuckle in her stiff, brown fingers. 
She was like an old stove where flame still lingers. 
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It was then we noticed that the thoughts within her eyes 
Were blue-painted pictures of remembered paradise. 


She told us in her thin voice of cracked bells rung, 
“Every Sunday mornin’ when I wuz tall an’ young, 


“Boys an’ girls together, after Meetin’ hour, 
Roamed the mountain thickets for the honeysuckle flower, 


“Roamed the shady thickets every Sunday in the Spring 
An? filled the mountin cabins with the blossoms we’d bring, 


“Filled with weekly whiteness an’ sweetness an’? bloom 
The pitcher on the dresser in the little cabin room.” 


She wouldn’t take a thing besides the flowers that day. 
“Sort of buy the flowers,” she said. “I’d like to pay.” 


She’s just an old woman in a dirty old dress, 
But even she has walked the paths that lead to loveliness. 


American Poetry Magazine SipDIE JoE JoHNsoON 


WE ARE THREE JOLLY RIVER BOYS 
(Walking Song) 


We are three jolly river boys 
As ever you will see, 

We’re on our way to Brandy Pond 
Tra la, tra luddy dee! 


We're full of fun and frolicksome, 
As full as you will see, 

We’re on our way to Brandy Pond 
Tra la, tra luddy dee! 


We’ve parted from our mammas dear, 
As dear as you will see, 

We’re on our way to Brandy Pond 
Tra la, tra luddy dee! 
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We’ve parted from our papas stern, 
As stern as you will see, 

We’re on our way to Brandy Pond 
Tra la, tra luddy dee! 


We’ve parted from our sisters fair, 
As fair as you will see, 

We’re on our way to Brandy Pond 
Tra la, tra luddy dee! 


We’ve parted from our brothers brave, 
As brave as you will see, 

We're on our way to Brandy Pond 
Tra la, tra luddy dee! 


We've parted from our own true loves, 
As true as you will see, 

We're on our way to Brandy Pond 
Tra la, tra luddy dee! 


We’ve parted from the parson grave, 
As grave as you will see, 

We’re on our way to Brandy Pond 
Tra la, tra luddy dee! 


We've parted all for hoss-meat tough, 
As tough as you will see, 

We’re on our way to Brandy Pond 
Tra la, tra luddy dee! 


We've parted all for codfish old, 
As old as you will see, 

We’re on our way to Brandy Pond 
Tra la, tra luddy dee! 


We've parted all for butter strong, 
As strong as you will see, 

We’re on our way to Brandy Pond 
Tra la, tra luddy dee! 


We've parted all for lammies sweet, 
As sweet as you will see, 

We’re on our way. to Brandy Pond 
Tra la, tra luddy dee! 
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We've parted all for wages good, 
As good as you will see, 

We're on our way to Brandy Pond 
Tra la, tra luddy dee! 


We're full of fun and frolicksome, 
As full as you will see, 

We're on our way to Brandy Pond 
Tra la, tra luddy dee! 


We are three jolly rover boys 
As ever you will see, 

We're on our way to Brandy Pond 
Tra la, tra luddy dee! 


The Forester ALEXANDER JONES 


ON THE HEADWORKS 


*Twuz when we manned the Racer in the Little Guagus 
Stream, 

An’ kept awake by singin’ or a whistlin’ the Devil’s Dream, 

Three nights, two days o’ strainin’ to “Give us a damned taut 
line!” 

When jest the Boss’s holler “A// gone!” seemed a yell divine; 

When Bert, he give us tenor, an’ he give us bass fer change, 

In “Whack fa lu re lardy O!” an’ no one beat his range: 

*Twuz then that Frenchy started up his foolery, so’s to say, 

An’ made his dayboo singin’, hell, we almost passed away! 


*Twuz when our eyes ware crampin’ fer them forty winks 0” 
sleep, 

An’ “Wind away!” on top o° that come on us in a heap; 
When spit ware on the anchor an’ there wan’t no goin’ back, 
Fer throwin’ shots the Racer’s crew had seven kinds o’ knack! 
When luck pulled at the oars with us in that old, blue batteau, 
An’ Rebel, he had cat’s eyes, an’ he knowed jest where to go, 
That Young Monroe ware sung to us, an’ made the echoes ring, 
But Frenchy owned the Guagus when he up an’ sot to sing! 
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“O} de water, he come rolliw down, 
Frank Bob-bo-lee, 
Frank Bob-bo-lo! 

An Frank slipped his foot aw he go drown, 
Frank Bob-bo-lee, 
Frank Bob-bo-lo, 
Frank Bob-bo-les, 
Frank Bob-bo-lo! 


“Oh, we try git heem out, but Frank git drown, 
Frank Bob-bo-lee, 
Frank Bob-bo-lo! 
Aw de log, he pile up all arouw 
Frank Bob-bo-lee, 
Frank Bob-bo-lo, 
Frank Bob-bo-lee, 
Frank Bob-bo-lo!” 


An’ when the boom wuz drawed an’ hitched up solid to the 
Dam, 

An’ water started foamin’ an’ the logs begun to ram; 

An’ when the sluice wuz opened an’ the men had manned 
the stream 

We, maybe, worked the capson, but we worked it in a dream, 

Fer asleep had closed the trip fer us, an’ we slept like a sog, 

Nor cared no more fer “Dam dlowed!” than a skeeter in a 
bog; 

But, Boys, when cook had waked us up an’ grubbed us, slick’s 
a King, 

We got our hearts sot back in us by hearin’ Frenchy sing! 


The Forester ALEXANDER JONES 


THE SONG OF FAIR KATE LORING 


Come all you pretty maidens from wherever you may be, 
Pll sing of fair Kate Loring if you'll listen unto me! 
Fair Katie loved young Rodney more than any man alive, 
When he to earn his livin’ went an’ hired on the Drive, 
Aw sing fa lu re lardy O, 
Sing fa lu re la! 
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Ere Rodney went Up River unto Katie he did say, 
“When I come off the River we will name the weddin’ day! 
Be not heartbroken, Katie, for I'll make you then my bride!” 
An’ long he mournful kissed her an’ pressed her to his side, 
Aw sing fa lu re lardy O, 
Sing fa lu re la! 


Young Rodney he ware knowin’ an’ he never took no lip; 
An’ no one’s yell ware quicker than young Rodney’s “Close 
the trip!” 
“Twas hard he worked for Katie on the Little Guagus Stream, 
Nor had he many chances of his Katie for to dream, 
Aw sing fa lu re lardy O, 
Sing fa lu re la! 


Our Kate ware young an’ handsome as any maid can be, 
An’ many damsels looked on her stone-cold with jealousy; 
But one there ware who made her mind to do fair Katie harm, 
For she ware soft on Rodney an’ her heart was devill’d warm, 
Aw sing fa lu re lardy O, 
Sing fa lu re la! 


While Rodney worked for Katic, bad news by Grace was 
spread: 
Grace said he’d got another girl whose hair was awful red; 
An’ Katie heard the story, an’ ware sad as sad could be; 
She wept by night an’ tried by day to hide her mysery, 
Aw sing fa lu re lardy O, 
Sing fa lu re la! 


Now Gracie, not contented-like, to break poor Katie’s heart, 
Must snicker as she passed her an’ each time shoot poisoned 
dart! 

Fair Katie sought to flout her an’ to hide her grief an’ pain, 
But she so soon heartbroken grew, she found it ware in vain, 
Aw sing fa lu re lardy O, 

Sing fa lu re la! 


One day our Kate felt awful reflectin’ on her fate 
In losin’ her young Rodney that ware to ’uve been her mate: 
So down she sot her sudden an’ her folks she sadly wrote, 
Then rose an’ got a razor an’ she slashed her fair, white throat! 
Aw sing fa lure lardy O, 
Sing fa lu re la! 
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A neighbor came to borrow of a new baked apple pie: 
Oh, fearful, fearful was the sight that met old Sarah’s eye! 
Fair Katie lay a gurglin’ out her life blood that run slow— 
Just where to cut the jug-lar vein fair Katie did not know! 
Aw sing fa lu re lardy O, 
Sing fa lu re la! 


Old Sarah ware a good hand at doctorin’ up the sick; 
She sot to stop the flow of blood an’ stop it mighty quick; 
So when the Doctor hurried there our Katie sadly sighed, 
An’ turned her face unto the wall an’ wished she’d gone an’ 
died, 
Aw sing fa lu re lardy O, 
Sing fa lu re la! 


Young Rodney heard the story, packed his Kennebecker up, 
Nor spoke he word at Buck Horn nor stayed he there to sup, 
But straight he went to Katie just as fast as he could go, 
An? walked he fast an’ faster with his heart a seat of woe, 
Aw sing fa lu re lardy O, 
Sing fa lu re la! 


When Rodney reached poor Katie she spoke to him no word, 
But everything young Rodney said she listened to an’ heard. 
Alas! no more would anyone hear Katie speak again: 
Forever she must whisper of her boyndin’ joy an’ pain, 

Aw sing fa lu re lardy O, 

Sing fa lu re la! 


Young Rodney kissed fair Katie, as he loudly to her said, 
“Come, come, my dearest Katie, we'll go an’ now be wed! 
An’ on your throat, dear Katie, you shall wear a velvet band, 
An’ we’ll go seek our fortunes in a far an’ Western land!” 
Aw sing fa lu re lardy O, 
Sing fa lu re la! 


Come all you pretty maidens and I pray you draw up near: 
The moral of my ditty is a-one I’d have you hear! 
Take warnin’ by fair Katie an’ believe your lovers true— 
But don’t go cuttin’ of your throats, whatever else you do! 
Aw sing fa lure lardy O, 
Sing fa lu re la! 


The Forester ALEXANDER JONES 
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IN THE CREW OF RED MACPHEE 


Come all you jolly shanty boys and listen for a while, 

And [ll sing you a song of young Coffee from old Prince 
Edward Isle, 

Who landed up in Bull Hill, a weary, cold blue-nose, 

His Sherlock’s slung upon his back, his socks out at the toes; 

Young Coffee’s heart was pining, was pining for his home, 

His father and his mother, so far was he aroam; 

To earn of river wages he’d hired with MacPhee 

Who drove the Union River for Big Demmit Jim M-C. 


“Yer say yer name is Coffee? 
But I claim it is tay—” 
Fell chill as icy mountains 
From the lips of Bung ODay. 
“Yes, Sir, my name is Coffee, 
And Coffee it will stay!” 
Whereupon he rared and licked 
The bully Bung O’Day. 


Then our bold and brave young Coffee, his face he went an’ 
washed, 

And ate him of his supper while O’Day loud groaned and 
goshed, 

And hollered “Tay it is and tay it is, or I will eat my shirt!” 

Till Roderick MacDonald cried, “My boy, you'll eat but 
dirt! 

Go set you off to Ellsworth and bring me back a load 

Of salt pork and old codfish to pay me for your board!” 

’Tis Muck, here, I'll sick on him ter whang him up ter grace 

And wreck for this young P. I. the joy that’s on his face!” 


“Yer say yer name is Coffee?” 
Muck spoke up, seeing red, 
“But I agree with Bung O’Day 
That it is tay instead!” 
“Yes, Sir, my name is Coffee!” 
And then he rammed his head 
And jabbed of Muck’s rummed vittles 
And they lugged Muck off to bed. 
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Then out come Mister Emery from his front office door, 

And says, “Now, boys, this ain’t no place for spilling of your 
gore! 

Get off my fair front-door yard, you fighting cockereens, 

And settle it among yourselves where Johnny cooks the beans!” 

We know our brave young Coffee was sore enough to die 

Or else he’d stayed to bask in bliss of Jenny’s roving eye. 

By moonlight he reached Great Pond, and found the wangan 
there, 


To roll out with the birdies, as yelled the Great O’Hare, 


“Yer say yer name is Coffee? 
’Tis Coffee ye’d be called? 
But tay it is, wake tay it is!” 
The Great O’Hare loud bawled. 
“Yes, Sir, my name is Coffee!” 
And up he off and hauled, 
And lived to laugh at Great O’Hare 
That in the ashes sprawled. 


Then did our brave young Coffee put on his new caulked 
boots, 

And roared he to them river boys, “(Come on you big galoots! 

Come one, come two, come three, come four,—come on the 
whole darn lot 

As says its tea and not Coffee that’s b’iling in the pot!” 

At that those jolly river boys did give a mighty cheer 

And yell, “’Tis Coffee, Coffee, boy, as long as you drive 
here!” 

O’Hare he knocked the ashes off and rubbed his aching chin, 

Then went and shook young Coffee’s hand and said he with 


a grin, 


“Yer say yer name is Coffee? 
Tis Coffee, then,” said he, 
And woe betide the darlint boys 
As lodges of yer tree!” 
“Yes, Sir, my name is Coffee, 
And pleased I am to see 
Tl] card the logs as Coffee 
In the crew of Red MacPhee!” 


The Forester ALEXANDER JONES 
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QUATRAINS 


I 


Crocus and cowslip from earth’s riven tomb 
Flower in the sun; but thou, O soul, shalt bloom, 
Waked by the Star of that perpetual Spring, 
Beyond the seed-time and the harvesting. 


II 


In blossoms on the sun-warmed apple bough 

And springing corn where passed the autumn plough 
The sons of earth still hear the deathless cry, 
“No seed is quickened save it fall and die.” 


Ill 


Love answereth love—in trusting patience wait 
As one who lingers by a garden gate, 
Expectant of the day when doubt and woe 
Will vanish as the fleeting April snow. 


IV 


Faith is the cliff on which the weak wave breaks, 
The tree around whose might frail tendrils twine, 
In cloudy skies it sets a starry sign, 

And in the sorrowing soul an altar makes, 


Vv 
Darkness brings doubt when with the fall of night 


Steals hollow silence and wild shadows start; 
Then, as the rising moon, let Faith’s pure light 
Flame from the holy altar in thy heart. 


VI 


As quietly as dawns the day’s first flush, 

As buds unfolding when the warm rains cease, 
As stars that gather in the twilight hush— 

So comes the knowledge of Eternal Peace. 
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VII 


Immortal Love is like a shoreless sea, 
As boundless as ethereal realms of air; 
The soul doth like an island tranquilly 
Rest in Its hollowed beauty unaware. 


Vil 


As light behind a cloud of lilac rain, 
Like stars above a night of lonely fears, 
The spirits of the vanished live again— 
Naught hides them save the shadow of thy tears. 


IX 


For Hope is like the winds that lightly blow 
Out of the lingering sunset’s golden bar, 
Lifting the woodland’s wealth of leaves to show 
The shining wonder of the evening star. 


X 


Death is a starlit dusk to one who sees 
The winter field with gleaming wings astir, 
And in a dawn of foam-white apple trees 
Beholds the angel by earth’s sepulchre. 


XI 


For time is like a river rushing free, 
Or like the first faint star that heralds night; 
One mingles with the vastness of the sea, 
The other merges in the Greater Light. 


XII 


The farthest wave will reach land’s rock-crowned crest, 
The last year’s leaves merge with Spring’s teeming sod, 
Dawn’s scattered light is gathered in the west, 
And birth and death begin and end in God. 


The Boston Evening Transcript Tuomas S. Jones, Jr. 
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NORTHERN DEATH 


Against the promise of the meagre sun, 

They set the chances of their shrinking store 

Of food surviving till the blessed thaw. 

The wood-pile, that had loomed so large before, 
Seemed dwindled, much as though some parasite 
Of fuel had gorged himself and, so replete, 
Gone out to brave the hunger of the night. 


From either window, to the north or south, 
The long reiteration of the snow 

Stretched dismal leagues of cold monotony, 
Disturbed but by those sad blue winds that blow 
Sharp silhouettes of drifts against the sky, 
Dull gray, a dirty circus canvas spread 

Above the prisoned drama of their lives, 

With everything in sight asleep or dead. 


When spring has sent her quivering touch again, 
They break no sun-splashed trail to liberty, 

They set no crackling, spiritizing song 

To echo far across the thawing lea. 

The grubbing tools they stored behind the door 
Remain untouched, except by crafty rust. 

They sleep to wake and sleep again no more. 


Voices ARTHUR JONSON 


RUN-SHEEP-RUN 


Light little elves came out to dine. 
White silk blossoms, they ate, and wine; 
Rhubarb torn from the wet earth’s black, 
Plaited salads of columbine. 

It was nine o’clock, and the sun 

Pulled its cloud-quilt over its head, 

Out where the tingling wires bled 
Songs and threnes through the tired day. 


They whispered faint and scampered across 
Wet green lots where the grass was dross . . 


207 


Run-Sheep-Sheepy . . . Out of the moon 
Cool little lambs came down too soon— 
Old Man Wiley saw them dance. 

(He’d brow-beaten his girl at noon) 

He saw their dew-lapped tails wag round: 
Run-Sheep-Run . . . A funny bright sound! 
Old Man Wiley heard the feet 

Young and eager, panting along. 
Clickerty-clacker beside his well— 
Strumming the weird, prophetic song: 
Come, little lambs! The trees are dark— 
One red light in the courthouse park! 

All of the moths swing silver fiddles 
There in the shade, and tell you riddles... 
Where to hide, where to hide? 

Up in Old Man Wiley’s mow! 

Ghosts will welcome you inside, 

Seated on dusty coil and plow. 

Come tin-footed, coy and slyly, 

Creep like a gray cat stepping highly 
Into the dusty-scented mow— 


Hide away from Old Man Wiley! 


In from the prairie, there came a lark; 
Lit and sang in the courthouse park. 

All of the children sat and listened, 
Laughed at the gossip the lark pealed out, 
Cheered in fun as its tear drops glistened! 
Little feet, thin feet flew away 

Over the town. They raced to play 
Run-Sheep-Run till the cold dawn came . . 
One would die on a railroad train, 

One of pneumonia caught in the rain, 

One of the flu in the Q. M. C— 

One of a sad, tubercular pain. 

But up they danced past the midnight windows— 
Squatting in peace like infant Hindus! 

All of them hid in the vine pressed trees, 
Bedded by laughter, caught by a sneeze! 


Old Man Wiley sneered and glared 
Till day marched out with a cold sword bared, 
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Butchered the lambs, and made their tomb 
And swept the blood with a sunshine broom. 
Run-Sheep-Sheepy . . . His daughter wept; 
His sour wife turned on her side and slept— 
Cold face, fierce face, fat face laden. 
Nobody knew of her soul except, 

The harsh old man and the curséd maiden. 


Hidden in bells, the children laughed 
As pansies washed their lips in the dew. 


Light foot, silk foot under the sun— 
Old Man Wiley: Run-Sheep-Run . . . 


Voices MacKinuay Kantor 


THE LAST BOAR 


Pigs with fect like the feet of wolves, 

Pigs with eyes of the dead— 

But never such pig with brindled fur, 

To shake the swamp with his tread! 

(With his marshy grunt out under the fog, 
With the gloat of a sabred prowl) 

This was the boar of the Winnesheik: 

He carried a fiend in his bowel! 


He ran at the Sioux, he ran at the Sioux 

And they fled with the gasp of deer— 

(For never such eyes in the thunder-yell, 

And never such sickles sheer)! 

Feathered away to the minty pines 

They ran on their toes torn red, 

And the black cranes chuckled to see them go; 

The black cranes laughed—for they loved him so. . . 
They perched on his pirate head. 


He is tall as an oak, as wide as a bull, 
As hot as a drunken rape; 
He has scolded the fox squirrels from the trees 
And sewn them into a cape— 
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A wool-warm robe that will shield his skin 
From the breath of the polar bears... . 
No—oh, never, such legs of ash! 

Where the cattle roar and the rats are rash, 
He has gone to breed with the mares. 


Herded out 

To the coyote sun, 

Skulking along the plain— 

‘The coon face watched him go, him go; 

The rabbits hid, for they feared him so... . 
And he galloped into the rain, 

A pig foot gorgon loping west 

Under the grass and the grouse’s nest. . 

And the rifle men have summoned the rest 

To trap against his heels. 


Roar, roar! In the Winnesheik 

They blooded his leather neck: 

Rifles spurting into his heart 

To cut him down as a wreck. 

The wild ones go to the umber smoke— 
The Sauks and the Foxes, too, 

And all of the cranes and crippled pigs 
Crawling west in a stew. . . 

Bawling out to the pupeee clouds, 
Dying along the way, 

Geese and panthers—Indian crowds 
Dying, as still they pray. 


Boar, boar of the Winnesheik, 

Knifed to a stringy ham 

With evil hide that would tent a town— 
Never you give a damn. 

Never you prowl on the windy ridge. 
But I will spot your ghost— 
Whooping, race to the rifle men 

As I had seen a host: 


“Batten your windows, bar your door! 
Far in the swamp I saw a boar!” 


American Poetry Magazine MacKinuay Kantor 
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THE FARMER’S WIFE 


My lot it is to stay at home, while you 
Are off to town this lovely day in June. 
Oh yes, you tell me that I can go too, 
When all the young chicks must be fed at noon. 
And you will buy the wonderful new Ford, 
And pass the time of day with all the men, 
And stand with one foot on the running board, 
And talk about your prize hog in the pen. 


Here, fix your tie, and let me smooth your hair, 
Now don’t forget the ribbon, palest pink, 
To trim the dress I’m making for the fair— 
And get the beef and groceries—Let me think— 

That’s all I want, the ribbon will be high. 
Oh, get some hairpins—Kiss the baby—Bye. 


The Granite Monthly Lituian Sut Krrecu 


LINES TO A SHIP-MODEL 


(For sale in a Provincetown Antique Shop) 


You’ve just returned from voyaging somewhere 
Over a purple sea with shining prow; 

You can’t deceive my eyes by sitting now 
Diminished to a model but hand-square: 

Last night I voyaged too: I saw the air 

Pushing your canvas, big; and I saw how 

Your skysails glistened in the morning’s brow— 
For was I not your sailor, climbing there? 


They think that I spent all night couched in bed, 
You, in your window: that my ordered ways 
Are as my pen moves; as they’re sure that you 
Are but a toy—but what great dawns are red 
Over lone wastes, what ocean-whelmed days, 
We know, and fool them from the secret too! 


The Saturday Review of Literature Harry Kemp 
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ETCHING 


I know a hill where a pine tree perches 
On a rocky ledge, in a grove of birches, 
Silver birches, that seem to listen, 
Leaning aslant. Their long trunks glisten, 
Touched by nature, the magic tinter, 
Pale harp-strings for the winds of winter; 
Which, swaying, hold exquisite traces 
Of delicate twigs, like filmy laces 

On the amber sky, where sunset lingers. 
Hemlocks point, with grave, dark fingers 
Where gleaming Vega, pale amethyst, 
Keeps, near the zenith, her ancient tryst. 


The Commonweal BirancHEe Wuitinc KEYsNER 


BLACK ORCHARDS 


The frustrate orchards darkly hold 
Their futile boughs, now bare 

Of leaves and fruit of smoky gold, 
Against the snowing air. 


Too tired of sun and harvest dust 
To think of bird and bloom, 

The branches, bent to snowy crust, 
Accept the crystal gloom. 


The storm-black trees are frozen tight 

In winter’s icy rest, 

While root-end dreams lie, cold as night, 
Deep in the lean earth’s breast. 


Like mothers worn by births that freeze 
Their passions mute and dark, 

Trees, done awhile with fruit and leaves, 
Are tired in root and bark. 


Poetry, A Magazine of Verse Wa TER Evans Kipp 
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NEW ENGLAND BACHELOR 


A gaunt arm crooked upon a wall-side stump, 
He gazes at his shanty in a clump 

Of hemlock scrubs; at fallow yet to plow; 
And at his team tied to an apple bough. 


Snow’s over now except a grimy drift 

Beneath the hillside orchard boughs that lift 
Their twigs of meagre bloom, with glimpses, dark 
Between the petal-waste, of cold rough bark. 


For fifty years he’s tilled the rusty soil, 

But paltry crops have cheated half his toil. 

The years have left their winter in his bones 
Till he is like a tree that lives on stones. 


Now that the branches of his dream can bear 
But stunted bloom to brave the frosty air, 

New England claims the fruit—no orchard tree 
Being more rooted in her ground than he. 


Poetry, A Magazine of Verse Water Evans Kipp 


SPRING 


Spring is a lovely greyness 
Here and there, 

Veiling white and green 

In the chill air; 


Violets, a queen’s robe 
Laid over a bank, 

Flung out of dark mould 
Cold and dank; 


Dandelions laughing 
Back at the sun, 

Warm as desire 

That glows and is gone; 
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Hope _half-fledged— 
A bird in ‘the nest— 
Sorrow as old 


As the child at the breast. 


The North American Review Satty Bruce KiInsoLvinc 


FIVE CHARACTERS 
I. AHAsSUERUS 


Set in the jeweled fore-part of his crown 
A naked innuendo cameo 
Of his loved empress shone in purple glow... . 
And when a ray of light was on it thrown, 
It smiled as if it knew what was not known... . 
The king arose, and swaying to and fro 
Raised up his goblet, quaffed it. . . . Let wine flow! 
And then he sank upon his cushioned throne. 
Drink! drink, my satraps! drink my nobles! drink! 
And let me fill again this cup of mine... . 
He rose again but once again to sink, 
And drooped his head, his whole crown making sign, 
And stared into the bottom of his drink, 
And saw his Vashti smiling from the wine. . 


Il. Vasutt 


The chamberlain burst on the royal feast 
Of Vashti, and he caught the women flushed 
With wine and maiden-pleasure. They all blushed. . . . 
But Vashti did not blush, not in the least. 
The chamberlain, as solemn as a priest, 
Delivered the king’s oracle, and hushed 
The hall. Then Vashti’s blood boiled, rushed 
Into her face, but she was pale as East 
Before the worshipers may praise the dawn, 
As pale as Shushan-lilies in moonlight— 
“The king shall not see me, a naked swan. . . .” 
She faltered, weeping almost, but not quite. 
The chamberlain looked closer; deathly wan 
She was not pale. No. She was leprous, white... . 
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Ill. Esruer 


Queen Esther is out walking in the garden, 

Yet all the wise men, knowers of the seasons, 

Are watching for some new star’s sudden naissance, 
While Esther is out walking in the garden... . 
Hadassah is out walking in the garden 

And every rose is wafting forth its reasons 

For love of life, and the entire pleasance 
Is whispering the secrets of her pardon... . 

The king has seen his queen, alone, and facing 
His palace and the moonlight. He does lust her, 

—So beautiful and mine— His wild love racing 
Into his lips, how Persian-hot he kissed her, 

Giving her his scepter, and embracing: 

“What wilt thou? what is thy request, my Esther? .. . 


IV. Morpvecat 


He reverenced no idol, nor of gold, 

Nor silver, certainly not one of flesh. 

He was not snared within the common mesh 
Of hero-worshiping, by being told... . 
Had he not justly loyally revealed 

The plot of Bigthana and loud Teresh? 

Were they not hung upon a single leash 
From either end? Had he not thus unsealed 

The king’s death? Was he not a king’s grandson? 
So Mordecai was bold and cringeless proud. 

And now when Haman passed, though everyone 
Fell prostrate in a belly-walking crowd, 

Haman and Mordecai erect alone, 
No one could tell for whom the people bowed... . 


V. Haman 


How lividly he looks, obliviously! .. . 
How eagerly he stares at endlessness, 
Enchanted by the accolade-caress 

Of hempen rope swung from a gallows-tree. . 

Whenever breezes shake him carelessly, 
Dangling, he remonstrates a brief distress 
By clicking teeth, and gurgling to express 
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A last thought . . . Starkness stiffens cap-a-pie. 
And that is Haman whom the king delights 
To honor. . . . He has raised him and assigned 
Him place amongst the high . . . the raven-flights. 
There’s his coveted horse—Where? —Are you blind? 
Do you not see him sway in startling plights, 
Curvetting on the Charger of the Wind? . . 


The Menorah Journal ABRAHAM M,. Kietn 


THE SHADOW 


They’re out at last, the words not said; 
V’ve lied and lied with silence, too. 

In January I came to dread 

Your narrow look—this grew and grew, 
This lovely thing . . . 1 often reached 
With careful hand and felt the air 

And feeling nothing, almost screeched, 
For he was surely sitting there. 

And even when you chopped away 

The chair where he would come and sit,— 
Three chairs block up a room, you’d say, 
Then one night made quick work of it— 
He still was there . . . no neighbors came, 
You saw to that; no one passed by, 

I almost could not speak my name . . 

You broke the looking-glass, don’t lie, 

I hid the little piece behind 

The farthest board out in the shed, 

You think there’s something I can’t find? 
Why, yes, there is, the shadow said. 

And that was how it came about, 

I'd only have to think that way, 

You'll never know what ewe shut out, 
When you went into town that day. 

She’s safe, /ocked in, you thought, but we, 
We almost danced the rafters down . 
Why, he is all that you might be, .. . 
Youw’ll search and search the farthest town . 
Find shadows under apple trees, 
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Go search forever, look behind 
The other locks, the other keys, 
Yes, there is something you can’t find. 


Voices ExLrEanor C. Kornic 


THE GRAVE WOMAN 


Scene—In the gate-house of a country cemetery. 
Anne. How dy’e do—it’s only me... . 


Mary. Well, of all the ones in the world to see! 
To think of you coming through my door, 
You’ve never been this way before. 


Anne. Do you see each one that passes by? 


Mary. Why yes, why yes, with my waking eye 
And my sleeping eye—so my mother said. 
I suppose it’s from living near the dead 
And hearing and seeing so many things. 


Anne. Do you hear and see so many things? 


Mary. Why, yes I do—put your hat 6n the bed— 
I suppose I hear things, as I said. 
Folks seem to place some faith in me, 
From living here so long, you see, 
All my life, and my folks ’way back— 
So you know I won’t mind your mourning black. 
And once, as maybe you sometime heard, 
I slept on a grave—fell asleep; the word 
Passed ’round—just got around somehow— 
And hurt me marrying—I don’t mind now— 


Anne. Oh, marrying, perhaps you’re not hurt that way— 


Mary. What’s that, what’s that I hear you say? — 
And yours just buried—of course I know 
Not here, but over in Hingham— 
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Anne. There’ll be room for both. 
Mary. Well, we all must go. 


Anne. There’s something I’ve wanted and wanted to know 
So many years, but I never came— 


Mary. You would have been welcome, just the same— 


Anne. You see each one pass by, you say. 
Will you tell me this— did he come this way? 
You know who’s there— 


Mary. Yes, young and slim— 
Anne. I never had anything but him. 


Mary. Why of course, of course, I know it all, 
How he brought the stranger home one fall 
From none knew where—such a little one. 
She died, poor thing, with her first wee son. 


Anne. His mother said he was crazy-mad, 
And from what she said a time he had, 
For the place went down. She didn’t care, 
That’s how it looked when I went there. 
He was all alone there, all shut in— 
I honestly didn’t know where to begin 
When I came over to help that day 
From Hingham—and then I agreed to stay— 


Mary. And lucky for him you thought that way. 


Anne. But not before a word was passed— 
O4, he said, that couldn't last, 


Mary. Yes— 


Anne. Twenty years and so soon to go, 
And happy years! I’m a fool, I know, 
For the things I heard, or thought alone. 
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I asked him one day about a stone— 
Folks might talk and we’d saved a lot— 
Let’s put a stone on your family plot, 

I said, so kind—and the thing he said, 
Stones are too heavy for the dead... . 


Mary. Well? 


Anne. Oh, perhaps it’s a foolish whim, 
You see I have only buried him, 
But in May once I mentioned the heavy breeze, 
How it shook the blooms on the apple-trees, 
And he answered me such a puzzling thing: 
Yes, | think the dead dance in the spring. 
And I asked, what have trees to do with the dead? 
I was watching the shadows dance, he said. 
I never answered a single word— 


Mary. Now— 


Anne. But a stranger thing I heard— 
He, so shy, with so little to say— 
I heard they were laughing night and day. 
How many times did he come this way? 
I knew he came, but not with me. 
I couldn’t ask to go, you see— 
I’ve wanted to ask for twenty years— 


Mary. Now, you dry up those wasteful tears! 
Twenty years and never a word— 
What do you care for the things you heard? 


Anne. How many times to that other one? 


Mary. Many have passed and no harm done. 
I’m glad to answer you in his name, 
I’m sure your husband never came. 


Poetry, A Magazine of Verse ELEANOR C, KoEnic 
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WALL-PAPER FOR A CHILD’s ROOM 


Little fat ducks and geese 

Wearing doll bonnets tied 

Under their chins go round 

The white border beside 

An old, old woman with a crook. 

All this came out of an 

Old-fashioned story book. 
Life will teach you how to walk; 
Walking is a grace, my dear. 


Little blue Dutch boys and 

Little blue Dutch girls too, 

With wooden shoes upon 

Their feet, little shoes of blue, 

Dance on the hillsides where 

The daisies wink a wink— 

Where white-cupped tulips tip 

Their cups for them to drink. 
Life will teach a different dance, 
Not on hills where daisies grow. 


Life will teach you very much, 
Dear, perhaps too much—too much. 


The Commonweal RaymMonp KRESENSKY 


NO MORE A DEAD TREE 


Her lips were thin and blue 
Like the worm-eaten plum 

That drops from the low tree, 
Sticky with gum. 


Her hair might have been leaves 
Of sumac, being so red, 
But it was an empty nest 


Twisted around her head. 


She might have been a young 
Willow in running water, 
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But she was a rotting tree 
Before he caught her. 


Now she sings by her doorway, 
No matter they say she sinned. 
Heavy with child she is like 
A young tree in the wind. 


RaymMonp KRESENSKY 
The Midland, A Magazine of the Middle West 


SONATA IN BLUE 
(For Mr. Aiken) 


I. Cape Cop ConFEssIon 


Here there are rarely things one rarely sees. 
Nothing to swell the dictionary for. 

Trees and poppies, rosy intimacies. 

A crab that treads a stream or walks ashore, 

Never a sudden noise except the crows. 

Small birds singing; then insects and toads until 
Ears with little further to hear must close; 

Or if they’re still open, close to the whippoorwill. 


Let those who love the ocean dredge the ocean. 
Or those who praise the Rockies, find new peaks. 
The itch for progress never set me in motion. 

I love a man the more the less he speaks. 

Just to be able to touch the things I see 

Brings me one step closer to poetry. 


II. Conrap anp I 


We slave like infernal fools in our two cells— 
Straining to bring the soul an eternal mesh. 
Draining the heart and head, each finger spells 
A word we pray will last beyond the flesh. 
Both of us, being different in our ways, 
Cling to frail paper with a different pen. 
The things he writes or I indite, we praise— 
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For poets, after all, are lonely men 

Singing a bit to themselves, but more to each other— 
Hoping that fellow there will recognize 

A bit of himself in this pale groping brother 

Who strives to live through more than mortal eyes, 

And adds to a groaning world, too busy to bother, 

The tears that only kin and kinship dries. 


III. Caissa Nops 


I swore I’d never play another game 

When I lost the one I should have won or drawn 
Some twenty years ago, before young Fame 
Crowned Capablanca King. From dark to dawn, 
Capa and I fought on in Caissa’s name— 

Even the wooden chessmen had to yawn— 
And then, with a draw so near, my sleepy brain 
Overlooked a sneaky little creeping pawn! 

When I was ten, my father said the same: 

‘I must be growing old—I had a won game!” 

And now I battle with the blue-eyed Aiken, 

And bungle the most apparent victories, 

I hear once more a ghostly voice awaken: 

I must be growing blind—my queen’s en prise! 


IV. Bass River AND THE NILE 


If this river flows, no one can see it flow: 

No wind is here; no roaming cloud comes through. 
Wind and cloud must have gone by years ago: 

Not even a leaf now drifts along the blue. 

The pines are utterly still; no needle stirs. 

Their limbs are stiff; while each young flowery head 
Looks ready to lie in some small human hearse: 
Only the memory moves among the dead: 


On such a day as this, on a longer stream— 

When pines were palms, and the dreamy Nile pale green— 
The slaves rowed Cleopatra through the brine. 

Eyeing the amorous course of her slow wine, 

She sighs when the boy lies dead who sipped the brim. 

A madman seizes the cup! She smiles at him. 


The Bookman ALFRED KREYMBORG 
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CREDO 


Do fishes gleam with hope or flowers feel 

The need of living still another life? 

Do drowsy snakes whose skin begins to peel 
Dream of a sky where there’s an end of strife? 
Which of the idols cause such heads to nod? 
Why do the insects ask for one more day? 

Do all the toads that dread the coming sod 
Hop with the hope their present lives will pay? 
Or does Man kneel alone with his frail fancies? 
Can he never rest awhile with his five senses? 

No sooner does the sun return, he dances 

With a gold and silver round of future tenses. 
He who makes the most of the transient skies, 

It seems to me deserves the only prize. 


The Harp ALFRED KREYMBORG 


THE HAND OF UNDERSTANDING 


They say before grave Thoreau came this way 
This was a land of sandy soil and pebble. 

Except for the blue of pools, the Cape was gray, 
And grass the only green to greet the rebel. 

Busy on either hand with a graver notion, 

Nature forgot to give the place some trees. 

She husbanded her strength for the bays and ocean; 
Man had to take a hand against the seas. 


Wherever the dreamy fellow scattered seed, 
She was the first of all to understand; 

For whatever the man, the critic or the creed, 
As soon as they’re useful, Nature takes a hand. 
She loves her rebels best, no matter how red; 
And when they die, gives each a growing bed. 


Poetry, A Magazine of Verse ALFRED KREYMBORG 


ULYSSES 


Dip me in Lethe, that I may forget, 
O gods, the shining gifts your malice tore 
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From me who ever gave you praise. Ah, let 
Me not remember what is mine no more! 


The long years leave no trace upon these sands 
Where beats the severing sea. Unchanging lies 
The wide horizon. Only on these hands 

Age falls, and on this head; it dims these eyes. 


Now Ilion’s heroes sit in their high halls. 

Their hearts have homing, and their mighty arms 

Have rest from battle. Theirs to heed the calls 

Of love, to tell their deeds, to drink the cup that warms, 


While quenchless laughter mingles with the song 
Of many minstrels. Ah, were I but one 

In such a company to tell my long 

Amazing tale, what I have seen, what done, 


Would take long telling. Revelry would cease, 
While revelers drank my story from my lips 
(Journeys that yielded wisdom but no peace, 
No safe and glad return). Gone now my ships, 


Gone my companions whom I loved and led 

In strange and fateful roaming on the deep 
That holds them slumber-locked in its wide bed, 
Their long homefaring done. Soft be their sleep 


Under the crooning waters, fair their dreams! 
Fairer than mine who mourn them, lost to life 
And yet not dead; dwelling with ghostly gleams 
Of hope, visions of home, and memories of strife. 


I have braved Hades and the wailing shades, 
Baffled great Scylla, fled the honeyed kiss 

Of sorceress and siren, cheated the hungry blades 
Of men, and borne the hate of gods—for this: 


To waste in idleness upon a shore 

Unknown to ships, to wear my life away 

In friendless exile, yearning evermore 

Toward Hellas, while day follows heavy day. 


224 


Oh, I am sick of silence and slow rust! 

Oh, I am sick of memory and regret! 

Hear me, O Gods—my heart is in the dust— 
Dip me in Lethe, that I may forget. 


The Century Magazine SuzANNE La FoLLetTrTe 


WOLFCLOUDS 


Moon-white snow and tall trees 
Down a deep-delled hil]— 
Overhead the Pleiades 
Wink: the air is still. 


Glistening curves, smooth furrows— 
Dark pines without sound 
Casting gnomelike shadows 
On the crusted ground. 


Swift, lean, wolfclouds 
Gormandize the moon; 

In the trees an icy breeze 
Hums a brittle tune. 


Contemporary Verse Louise Burton LatpLow 


PORTRAIT OF A BELIEVER 


Dodd was an atheist to some; and others 
Considered him an anarchist as well. 

He also bore the name of bolshevik. 

It was a Sunday sport with pious mothers 
To tell their offspring how the fires of Hell 
Some day would use him for a candle wick. 


The town believed him over-educated, 

If you know what the devil that may mean, 
Because he had degrees from Gottingen 

And from the Sorbonne. Therefore they berated 
So sinister a process, that could glean 

Their adamant credulity from men. 


225 


Old ladies, in a swirl of bombazine, 
Retreated when the atheist appeared 
Fingering some occult forbidden book. 
Because his linen happened to be clean, 
His bow polite, his clothes in cut, they feared 
He was a shameless hypocrite, and shook. 


No one of them was given eyes to see 
The battle fighting in the thinker’s mind; 
The conquest of ideals of the race. 

For Dodd was nearing sixty-five, and he 
Was doubtful of his stand against mankind 
And, oddly, met the question face to face. 


Saint Francis and Saint Antony were given 
An equal place with Nietzsche on his table, 
And Kant had reasoned with him in the night. 
The structure of his theories was riven 

By shattered precepts. He at last was able 
To own the great believers had been right. 


But Dodd allowed no outward indication 
To signalize conversion to the mystic. 
He followed still his former living plan, 
And even made no change in his relation 
With the eternal, stayed antagonistic, 
For reasons you may fathom if you can. 


The story stops, for Dodd is with us yet 
And justice, or its travesty, is static. 

An anecdote will serve to close the tale. 
A summer storm, immoderately wet, 

Sent certain of us tramping to the attic 
To hear the rain, like bullets in the gale. 


A bolt of lightning hurtled at the town, 
And one colossal crash of thunder came. 
‘Ten minutes, and the sky was blue again. 
We heard the rumor as we hurried down: 
‘The home of Dodd was spewing yellow flame, 
Surrounded by an awestruck ring of men. 
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The miracle brought courage to the soul 

Of Parson Pembroke. “God,” he said, “has spoken. 
Out of his bounty judgment has been sent. 

He spared you when you took the sinner’s réle, 
But all your sinful goods are burned and broken. 
Weak brother, read the message and repent.” 


And, queerly, Dodd was quiet for awhile, 
Weighing his chances. Then, not knowing why, 
He that the pious called an atheist 

Suffered his lips the bounty of a smile 

And said, “Of course you may be right; but I 
Prefer to think He fired at me, and missed.” 


Voices ALEXANDER LaInc 


COLVIN’S SON 


It was a point of pride with Colvin pére, 

To tell his customers that Colvin fils 

Would join in selling soap and paint and grease 
After his graduation, and would share 

The office; but his wife had had a flair,— 
Suppressed of course,—for following The Fleece 
With dream-born Jasons; and it found release 
Now, in the person of the son and heir. 


So Colvin filed a solemn caveat 

Against the scribbling and the wish to roam. 

He wrestled daily on a mental mat, 

And slew his peace of mind, and wrecked his home 
With futile operations to combat 

The cool insistence of the chromosome. 


The Century Magazine ALEXANDER Lainc 


NORWICH MILL POND: WINTER AFTERNOON 


Ice demons crack a hundred hidden whips 
As daylight wanes, and purple shadows grow, 
Seeking the East with slender finger tips. 
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Then silence falls; and lightly over snow 
There steals a murmur from forgotten lips, 
The ghost of laughter perished long ago. 


The Independent ALEXANDER LAING 


The 


THE LAST ROMANTIC 


Time went away, and left him lingering, 
The last romantic in a little town. 

He drowses in the twilight, fingering 

A scrap of muslin from an antique gown. 


Old odors find his nostrils when he drowses: 
Cedar, amontillado, lavender; 

And white facades of stately Georgian houses 
Grow in the air to make a frame for her. 


She has been dead for thirty years or more; 
And even could she come, eyes glistening, 

He would not hear her fingers strike the door: 
He has gone deaf from too much listening. 


He has gone deaf, and time has gone away. 

The oleander flowers soon will pass. 

His julep stands forgotten on a tray, 

And “Pickwick” sprawls forlornly on the grass. 


Over the garden steals a scent of musk; 
And in the fringes of the fading light 
Round hills, like lonely opals in the dusk, 
Deepen to purple, and are one with night. 


Independent ALEXANDER LAING 


WEST POINT 


O Spartan Woman, I have peered behind 
Your stoic pose and found the mother there 
At last: the proud gray eyes, the cool gray hair, 
The tender face a hundred years have lined 
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With sorrow for the still, straight sons returned 
Upon their blameless shields, the quiet pride 
That they had lived by you, went forth and died 

The Doric way. Gray Mother, they have earned 

Those shields, and having justified the trust 
You placed in them they come again to live 
And breathe as part of you. To-day you give 

A burnished shield to me, to guard from rust . 

To hold before my heart . . . and bid me go. 

Stern Spartan, I salute you . . . but I know! 


Harper’s Magazine C. T, Lanyam 


PRY a 


She hides behind the hollyhocks, 

A little lame, a little gray, 
She does not like the tick of clocks 

When twilight ushers out the day. 
She wants to be away from walls, 

Away from windows, and the eyes 
Of painted women in their stalls; 

She wants a roof of shifting skies 
Where none can hear when she repeats 
A line from Poe, a line from Keats. 


The hollyhocks are very kind 

To lift a jewelled wall so high, 
Belinda is quite safe behind 

Their shelter, neither you nor I 
Would question their benignant look; 

So prim and properly they stand 
Almost you’d think a picture book 

Had come to life. Belinda’s hand 
The first seed planted on a day 
In April; they return each May. 


She does not see the anxious sky, 
The purple of the dying day, 

The low bats that go swooping by, 
The myriad clouds at bay: 
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She sees a maid with shining hair, 
Her bodice silver as the moon, 
Her lips a song, her eyes a prayer, 
Her grace a thing to lean upon; 
She sees, where there is none to see, 
Belinda as she used to be. 


The Lyric Vivian YEISER LARAMORE 


WE THREE 


There are three men that are I, 
Imprisoned in the frame of me. 


And all shall die. 


One shall die in a quiet bed, 
With a light above him. 

And she whose shadow he has fled 
Shall be there to love him; 

The broken body that is dead, 
And the ashes of him. 


One shall die as a hero dies, 

With a chain of steel men to speed his going, 
And a tall blaze inflaming the skies, 

And a circle of cressets glowing 

About the body where it lies, 

And the long horns blowing. 


And one shall go by the gates of morning, 

In the brightening glow, 

With a light from the curve of the sky adorning 
The water below; 

Quiet, without a sound of mourning, 


The last to go. 


Voices RicHMonpD LaTTIMORE 


MUSEUM PIECE 


No more the ancient monsters in their pride 
‘Trample the earth with thunder in their tread. 
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The great beasts and the little beasts have fled 

And all their horns and tusks are laid aside. 
There was a swamp where mighty lizards stumbled 
And many a dull, unwieldly victim bled. 

Now the fierce conquerors themselves are dead 

And even their ponderous bones to dust are crumbled. 


So kings have died and left no sons behind them 
And noble towns have fallen in decay 

In desert wastes where never a man will find them 
Though he should seek them till the judgment day. 
The kings of men and kings of lizards lie 

In peace, forgotten, as the years roll by. 


The World Tomorrow Gorpon LAWRENCE 


A SONNET TO KWEI 


The name of Kwei is from the snow white jade. 
This artist won a name of great renown 

For finger-prints in ancient Shanghai town. 
This alien brought me finest silk brocade 

And beads of cloisonne. One time he made 
His hand in clay, and well I know that brown 
And shapely hand will win a sculptor’s crown, 
For art of centuries will lend him aid. 


This artist stands with glorified bamboo, 
For well he knows the old philosophy 
Confucious taught. He loves to be polite; 
And as he works in foreign lands or new, 
In all their art his heart and hands are free 
To carve the statue, Life, in jade of white. 


The Lariat Meppie Maze LEsouip 


LOUIS XVII 


Any story of the little Dauphin 
Closes dark around the wintry day 
When before the iron-shuttered tower 
Simon took his pack and went away: 
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Simon, who had bought him tricolored ribbons, 
Cobbler-lout, his keeper for a time, 

The man who had taught him ribald look and language, 
His only friend in that gray tower of crime. 


Someone heard him, sobbing, call 
Through the terror of his wall: 


“Take me with you, Simon, do! 
I will help you make a shoe!” 


And a child was locked from sight 
Where the day was always night— 


Padlocked in with fear and shame, 
And the burden of his name. 


Someone heard a small hand beating 
On the door in wild entreating. 


Someone heard a young voice sing, 


Like a plaintive ghostly thing. 


Someone dug a grave outside, 
Not so very long or wide. 


The persecutors of the little Dauphin 

Long since have schemed away their sinister hour. 
Gone is the guard, hushed is the Carmagnole, 
Fallen the nightmare-stone that was the tower. 


A blighted soul, a king without a subject, 
Secret of centuries, a child goes down— 
But in the eyes of all mankind forever 
Wearing his crown. 


Poetry, A Magazine of Verse Acnres LEE 


IN AN OLD HOMESTEAD 


For years and years and years, 

In this room of a great-grandsire, 
Others have sat as I sit, 
Spreading their hands to the fire: 
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Generations of hands— 

Powerful hands outflung, 
Hands withered and old, 
Hands beautiful, young. 


Spreading my hands to the fire, 
I see, as a blur, as a glow, 
Myself in a vanishing mirror 
Go down the ages ago. 


I see through flowerless orchards, 
Through ghostly thoroughfares, 
Myself, a figure passing 

To mingle my hands with theirs. 


Leap, cedar-flame, leap! 
Leap, flame of the pine! 
And warm my hands— 
While yet my hands are mine. 


Poetry, A Magazine of Verse AcneEs LEE 


SOUND 


In city streets 1 have found 
Silence in sound; 

But where mountains touch the sky, 
Silence is a cry. 


The Commonweal BorcHILp LEE 


NEWCOMER RAGNA 


“T ban a newcomer!” 
Ragna said, 
When she came to work 


For board and bed. 


Ragna was big and broad 
As her smile, 

With much of sense 

And little of style. 
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She rolled up her sleeves, 
And far in the night 
Ragna said, 

“This house ban a sight!” 


Knut had been baching 
Near three years— 

She cleaned the ceiling, 
She cleaned the stairs. 


She smiled at Knut 
With her blue eyes— 
She baked him bread, 
She baked him pies. 


He heard her sing 

In their mother-tongue. 
The months went by, 
And it wasn’t long 


Before he said, 

“T ain’t got much 
To offer a woman, 
But cattle and such!” 


Ragna laughed: 
“We'll get more; 
I ban use’ to work 
I done it before!” 





Together they grubbed 
And cleared the land, 
Newcomer Ragna 


And Knut Grand. 


They built a south wing 
On to the house 

For Ingrid and Kari 
And Karsten and Klaus, 


They built to the north 
For Hjalmar and Jans, 
For Nora and Thora 
And Harald and Hans. 
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The grain stood high— 
“Ragna,” said Knut, 
“Get a new hat 

And a Sunday suit!” 


Poetry, A Magazine of Verse Borcuitp LEE 


TO A NATIVE STATE 


It is a land of gullies and red dust, 

Of drouth, and sudden rainfall, and thick mud. 
Ignorance walks its backroads, letting blood; 
And, still, I love it well, because I must. 

Land of no sudden winters, where the fall 

Is but a dark cessation of the spring— 

Yet I lean Southward with the wild duck’s wing, 
And hear in Northern dusks the partridge call. 
Man cannot tell what roots hold him to earth 
That bore him like a blossom from the loam; 
He only knows that he was hers from birth, 
And that her fields, however dark, are home; 
Remembering her counties, he shall ache 

Some morning when tumultuous streets awake. 


The Virginia Quarterly Review LawrENCE LEE 


A LETTER TO ALBEMARLE 


Autumn again must be upon the hills; 

These are the days that I remember best: 

The distant knolls like blue smoke in the west; 
And evening coming, with an air that chills 
The earth and makes its byways smell of death; 
The red leaves with the yellow murmuring; 

A thought of houses, and how rich a thing 

It is to draw awhile this living breath. 


Should twilight now be something strange and still, 
And sad with deep autumnal color, fill 
Your hearth with flame, and light your pipe. 


235 


Something too dark the seasons in their going 
Cover and steal away from our slow knowing, 
But we shall know it when the time is ripe. 


Scribner's Magazine LawreENcE LEE 


FIRE 
I 
(The Building of the House) 


Let him who holds a homestead dear beware! 
The leafy light that dances on a wall 
Mellowed by loves of wren and cardinal, 

A hearth, a lamp, a gracious curve of stair— 
These things give pledge of surety, yet forbear 
To yield them faith: mistrust, mistrust them all, 
However soft the quiet lamplight fall 


Upon a pictured face or carven chair! 


I built a house beside a singing stream. 

I loved my dwelling—I who am not wise— 

Whose windows gave me woods and all the range 

Of sculptured dunes. In rafter and in beam 

I placed my trust to hold my Paradise 

For me unchanged though all the world should change. 


II 
(The Destruction of the House) 


Gay sang the stream and blithe on every gust 
The hollies’ banners triumphed—then there came 
Flame in its anger, flame in its fury, flame 

In all the frenzy of its hate and lust 

To ravage my security, to thrust 

My youth into oblivion and to claim 

In savage strength that never man may tame 
Long fruitful years and wither them to dust. 
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Unmoved I saw the fire take ivory urn— 
Gold—silver—jewels, with its ravenous tongue, 

But O the frayed, torn, faded things that hold 

Lost faiths, lost dreams—that these, that these should burn! 
In drying up the sources of my young 

Laughter and tears, the fire has left me old. 


Ill 
(The Splendor of the Fire) 


I watch the flames burn hotter, fiercer, higher, 
And find, amazed, that as they glance and shine 
They scorch me with their beauty! Shall I whine 
Before this miracle? On such a pyre 

Complaint must fall to ashes: all desire, 

All sorrow, all regret—all thought of mine 

Is lost, is burned away in the divine 

Strength, in the terrible splendor of the fire. 


“O what is man,” we cry, “that God remembers— 
Is mindful of—him?” David asked and he 

Was answered by the tinkling bells of sheep. 

I utter the same cry amid the embers 

And, at my voice, in cruel majesty 

New flames along the ruins lunge and leap. 


IV 


(The Frailty of Beauty’s Forms: The Immortality of 
Beauty’s Spirit) 


The fire has left me old, not old alone 

In loss, but old in gain, if gain it be 

To wish with coin of insecurity 

To buy no more than that the heart may own; 
To see in some rich carving or a stone 
Wrought with rare art, in silver, ivory, 

Or gems, the wayward, old impermanency 
Of beauty never captured, never known. 


Wayward in heart, her spirit still is true 
To some fixed star: within its light I kneel 
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In abnegation. Beauty will not place 

A steadfast hand in mine, yet, looking through 
Her changing forms to changelessness, I feel 
Content to worship, never to embrace. 


V 
(The Fire Defied) 


Though flame has swept on swift and terrible wings 
Upon my house that now is but a space 

Of drifted ashes stinging brow and face, 

Old joys remain, old hopes; untouched the springs 
Of sorrow—love—of youth’s imaginings. 

Let ashes blow;—this still is not a place 

Of ruin! Lost the forms of outward grace, 

The harp, but not the song the harpist sings. 


Then I defy the flame that can but raze 

The house, and leaves—though joist and rafter fall— 
The home whose spirit portals still endure. 

Not holocaust itself can blight the days 

That were: on them I build new roof and wall 

And in my house of memory dwell secure. 


The Lyric Mary Sinton LEITcH 


THOMAS HARDY: AGNOSTIC 


Agnostic . . . how we mouth the word and blow 
Upon his clay such breath of piety 

It well might serve as incense to the idol 

We rear and call the Christ. Agnostic:-—who 
Shall dare to say, “I know”? Upon the throne 
Of truth the light of his denials beats 

With radiance that consumes our little faiths. 
Chanting loud hymns lest we should hear the sounds 
Of doom from out the darkness, we, in fear, 
Creep down to petty deaths, while he looked out 
In quietude, unflinching, unafraid, 

Across the heath of Dorset to the stars 

And, listening, hoped to hear the voice of God. 
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He hoped—and waited; heard the tramp of hosts 
On Sirius, and a trumpet from Altair, 

And evermore the North star lured his thought 
Onward and outward into farther skies 
Beyond our sky. While we can hardly see 

For shutting mists a single form or face 
Before us, he beheld the generations. 

To us, for noises of the marketplace, 

No voice is clear; he heard the multitudes 
Calling and crying, and his soul was tortured 
With pity lest they meet the doom of death. 


He sleeps with Shakespeare now—perchance to dream 
With him, perchance to waken at the sound 

Of Abbey chimes, that clamor at his peace, 

To hear the dried heath bells of Egdon ring 
With lovelier, lonelier music, like the runes 

Of Druids chanted in an olden time. 

Perchance the ghostly summons of the bells 

May lead his spirit home to Egdon heath— 

To his loved Mellstock where, above the urn 
Holding the dust that was his living heart, 

Bend shepherds from the quiet Wessex hills, 
Cutters of furze upon the Wessex heaths, 
Housewives and milkmaids from the Wessex farms, 
And plowmen, on their boots the Wessex loam. 


The Lyric Mary Stnton Lerrcu 


FUN’RAL SERMON 


Mo’hners, would yo’ dwell in de shadder of de Lamb? 
Dat’s whar our brudder is now; 

An angel in de shade of a cocoanut pa’m 

Is wipin’ de sweat f’om his brow. 

Did yo’ think it was him dat is here in a shroud, 
Lyin’ so still an’ so col’? 

W’y his feet’s on a star, an’ his haid’s on a cloud: 
He is safe in de lan’ of gol’. 

Mo’hners, it’s de Lawd’s trufe; 

Mo’hners it’s de Gawd’s trufe; 

He’s safe in de lan’ of gol’. 
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De serryphim boys an’ de cherrybim girls 

Dey welcomes him kind an’ perlite; 

“Yo? will please he’p yo’se’f to de di’mon’s an’ pearls 
To make yo’ crown shiny an’ bright”. 

His raimen’s like snow: dere’s a harp at his feet, 
An’ de Lawd he done come by an’ say, 

“Dat harp’s jes’ for makin’ yo’ costoom complete; 
I ain’ gwine to ax yo’ to play.” 

Mo’hners, it’s de Gawd’s trufe, 

Mo’hners, it’s de Lawd’s trufe; 

Dey ain’ even ax him to play. 


De Lawd say, “Mah brudder, yo’s weary of strife, 
An’ yo’ back an’ yo” laigs dey is so’; 

Jes’ sit here an’ gaze on de Ribber of Life, 
For yo’ ain’ gwine to labor no mo’. 

Yo? is shet now forever of sorrers an’ tears 
In de shade of yo’ cocoanut pa’m, 

An’ when yo’ has rested a few hunnerd years, 
If yo’ likes yo” can jine in a psa’m.” 

[’se tellin’? yo’? de Gawd’s trufe 

Mo’hners; it’s de Lawd’s trufe 

Mo’hners, as sure as yo’s bo’n: 

I’se tellin’ yo’ de Lawd’s trufe 

Mo’hners; it’s de Gawd’s trufe 

Mo’hners, den why does yo’ mo’hn? 


The Lyric Mary Sinton LEITCH 


SEA WORDS 


I love sea words— 

The salt of them, the tang of them, the roughness on the 
tongue. 

In them is strength, the vigor of the storm 

And pull of tides, the waters’ surge and run, 

Bunt-gasket, gudgeon, krennel, cubbridge-head, 

Peak-purchase, gammonshackle:— 

What taste of brine is on the lips that speak such words as 
these! 

Who would not hold it play to work a buntline cringle, 

To frap the royal slings? 
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How should the muscles ripple and be glad 

To reeve a spurling-line, haul taut head-earings, ease off the 
lee main brace! 

Who, brailing in the stormsail, could forbear to sing? 


“Clue up the royals! 

Free the yard-arm gasket! 

Main topsail haul! 

Wear ship and stand by halyards!” 

How the stormy winds of these commands beat on the spirit— 
Beat, and break in spindrift! 


Sea words may be beautiful. 

Mistral: we speak the name and all about us creep and curl 
delicate sea vapors, 

Albatross: we are winged with joy and light. 

Lagoon: the restless ocean suddenly 

Is studded with quiet stars. 

Adarris, larboard, lee, ballow and martingale ;— 

These words are gentle. The wash of a liquid moon against 
lean bows 

Is in them and sea stillness and sea wonder. 


The Lyric Mary Sinton Leircyu 


TWO WOMEN 


The Wife 
Was her life drab and dull like mine 


Before her many lovers came, 
Before she burned all barriers 
To play with passion’s flame? 


How many kisses she must know. . . . 
Today my husband kissed me twice, 

Just touched my lips at morn and night... . 
Is not a lover worth the price? 


The Wanton 


That woman just across the court 
With homely tasks reproaches me; 
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if 


Her faithfulness but makes me feel 
My guilt and infidelity. 


Her husband stooped with reverent kiss 
This morning when he said goodbye. 
Oh God, if I could only know 
One kiss so pure before I die. 


The Harp Amy Barron LEONARD 


WINTER WEALTH 


Aladdin rubbed his wishing-ring 
(The queerest little shabby thing— 
Alas! 
I might have taken it for tin, 
Or brass— 


But never mind), the door flew in 


And there they were, the magic trees! 

(I would have called them barberries, 
Rose-hips, 

Waxberries, bittersweet and haws 
Because 


They looked like that, but so one trips! ) 


He was a foolish fellow once: 
Topazes, pearls, he passed them by, 
His eye 
Insensible as any dunce’. 
(Who’d think 


Such wealth would blossom in a wink?) 


But now, you see, Aladdin’s guessed: 

No more he sells his glowing hips 
For glass,— 

Rubies of Ind, the very best 
(“Balas”) — 

Why, there’s a bush that fairly drips! 


The Commonweal Dorotuy LEONARD 
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BRIDGES 


A slender bridge 

Over a stream, 

Is a girl’s arm 
Outstretched in dream. 


A great bridge 
Across a river, 
Is a woman’s body— 
The life-giver. 


Voices May Lewis 


ELECT 


When the Lord’s word comes to a man: Arise; 
A lad, perhaps, upon the threshing floor, 


A change is wrought forever on his skies. 


A secret knowledge clothes him armor-wise, 
The past is gone, the flail hangs on the door, 
When the Lord’s word comes to a man: Arise. 


Whether he is commanded to chastise 
Idolators, or lead the camp to war, 

A change is wrought forever on his skies. 
Altered and new his field about him lies, 
Never shall he again see, as before; 

When the Lord’s word comes to a man: Arise. 


Apart, he views his kin with strangers’ eyes, 
And yet a tenderness besets the core; 
A change is wrought forever on his skies. 


Out of a waking dream come his replies; 
Gently, he feeds the flock a double store; 
When the Lord’s word comes to a man: Arise, 
A change is wrought forever on his skies, 


Voices May Lewis 
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THE SPIRIT OF A DEAD EAGLE ADDRESSES HIS 
STUFFED FORM 


So that was I? 

Feather, and claw, and beak; 

And with such poor equipment did I seek 

To snatch the great, round orange of the sky, 
That daily swung, amazingly too high? 

Was I determined fiercely to explore 

Blue wilds, where vast wind forests interlace, 
With those two pinions 

That could scarcely soar 

Farther in space, 

Than in this narrow room, 

Where outstretched plume 

Adorns a dead branch in a chimney-place? 
Did I consider proudly steep 

My crag, 

Not knowing then the sweep 

Moon ranges had? 

How could I learn how heavy feathers are 
Until I floated wingless round a star? 


Voices May Lewis 


A GOU’D OB TEA 


Ole blin’ Mammy 

Stirred up de kettle 

An’ mumbed a lil’ chant 
Fer de dregs ter settle. 


(Chant) 


“Witch come twix-it, 

Green eyes wise . 

A lady yan a gemp’mum 
Wid fo’tune een dere eyes.” 


Pu’ty Miss Sibyl, 
An’ Massa Eugene 
Waited by de hearf 


*T well de sperrit crep’ een, 
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(Chant) 


“Hoodla’s eye-brow, 
Blood an’ mol’ 
Uhm-la—uhm-la 


ik ” 


Tea tu’ns gol’. 


Ole blin’ Mammy 
Sees a tall man 
Walkin’ een de gou’d 
Ob tea een huh han’, 


Sees a gran’ lady 
Wid gol’ een huh purse 
Lookin’ one d’rection 

. Chained wid a curse. 


Hoodla’s fing’er 
Pints fru de tea— 
Pints to a shanty 

. Sake’s lawzee! 


Hain’t hes sistah— 
Hain’t hes maw ... 
Massa Eugene 

Tw’ns red ez a haw. 


Hoodla’s voice 

Sayed, “Down by de levee 
Massa Eugene’s 

Debts is pow’ful heavy.” 


Pu’ty Miss Sibyl 
Moaned, “‘Go, go!” 

. Massa Eugene 
Whanesveneed fru de do’! 


Mammy’s pet owl 

Wot sleeps een de day— 
Hoots frum de cupboa’d 
A hoodla way... . 
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Mammy’s pet owl 

Wot sleeped een de day 
Screeched frum de cupboa’d 
A hoodla way. .... 


Voices QUuEENE B. LisTER 


SOPHRONIA LUMLEY 


Sophronia Lumley 
Walked into town 

With cuffs turned back 
And collar rolled down! 


Sophronia vowed, 
“I won’t won’t be 
Like every maiden 
In Green Prairie— 


‘With eyes held low, 

With sleeves too long, 
—And collar too tight 

For a young throat’s song!” 


A basket of eggs 

On Sophronia’s arm . . 
And a sweet desire 
Without any harm . . 


Three miles she walked 
To the green town square. 
—With geranium cheeks— 
Because she could dare. 


By the town-pump 

And the hitching rack, 
With all the town’s eyes 
Burning her back... . 


A proper bustle 
To set off her skirt... 
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In her mind, a tussle 
With a witch—that would flirt. 


Then eggs to trade 

At “The Mercantile” 
For salaratus, 
Green-coffee, and meal. 


And words to exchange 
For the needed ration 
Of other words— 
And _ approbation. 


But Sophronia swallowed 
A frightened smile 

As she waited a while . . 
. ... And another while. 


She looked at bolts 

Of alpacas and prints. 
She thumbed the thickness 
Of jersey and chintz; 


She asked for the mail . 
On the Post Office side— 
And began to wonder 

If some one . . . had died. 


The store was quiet. 

. .. . Folks came buying 
But their eyes held nary 
A kind replying. 


Only Zachary, 

Blind Zack Farrel— 
Spoke when she walked 
By the mackerel barrel; 


And only Rove, 

Zack’s wobbledy dog— 
Wagged his tail 

In a monologue... . 
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The elms on the square 
Sang a sun-mottled tune 
About Saturday 
Afternoon in June— 
While Sophronia glanced 
At a new spittoon 


That graced a shelf 

With mustache-cups 

he ome And she thought of men 
And she thought of pups. 


A crimson-flowered 
CUSPidOte cg ake «ts 
Fora . . wife to give ... 
Perhaps). 062,08. «.0r— 


Sophronia hushed 

The thought with alarm. 
And pictured her lonesome 
Grim little farm. 


Then, “I will,” she vouched, 
“Pll buy him a present— 
I will—if nobody 
Does seem pleasant!” 
* * k * 
All Green Prairie 
Gasped and chatted, 
Gossiped and spat, 
Tittered and tatted 


Till a covered bridge 
Caught Sophronia’s laugh 
When she set down a gift 
And a logograph. 


A note pinned to 

An old pier log: 

—“If Zack don’t chew 

ay os ae Give this to his dog.” 


Voices QUuEENE B. Lister 
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MAYDIE 


Maydie had the biggest feet 
That tried to trip on Downslide street. 
Maydie had the biggest heart— 


And smiles to give—and tears to start. 


Maydie dippered out the soup 

At Grandpa’s Kitchen on the loop. 

—Where trains puffed by and tramps slumped in, 
And where drab sisters sipped their sin 

By breaking bread into their bowls 

And smuggling tales of flame and coals... 


Maydie often wished she knew 
More about the drink you brew 

For your mind instead of body— 
For your thoughts that get so shoddy. 


When she walked she wondered, wondered, 
Watched her toes that squeaked and thundered, 
“Whys and whys—and wheres and maybes,” 
Thundered, “Pansy-beds—and babies.” 


While her dipper gleaned potato, 

Rutabaga, bean, tomato, 

Maydie’s footsteps dropped their wishes .. . 
Listening, she passed the dishes. . . 


“Lied to me! That’s what he done— 
They sent him up—yeh—Found his gun.” 
Or, “Now this kid’s got to be fed— 
An’ me too sick to dance . . . He sed—” 


Maydie’s shambly feet decided 

To quit wond’ring, to be guided. 

. . . Fellers ain’t worth thinkin’ ’bout .. . 
An’ flowers die—an’ get throwed out... . 


Voices QuEENE B, LisTER 
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OLD LADIES HOME 


The old ladies, the cold old ladies, 

Shivering and shuffling in the early morning sun; 
Muttering and mumbling in the bright, new sun. 
“Mornin’, pretty little girl, with your eyes that’s blue, 
Standin’ on your tip-toes an’ peekin’ through the crack. 
It won’t be so long, child, afore you'll be here too. 
You’ve started on your way an’ you can’t turn back.” 


The old ladies, the bent old ladies, 

Walking in the garden on the round-and-round paths; 
Jibbering and jabbering up and down the paths. 
“Mornin’ to you Grannies, an’ you walk so slow! 

Can’t you hear the boy-wind callin’ you to run? 

Can’t you see the flowers, that you bend so low? 

Can’t you feel the long, warm fingers of the sun?” 


The old ladies, the very old ladies, 
Counting on their fingers the time that they have left; 
Counting on their one hand the days that they have left. 


“There’s one for talkin’ to the child that calls me through 


the crack, 
An’ one to stand an’ sun myself aside the garden wall. 


There’s one to touch the grass an’ flowers that the spring’s 
g pring 


brought back, 


An’ one for listenin’ to the wind—and maybe none at all.” 


Japm: The Poetry Weekly Sarau LiTsEY 


THE CLOUD-RACER 


“Oh, years and years ago, I used to race 

The clouds,” he pondered, paused, and I could see 
Again, how, lifting ardent eyes, he’d run 

Across the meadow, till his chosen cloud, 

His own, most special cloudlet, suddenly 

Was fringed with white intolerable light, 

So blinding that he halted, panting, there 
Where through long grasses wanders slowly on 
Our thread of brook, too small to mirror clouds. 
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“And you can see now if you look,” he says, 
And lifts me up a most important knee, 

All sweetly rounded still, all bare and brown, 
““Here’s where I fell once, racing with my cloud. 
But that, of course, was long ago,” he said, 

Eyes heavy with the passing wraiths of years— 
The five eternities that intervene 

Between those madcap hours, and soberer days 
More suited to the stately age of ten. 

“Oh, years and years ago, I raced the clouds!” 


Scribner's Magazine KaruarinE Day LITTLE 


LIBRARIES 


Here we may walk with prophets, minstrels, kings, 
Transcending time to mock our mortal span 

With mellowed life. The little that we can 

Is multiplied by centuries. One sings 

Of gods beyond Olympus till he brings 

The hemlock’s bitter cup. The march of man 
Bold Science blazes back where life began, 

And heavenly vision sweeps blind Milton’s strings. 


This is not stagnant death but pulsing flow 

Of life; not marble but a living tomb 

Where calm immortals, freed from fleshly bars, 
Speak to us still, and bid our vain hearts know 
They too were “moderns” when across the gloom 
They flung their flaming protest to the stars. 


The Lyric West Snow LoNncLEY 


VIENNA 


Aurelius, he murmured, have you died? 

The city that knew your heel wears a gold comb 

In her hair. It is autumn. There are leaves 

And spires and domes, and it is autumntide. 

The old leaves crack. And did you march from Rome? 
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Aurelius, he murmured, are you dead? 

Spaded underfoot, you wear this belt of hills 
Forested round. It is autumn: leaves break red 

And gold and wound you with declension, leaves 
Ofantumaine ste 


Dusk of autumn dies 
Over the fogblue clusters on the hills. Leaves 
Curl up like lions, leaves, while the plum smoke drives 
Slantingly through air. Dead bones, you whirl like a comet. 
Wind metes you blues and golds. Do I mark your eyes, 
Aurelius? Enigma. Or are you wise? 


The Dial PrERRE Lovinc 


ENNUI OF AN EMPRESS 


Wearily out of sleep stirred the Empress Irene, 
Embedded in silk she looked dully at the day; 
Most Pious and Most Happy Empress Byzantine 
Listened to the fall of the fountains as she lay. 


Thought the Empress—Shall I wear my robe clasped with 
pearl, 

Or my flaming tunic? —The perfume fires rose, 

The smoke drifted to her nostrils and made them curl, 

With her talon fingers the Empress held her nose. 


Thought the Empress—If I could fall in love again! — 
But at my age I can only fall into vice; 

And I am tired of the cruelty of men, 

With their words like gods and their deeds like lice. 


The Empress thought—Whom shall I murder next, and 
why? 

To keep my throne I have to be a little grim. 

Though a man once killed—what more can you do to him? 

Thus I blinded my son; I did not let him die. 


With perfume at her nose and fountains at her ears 
Irene sank back in silk; she closed her yellow eyes. 
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On her lashes trembled clusters of crystal tears; 
She was wounded by the world; she was loath to rise, 


Poetry, A Magazine of Verse Marie Luures 


A GIFT OF PEACE 


The gift of peace of many things 
God grants to those who care 
And seek and bide it to their heart 
In thought and word and prayer. 


It may be found out in the world 
Or in one’s house abide 

Or at a service in a church 

At morn or eventide. 


It is a thing hearts covet so, 

It makes for life’s good cheer 
For those who find and cherish it 
Wherever it appear. 


American Poetry Magazine FLoRENcE Van FLEeT LyMan 


ARTEMIDORA BURIED IN EGYPT 


In the Metropolitan Museum 


She of the beautiful name Artemidora, 

Daughter of Harpocras, died at twenty-seven. 

She was as luscious as ripe fruit, blooming as Flora— 
Was she not sorry to leave life even for heaven? 


He who embellished her coffin, painted her mask, 
Did not believe she was sorry; gorgeous, aflame 

With color, her coffin, and he warmed to the task 
Of limning her face, she of the honey-sweet name. 


He gave her brilliant black eyes their meed of beauty, 
Drew her comely Greek features vivid with pride, 
Her lips smiling—plainly he held it a duty 

To show that he thought she was not sorry she died. 
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He little dreamed, as the ardor of work obsessed him, 
How he made clear for the eyes of today to see 

Why Death became enamored, and so possessed him 
Of Artemidora in the year one hundred A. D. 


Poetry, A Magazine of Verse KatHartnE ALLIson MacLean 


POEM 
O Sun, instigator of cocks, Thou... 


Quickener! Maker of sound in the leaves 

and of running 
Stir over the curve of the earth like the ripple of 
Scarlet under the skin of the lizard! Hunter! 
Starter of westward birds! 


Be heard, 
Sun, on our mountains! O be now 
Loud with us! Wakener, let the wings 
Descend of dawn on our roof-trees! Bring 
Bees now! Let the cicadas sing 
In the heat on the gummed trunks of the pine! 
Make now the winds! Take thou the orchards! 


(We who have heard our hearts beat in the silence 
And the count of the clock all night at our listening ears) 


Be near! 
Shake the branches of day on our roofs! O 
Be over us! 
The Dial ARCHIBALD MacLEIsH 


VAGABOND 


Muskox, seacow, cabbages and quail... 
We are joyous vagabonds 

That leave a scurried trail, 

While others hit the manifest, 

We hold the midnight mail. 
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Hide, brother, hide— 
(A cell is four feet wide) 
And we ride. 


Sambur, mustang, ocelot and fleas... 
You’ll never sail to Old Japan 

Upon an ocean breeze— 

You'll stay at home and settle down, 

In autumn rake the leaves 

From the trees 

And bounce a baby on your knees. 


Jaguars, cobras, sargasso and snail... 
We’ll navigate the seven seas 

Upon a cutter whale; 

While fish are diving down his throat, 
We'll sit astride his tail... 

Hie 6 DON We! TIdG. 4 5 oS0 we t1de 2... 


The Frontier Norman W. Macreop 


TO HIM 


Heaven at last! 

His quieting arms 
To gather the tangle 
Of vague alarms. 


His the wide brow 

Mothers pray for their sons; 
Lips equally virile 

And chaste as a nun’s; 
Hands the envy of women 
In their tenderness— 
Steel-veined in labor, 
Sweet to caress, 

Wisdom is his, 

With desire, control... 
Often I sit 

Alone with my soul 
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And wonder about 
Our Deity’s whim 
That makes him think 
I am worthy of him. 


I shall tell him to-day 
How noble I find 

His self-denial, 

His patience of mind, 
His spear-like thought 
And perception clear. 

I know him my suzerain 
Though I call him “dear.” 
I tell him nothing 

When he has come. 

My thoughts are a-quiver, 
My tongue dumb. 

How bold to dream 

That such as I 

Might praise and laud 
Him to the sky! 

His virtues he 

And the world must know, 
For didn’t God 

Complete him so? 

Am I to praise, 

In high conceit— 

I, who should rightly 

Be at his feet? 


So humbly I sit 

And make no sign 

Of the pride I feel 
That he is mine. 

I let him say: 

“I worship "yous. Gt. 
What else is there 

For me to do? 


Interludes CLAIRE GERBAULET MALONE 
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ONCE HAVING LOVED 


I 


Remember how we parted, not one sad 
Word told the tragedy it was, for I 
Once having loved could only laugh—not sigh 
And play the fool. Our dialogue we had 
Concluded like another Iliad, 
The tale unfinished; silence pitched too high 
Had followed; it was time to say good-bye, 
And then we kissed—we kissed, one moment mad. 


So now this languid solitude is laced 
With vision. Dreams clairvoyant half unseal 
Meanings my heart economized for this 
Far memory . . . Such enchantment one can steal 
From absence . . . Now as if our thoughts embraced, 
I wait, all apprehension, for your kiss, 


II 


Once having loved, men study how to mix 
With life proud apathies of blood and brain. 
Achilles’ body bore the dark ingrain 
Of man’s mortality; for love so tricks 
A woman. Thetis planned on him to fix 
Death’s very armor that he might disdain 
And baffle fate as gods do; but in vain 
She plunged those limbs of lily under Styx. 


So men, once having loved, go cased in steel 
Invulnerable, boast of brazen thews 
And hearts turned flinty, marble eyes that feel 
Nothing, stone hands, stone faces that refuse 
To melt—all adamant except one heel 
Some jagged rock or poisoned fang may bruise. 


Ill 


I heard the name of Death; foreboding doom 
This heart of mine turned mortal yesterday. 
Once having loved now never far away 
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Across my vision hangs a veil of gloom, 

And earth seems weaving in its ancient loom 
A tapestry that wants the shuttle gay 

I spun; once having loved, my very clay 

Will brighten with its rose the weaver’s room. 


When love goes down to death it leaves the word 
Immortal withered like a withered flower. 
You loved this inch of life I claim as mine, 
My lips, my hands and eyes have had their hour, 
But now I wear a gossamer too fine 
By life’s monsoon to be ungently stirred. 


IV 


Once having loved, the lonely and oppressed 
Return to him whose fiat could set free 
Those bound of wing and those too weak to flee 
This body as the unfledged bird its nest; 

The heart of some dear empire dispossessed 
Finds hope in exile . . . there one came to me 
Who pities fallen flower and shattered tree 
And sighs with laboring nature’s stormy breast. 
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wish that peace divine might be the guest 

Of this tired heart which beats so heavily 
Against the weight of feeling unconfessed. 
My spirit longs from zones of death to move, 
Never to ebb with life’s unresting sea 

Or break again on these dark shores of love. 


Voices ANGELA Marco 


THE ory. 


I am asspy, ‘and. 1 have Been +... . 

But first I must tell you 

About the chinks and the keyholes 
Where you may be certain of spying. 
You know some of them yourself if you 
Have ever lain on summer grass 

To watch the smooth white daylight pass 
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And seen the night come down the sky 

Pouring grey wonder silkily 

Through apple boughs that straightway bloom 
With little stars and a full-blown moon. 


But the stars 

And the filigree of apple boughs 

Against a satin sky 

Are not the things on which you spy. 

They are the signs 

That the time and the place are as right for peeking 
As down in the pasture by the granite rock, 

Where cool, damp, earthy smells come sneaking 
Out of the tamarack swamp 

When day goes by. 


What was it I saw in the orchard and down by the 
swamp? 

leswar ans 

I ought to be able to tell you what it was 

Because 

I ran all the way back through the pasture 

With my eyes shut 

So that I could remember 

But 

I cannot tell you anything. 


That is why it is safe, I think, 

For every keyhole and every chink 
To be unstuffed and unguarded. 

A daisy poising perilously 

Is a keyhole open for those who see. 
But you never can remember 

What it was you saw. 


That is why Lazarus 

Never told anything when he came 
Back from the grave, 

Nor Jairus’s daughter, 

Nor the son of the widow of Naim, 


The Commonweal Sisr—ER MArIELLA 


259 


FOOLISH COMPARISON 


Yesterday I saw my servant girl 

Push the sweepings under the parlor rug. 
“What are you doing?” I asked her. 
“Cleaning up the room,” she smiled. 

I wonder why that incident reminded me of 
Prohibition. 


Bozart Rosa ZAGNONI MARINONI 


THE FLAPPER SPONGE AND THE 
PURITAN STONE 


One day a Flapper Sponge said to a Puritan Stone: 
“How very unemotional you are... 

I can catch the sunlight to my inmost parts, 
I can become heavy with rain... 

I can weep myself dry 

Till the wind can blow me away. 

It must be tremendously dull to be just a stone 
“Still I will be a stone long after you are dust... 
The Puritan stone whispered passively. 


} 


” 


Bozart Rosa ZAGNONI MARINONI 


COME 


Come! On the Altar of my Heart 

The candles are burning. 

Tall stemmed flowers have been placed 

In the long necked vases— 

Tall, proud flowers that have drunk of the sunlight. 
The incense is curling out of the round bronze urns 
And the notes of a nocturn throb in the air. 

Come! Come, and behold your love 

Lying passively in state upon the Altar of my Heart. 


Contemporary Verse Rosa ZAGNont Marinoni 
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OREGON TRAIL: 1851 


Out they came from Liberty, out across the plains, 
Two-stepping, single-footing, hard-boiled and easy-shooting, 
Whips cracking; oaths snapping . . . 

Hear those banjos wail— 
Emigratin’ westward on the Oregon Trail. 


ey ee 


Squishing thru the mudholes; drunken with the rain, 
Turn your face to heaven, boy!—and punch those bulls again; 
Onward to the sunset; Hallelujah! Sing! 
Don’t let nothing stop yuh! Not a consarned thing! 
White sails of schooners, snapping in the wind, 
Oregon ahead of us—t’ hell with them behind! 
Free land in Oregon! 
Thru the prairie gale 
Emigrating westward on the free land trail. 


* * * 


Hell blasted heathens, Rickarees and Sioux, 

Aim across the wagon-wheel and drill the varmint thru. 
Line ’em up, line ’em out, pray the tugs’ll hold, 

Wheels a-screeching glory thru the sunset’s gold; 

Keep y’r musket handy, trigger on the cock, 

Peel y’r eyes, kid, if you’d see old Independence Rock! 
Took our luck right in our hands; can’t afford to fail— 
Hittin’ f’r the westward on the bone-strewed trail. 


* * * 


Milt’s woman had a kid. Nary doctor nigh, 

Milt thought he’d lose ’em; figured that they’d die; 
’ God’s mercy pulled ’em thru; Hallelujah, sing! 

Put y’r faith in God, friends, and conquer everything! 
Line them millin’ leaders out! get the bulls a-going— 
Got to get to Oregon! 


West winds blowing 
Bitter from the Stonies, looming blue ahead, 
Wagons bogged in prairie mud, teams stuck fast, 
Heave the tumbled baggage off, clean the wagon bed, 
Sweat and curse and on again, freed at last, 
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On again and damn the rain, buck the wind and hail— 
Emigratin’ westward on the Oregon Trail. 


re a 


Onward thru the mountains, lifting to the blue, 

Up and thru the rock cuts, weaving to the pass; 
Old Ezra stopped here, where his spirit flew, 

Left his little gran’child, such a pretty lass; 

Ben’s a-goin’ to take her; that’ll make him eight,— 
God sure’ll bless him for his kindly thought, 
Hitch up and roll again. Hi! ’s getting late 

And this old defile ain’t no place t’ be caught; 

No time for sorrowing, tear-eyed and pale— 

Got to keep a-movin’ on the Oregon Trail. 


2k * * 


Can’t see the wagon-tracks; trail’s pinched out; 
Nothing but the snow peaks and shale-rock slopes, 
Outspan the bull-teams; we’ll heave them wagons 
Upside and over with the rawhide ropes— 

God damn the mountains! God damn the snow-crusts!— 
Pounding thru the chill wind, shirts sweat-black, 
God! But I wisht I was back down in Liberty! 

Pull, there, you quitter! for y’u can’t turn back— 
Top of the mountains now, keen in the starlight, 
Sunup’s a-comin’ on the western sea, 

Yellow beams of glory-glow, floodin’ the snow peaks— 
There lies Oregon! Glory to Thee! 


ee ack 


Punch up the bull-teams, tune up the banjo, 
Hallelujah! Praise God, kneeling in the snow, 
Land of the dripping fir, land of the homestead, 
Oregon! Oregon! Beckoning below— 
All out from Liberty, out across the ranges, 
Two-stepping, single-footing, hard-boiled and glory-singing, 
Whips cracking, oaths snapping, bull-teams slogging on, 
Babes a-borning, men a-dying, trail shouts ringing— 
Here come the conquerors 

(And there lie the frail) 
Roaring to the sunset on the Oregon Trail! 


The Frontier Jim MarsHatu 
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TO A DARK DANCER 


Within the shadow of the moon you danced, 

Or postured in the light of crystal stars 

Your dark flame-beauty challenging a glance, 

You flung a sob-caught laugh and leaped afar 

Into the arms of night, with upturned face 

That mocked the waning beauty of the moon, 

Its fragile curves, which lacked your Nile-born grace 
Which made the tom-toms beat, the senses swoon. 


You dance no more upon the silvered sand 

With streaming midnight hair and panting breath, 
But lie in peace while gold and jeweled bands 
Adorn your wrists, and silks caress your breast; 
For you are dead and even as I wait 

The desert moon has veiled its pale-gold face. 


The Crisis Marjorie MarsHauth 


SAMMY SUMMERS 


A Contemporary Legend 


I 


“Paderewski of the wheelbarrow,” they call him, 
Old virtuoso of the ashman’s art; 

They think the only cargo that could stall him 
Would overmatch two oxen and a cart: 

The crazier the load, the better fun, 

And more the sport the farther he is sent; 
They say he takes his corners on the run, 

The matchless master of his instrument. 


They tell how, when the mayor’s horse went lame 
Two miles from town and all the roads were spiked 
With frost, they sent for Sammy and he came 
And, seeing quite the sort of job he liked, 

Made one tall load of buggy, burgess, mare, 

And brought them safely home to Center Square. 
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II 


For he is legendary. He whose name 

In scapegoat youth was common imprecation 
On every burgher’s lips, whose elfish fame 
Savored of brimstone, sin, and sure damnation, 
Whose follies once were bitter to the tongue, 
By transubstantiation of renown 

Has won at last his weathered niche among 
The Lares and Penates of the town. 


The years have scattered dust upon his beard 
And left him younger than a bacchic god, 
For he is legend now, and so revered, 
Timeless as granite, sunshine, or the sod, 
And in his wayward youthfulness grown old, 
Silenus-like, unmoral, uncontrolled. 


III 


Those in this hill-bound hamlet who have known 
Ships and the sea and ways of sailor folk 

Say that his bent-kneed shuffle must have grown 
From swaying to the pitch and shivering stroke 

Of green sea-water on a deck, of green 
Sea-combers striding to a vessel’s roll— 

And laugh, and swear that he had never seen 
More of the sea than Marsh Creek swimming hole, 


And turn to watch him bravely setting sail, 
Scuppers awash with some gigantic load, 

His shoulders drawn (like ratlines to the rail) 
Under the pull of handles, and the goad 

Of Viking venture at his heart, and these 
Familiar sidewalks changed for alien seas. 


IV 


At windy twilight on the close-cropped hill 
That plunges creek-ward at the edge of town 
They see him leap against the sky, and spill 
His ash-load out, and caper like a clown, 
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Sending his dust-fog flying like a sail 

The storm has tattered loose from all its spars 
Ripping and bellying headlong down the gale, 
The while he shouts derision at the stars. 


(They think his brain is like a half-spent cinder, 
Not quite burnt out, nursing a final spark 

He may let drop where walls are dry as tinder 
And breathe upon it softly in the dark, 

And fling a bedlam antic at the joke, 

Guffawing at the town gone up in smoke.) 


V 


Before the waning winter’s days are ripe 

For spring’s first harbingers on hill and tree, 
His wheel goes shrilling like a shepherd’s pipe, 
And with a wheezy minor melody 

Worn wordless with long use, an epic hymn 
Of elemental ecstasy, he brings 

The tardy summer in, to suit his whim, 

A month or more before the robin sings. 


And though tomorrow may be stiff with sleet, 
And ice bring silence where the brook-song ran, 
Today, at least, his trouser-fetlocked feet 
Remember satyrs and the dance of Pan 

And wild goat-music, and these alleys seem 

A vale in Arcady, a dryad’s dream. 


VI 


The cosmic rhythm of his ticking trot 
Serves half the town for clock and almanac, 
And weather-prophets talk of cold or hot 
According to the coat upon his back, 

And watch the seasons’ slow procession plod 
Along the spoor his dripping cargoes cast: 

A thread of garden loam across the sod, 

A trail of silver ashes where he passed, 
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And when the cottonwoods are letting fall 
Their caterpillar-tassels on the eaves, 

And the bombshell crocus shatters at the wall 
In tiny dooryard corners, and the leaves 

Of Norway maples split their buds, he mocks 
With bath and shave the vernal equinox. 


Vil 


And when the hilltop college makes parade 
Of graduates and grey-beard pedagogues 

In rusty gowns, threading the elm-tree shade 
From Hall to Chapel corridors, he dogs 
The foot-fall of the last man in, and slips 
Into a shadowed angle of the wall, 

To watch, with grimy knuckles at his lips, 
The accolade of learning rise and fall. 


Shorn of his eerie mirth for that one day, 
And of his winter whiskers, when the chime 
Sprinkles its silver music over May, 

Degreed by years and laureate of time, 

He knows the boys will greet him at the Gate, 
That Day when Sammy goes to graduate. 


The Lyric Francis CLarBorNE Mason 


RES BOY 


The surge of the waters was in His Speech! 

(As You stood on the mountain height 

Did ‘Tiberias flaunt its numerous ships 

Oh, Christ, for Your young delight? 

As the wind tossed Your Hair from Your sunburned Brow 
Was it Your eager plan 

To seek out the Damescene trader once more 

And talk to him man to man?) 


The echo of mountains was on His Lips! 
(Were You familiar then 

With every cave in the Nazarene hills 
Accessible to men? 


266 


Did You scale the limbs of a sycamore 
And wish Your Mother would let 

You penetrate to the crystal top 

Of Hermon’s coronet? ) 


Columbia EvisaBETH Mayer 


WORLDS 


Stand and stare 
At this wayside stone 
Where the molecules wheel 
Like star and moon 
In their tiny orbits 
On and on. 


Kneel and look 

Where this globe of dew 
Shines like heaven 

On a flower of blue— 
A vault with the seraphim 

Flashing through. 


And know that all beauty— 
Though but stone or flower— 
Can break on the breast 
With sudden power 
And hold eternity 


Fast for an hour; 


That from pebble or petal 

The world may unfold: 
Eve in her garden, 

The Fleece of Gold, 
And Troy in flames 

Ere earth grew old; 


The dirge of David 
For Absolom, 
Lear in the tempest 
Without a home, 
And John’s heart sighing 
For Kingdom Come; 
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And dark Isolde 
And Guenevere 

Walking with moonbeams 
Upon their hair, 

With tragic shadows 
Woven there; 


And the Christ Child’s smile 
In the star’s pale light, 

Where the trees rise steel 
In the frosty night, 

And the powdered meadows 
Glimmer white. 


The Yale Review THEODORE MayNArD 


LATE SPRING 


The spring is late this year, 

But now that she is here 
The long delay 

Gives joy a keener edge. 

The dogwood and the hedge 
Know it is May. 


The impatient trees explode 
Into the tremulous load 

Of leaves and flowers 
April kept back too long; 
And into frenzied song 
(Flute, bugle, violin, gong). 
The bright birds flash among 

Their petaled bowers. 


Though many seeds have died 
In the cold earth, 

Refusing to be denied 

The live have multiplied 
Death in their birth. 

Spring rioting comes 

Shouting and beating drums. 
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The orchards clothed in white 
Delighted shower delight: 
Their boughs outspread 
Bless us; their young fronds strain 
Skyward and not in vain, 
Since our hearts soar again, 
Heaven overheard. 


The Commonweal THEODORE MayNarD 


PURPLE DAWN 


You led me over the ancient bridge, 
And I leaned on you 
More than you knew. 


Now beneath the shimmering moon, 
I'll clasp your hand 
Until I understand. 


Somnus has bound the eyes of day, 
And muffled her noisy throat 
That I might sit in the glow 
And think, and feel, and know. 


Beneath the shimmering moon— 
A symphony of silence .. « 
Ah, God! What a night. 
GertTRUDE PartHentA McBrown 
The Saturday Evening Quill 


A LIKELY FELLOW 


Two gifts, then, were the Lord’s to give: 
Beauty and love to all that live. 


The Lord Most High was a merry God 
When he lighted the hill with goldenrod. 
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Drunken with glory of giving was He 
When He splashed His Brush on the apple tree. 


And the Good God laughed and He sang and He reeled, 
As He showered the poppies like rain in a field. 


But the Lord was sober with cosmic years 
When He fashioned man and gave him tears. 


“What have I done?” said the sober God; 
“My beauty’s in yucca and goldenrod ;— 


“This man is a likely fellow, too, 
With his clean clear eyes that look me through. 


“He weeps!” sighed God. “Well, Pll do what I can.” 
And so He put love in the heart of man. 


The Will-o’-the-Wisp Joun RusseELy McCartruy 


CONVERSATION 


“Look!” thunders the Lord God, 

Spreading a wing like a million Milky Ways, 
“Look! I have given you glory of nights and days: 
Nights like windows upon my starry garden, 


Days like lenses upon your own bright home. 
Look!” thunders the Lord God. 


“Fool!” say we, snickering, 

“Fool, you’re as dead as the ’90’s! 

Your garden? Go talk to our mathematicians! 

Your dspace! We can see quite as well now by night, thank 
you!” 


“See,” says the Lord God, 

Folding His skyey wing, 

“See the rivers that sing 

Over your meadows and under 

The good green leaves of your trees.” 
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“Fool!” we cry, 

“Shall we sentimentalize over our slaves? 

The rivers turn our wheels, they carry our burdens, 
They sewer our filth to that cesspool, the sea. 

Look at them yourself if you have time.” 


“See,” whispers the Lord God, 

Sighing, 

“See, I have given you very marvelous bodies, 

Living garment of flesh over intricate upright frame. 
See that breast, those thighs? 

A hundred million years I have adventured, 
Created and destroyed, 

Arriving at last at these.” 


“Fool!” we shout, 

Doubling skinny hands, 
Posturing disused thighs, 

“Fool! Our bodies are indecent, 
Not to be seen!” 


“Look,” breathes the Lord God, 

“Look, I have given you brains, 

And given you five hand-maidens 

To dance before and about you 

Finding beauty, bringing beauty, 

Making you ready to step some day 

Right through the window casements of night 
Into my garden.” 


“Fool!” we scream, 
“Fool! Do you grow gold in your garden, then?” 


The Lyric West Joun RusseELL McCartuy 


THE DUNES 


All up and down the quick and quiring shore 
New tide marks and old ruin of the sea 
Trouble the dunes in their white constancy 
Where bands of veering piper played before. 
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Nor relics of a rich and elder war, 

Nor the red salvage out of black Tibet 

Shall measure the flood of sand and seasons met, 
As if eternity were at the door: 

Perhaps the stave of a Chaldean tun 

A finger-splinter from the grainy deck 

That young Ulysses trod; the timeless wreck 

And dissolution of things long begun 

When Polo journeyed under the Pleiades, 


And lotus bloomed along the eastern seas. 


The Independent Davip McCorp 


THOUGHTS IN THE LOUVRE 


Before Leonardo’s St. John in the Wilderness 


Leonardo wearied of courts and kings 
And of royal favorites too; 

He was bored by Lisa’s cryptic smile 
Whose meaning he never quite knew. 


“Q, the King of France is all very well, 

But I paint to his taste—not mine; 

My stomach is sick of his fine French food, 
And cloyed with his sweet French wine. 


“ll stow my palette and pots of paint, 
In my shabby leathern bag, 

And [ll hide in a little dirty street, 
Where never a king can brag.” 


So he fled to a garret in old Milan, 

With a shelf for Verrocchio’s bust, 

And he boasted, “I'll paint as a free man can, 
And not as a puppet must.” 


But the spirit of Louis held him fast, 
And his art made a French grimace, 
For he painted John in the wilderness 
And gave him a satyr’s face. 


The Century Magazine Vircinta McCormick 
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FRAUDULENT 


At the mirror’s bitter well 

She crouched and drank of time; 
Bold with the agony of one gray hair 
She searched her barren tomorrow. 


(Storm, storm, 

Build up your anger; 

Pile the clouds of your wrath 
Higher and higher.) 


Deeper in the glass 

She saw thé reflected outdoors, 

Saw April and greenness, 

Saw plum petals fall to the ground. 

“The fall of the blossom is the core of the fruit,” she said, 
And returned to the scar of her one gray hair. 

A birch in a forest of night? 

White lightning spat from the thunderheads? 

(Thunder, how far the thunder? ) 

Here is an emptiness, 

An ache of virgin breasts; 

Here are old eyes from smoky autumn doorways 

Peering for the first white step of December, 

Here is the thin gleam of graves, 

White whisper of frost through the glowing flesh of April. 


“I must stop my clock tonight,” she thought, 

“Ticking the fall of the blossoms, crumble of the moon, 
“Ticking, ticking, counting decay— 

“If one gray hair is an agony 

“One hundred is peace? 

“But, Christ, what lies between them?” 


(Rise storm, high and higher— 
Over the horizon, one dark arm 
And a handful of thunder.) 


“This morning I was wakened at dawn 

“By a chanting of prayers, 

“Tove of the earth, O earth be merciful, 

‘When I looked from my room and saw the black nuns 


273 


“Going two by two round the chill of their fields, 
“Their fields that were open again and were fragrant 
“After the winter. 

“They tossed water of prayers all about them, 
“Making music of prayers and crosses, 

“Music of unfertile women beseeching fecundity 
“With a shine of feeble candles.” 


(Christ is a gate 

Where the street looks through into gardens— 
Rise, storm, and thunder, 

Thunder so far 

That not one petal drops more swiftly 

And no face turns to the sky.) 


‘Watched by earth, and sea, and sky, 

“T in my leanness, O mirror, 

“T am like a dried-up stream 

“Still guarded by great yellow willows.” 


(Christ is a white step up out of darkness— 
Finger her curtain, wind, 

Lift and look about you, 

Her eyes are not for storms.) 


“The least of the cattle, sleek in its motherhood, 
“Knows full kinship of April, 

“While I, with the unused weight of my breasts 
“Mocking my boast of virginity, 

“YT am fraudulent.” 


(Dark, O sky, hemlock-dark and darker, 
Plum tree, slim white vision 

White and whiter; 

Tree and curtain blowing, 

Does barren earth lie easy 

Under the heavy width of winter? 
But Christ is man and lover.) 


“Yesterday, yesterday, 

“T have counted them all in the trees and the fences, 
“I have counted old footprints over the fields 
“To the last day carved on a stone. 
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“I have gone to the days of my childhood 
“To find myself over again 
“And found no sign but the south wind. 


“Blowing blossoms of a new fruit for others. 
“Tomorrow, tomorrow, 

“Who can know shape of the cloud 

“One side of the sky to the other, 

“Who but an unused woman?” 


(Lightning, rip! 

Tear the black grapes of the storm, 

Taste green boughs of April, white, and petals, 
Black earth ridged for summer. 

Cleave her doubt, O lightning, 

Strike her into prayer.) 


“Faith of my fathers— 

“T have resisted, and I have wept, 

“T have wept without any comfort— 
“Now I am weary.” 


(Rip once more, O lightning, 
Toothed white with hunger, strike! 
Strike cloud and thunder, 

Sink into earth and blossom.) 


“Christ, I will have you; 

“Take me, Spirit, and crush me; 
“Only hold me, fill me, lover, 
“Till I walk the earth in flower, 
“Till I meet the harvest boldly— 
“And my mirror.” 


(Thunder, thunder, 

Shake at her window, 

Scuff at her door— 

The first chill spasm of the rain 
Drenches with fragrance 

Of fresh-opened earth bearing blossoms. 
Petals, petals, 

White of plum and apple, 
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Plum like flesh of women, 

White and whiter hold your fragile boldness 
Keep your fragrant breasts, 

Stark against the storm.) 


“Spirit, now I have you 
“Smiling in my mirror; 
“Whiter than my arms, Christ, 


“Your arms reach to take me a 





(Lightning has split the plum tree 

And ripped it in two. 

Rain, nervous-fingered rain, 

Reach through the smoke of her window; 
Touch her swiftly, rain, her cold face, 
Look just once in her mirror, 

Touch her silent lips— 

And go.) 


Voices F. R. McCreary 


A TAPESTRY 


If I could make a loom of time, I’d weave 

The trust of childhood with the faith of years, 
And hope with courage that has conquered fears, 
With pristine strength of manhood I would leave 
Room for a woman’s tenderness. The eve 

Of life entwine with memory, and tears 

Would shine like jewels set in peace that cheers 
When faith and patience find no time to grieve. 


Pd weave and care not if I never face 

The beauty of design. I would set free 

Each tangled, raveled strand that found a place 
In line and with my inward vision see 

God’s finger guide the golden threads that trace 
The samite pattern in life’s tapestry. 


The Congress Outlet Lirtie Reep McMaster 
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PEAR ORCHARD IN SPRING 


Too still, too strange, aware of unreturning 

Moments of bloom, at noon these tranced bright trees 
Lift so austere a flame, there is no burning 

Of gold on petals where the sunlight is. 


This pale carved instant is the lovely tragic 

Pause of a splendor winged, alert for flight— 
(There is a tale, an orchard holds wild magic 

The haunted moment when each bloom is white)— 


Too proud, too still. Before the spell is broken, 
Before a petal falls, before the doom 

Of certain change, oh, let no word be spoken 
To shatter this white climax of hushed bloom! 


Let quiet creep through each dark sense (O brightness 
Of full fair flower, too still, too strange for peace!) 

Let the loud pulse and breath, lost in this lightness, 
Like wind give over, or like singing cease. 


Poetry, A Magazine of Verse Marjorie MEEKER 


THE HIDDEN SCORN OF THE HEART 


The hidden scorn of the heart, 
Subtle and proud and still, 

Was bold before love began. 

It is the better part 

Of that spirit bright and chill 
That is lost in the life of a man. 


Friend, to whom I give 

My words or my love or my faith, 
The wind takes more than this— 
The wind, so long as I live, 
Claims more in one shadowy breath 
Than you touch or your mortal kiss. 


Poetry, A Magazine of Verse Marjorie MEEKER 
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ON THE BEACH 


Let the seasons pass over 
Here where is no season 
Parting with little treason 
Lover and gallant lover. 


Let the colors die down: 
Here are all colors, and none, 
A myriad, or one 

Deep where all colors drown. 


Wandering the rocky reaches 
Where the loud waters wind, 
I know no land so kind 

As this of barren beaches. 


Men’s frail quick-colored hours 
Flower to a trivial doom— 

I have found no bloom 

Proud as the sea’s harsh flowers. 


Poetry, A Magazine of Verse MaryjoriE MEEKER 


BEACH FIRE 


The tawny moon rose late among the islands 
Over the autumn tide—so darkly bright, 

For all her gold, that she moved among the lowlands 
Of evening with secret light. 


“The harvest moon!” we said, and then forgot her 
Orange presence for the little lit 

Driftwood of our fire until in utter 
Whiteness exquisite 


We saw her high in heaven, newly risen 
From her own red embers, burning with so pure 
And cold and still a flame, all night seemed frozen 
In a splendor hard and sure. 
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We saw the shimmer and sparkle, the drifted pulver 
Of pale moon-glitter bright where the bold cliffs soar, 
And the lavish tide—in moving marvelous silver— 
Pour light upon the shore. 


We said, ‘She has found the dark and secret velvet 
Of the farthest island, yet gently—her touch is sleep; 
But here on the carved proud cliffs the rocks resolve it 
To a brightness bare and steep.” 


One said, “On such a sea each man, a drifter, 
Shall be lost on the high and lovely tides of death.” 
And one, “So charmed, so light shall life be after 
The stopped and trivial breath.” 


Poetry, A Magazine of Verse Marjorie MEEKER 


WINTER SOLSTICE 


I saw the land of winter grow and change 
From the first lengthening shadow, the first leaf 
Fallen, until the perilous and strange 
Ramparts of dark, the citadel of grief, 
Rose bold and bare—an old ironic quiet 
Against whose walls in vain the quick hours riot. 


The gaiety of spring and opulence 

Of summer had been swift as any breath 
Of fire or song, in chill magnificence 

Had passed the gold imperious half-death 
Of autumn, every tawny leaf defying 
Time’s insolence till all in mold were lying. 


O breath of winter, keen as kiss of swords 
Against the little shuddering mortal flesh, 
Trivial as time and futile as men’s words 
Are the gold bright expediencies that mesh 
This warm and fluttering life with lovely treason! 
Under all change you are, O winter’s season, 
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Under all seasons, beyond life and breath, 
Dark beyond men’s dim creeds and dooms you stand. 
Past the frail pause in life that men call death, 
Loved or unloved, you are that native land 
The tumult of whose silences is drumming 
Even now the welcome of a harsh homecoming .. . 


Your thirst cries, “Drink!”? Your hunger bids me feast, 
Your pain sighs, “Rest!”” Your dearth calls, ‘““Harvest here!” 
When the last lovely thralls of faith have ceased, 
Each heart shall find you terrible and dear— 
The far reality, past pride or pity, 
The sure untender shelter, the final city. 


Poetry, A Magazine of Verse Marjorie MEEKER 


TO A WEAVER OF WORDS 


You are a weaver of words; I am a poet. 

There’s the difference. In patterned gold 

You draw the threads and make a loveliness 

That has no depth. You tap a music out 

That sounds like silver shoes on Chinese bells. 

I tear the countryside, the trees, the fields, 

The brooks, the smoking chimneys, and all sounds 
And set them in my poetry. The wind 

Goes roaring through my song. The sea spins wild 
Salt spume above the slosh of water bending 
Down the bows that lurch through waves to port. 
In the forest of my poetry the axe 

Is heard that beats upon the oaks of truth. 

Old men spit and lean against the barn. 

Young men cheat and love and dare and dream. 
And through it all I hear a music from 

The chiming stars that clang their beams together. 
Beyond it all, I see a glory brighter 

Than the sunset fanning fires upon the hills. 
Come, be a poet too! Take an axe and come. 
Come with strong hands and come with stronger heart. 
Leave your weaving to women. The wind waits. 
The sea waits. The hills broaden to song! 


The Lyric West Harotp WestEy Mervin 
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SONG OF THE SCYTHE 


Swith! Swith! 
Keen cold scythe and a long clean swarth. 


Stalwart sweep and a dorsal twist 
And a curving swing 

And heads off 

Blue-grass and red-clover; 

Blade slitting 

Ox-eyed daisies, 

Blade slicing 

Timothy hay. 


Swith! Swith! 
Keen cold scythe and a long clean swarth. 


Beauty,—keen, cold, stern Beauty 

Of slitting steel; 

And rhythm,—rhythm of thin high music 
Of slicing steel, 

Clean-cut work. 


Swith! Swith! 
Keen cold scythe and a long clean swarth. 


Ah, who would be that proud, up-standing patch 
Of side-tracked solitude 

Where no scythe comes? 

Not I, red-clover, 

Nor I, white, 

Nor yet I, timothy! 


Swith! Swith! 
Keen cold scythe and a long clean swarth. 


Voices ArTHUR TRUMAN MERRILL 


MATES AT THE ZOO 


They plod and plod before the grate, 
United as by cable, 
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With eyes of sultry, sullen hate 
And looks as black as sable. 


Oh, love may laugh at locksmiths yet, 
As in the ancient fable, 

But Aucassin and Nicolette— 
Could they survive a stable? 


How much—who knows?—twould red the rose, 
If only bucks were able, 

To park their does and patter prose 
Around a dinner table. 


The Lyric MiLprReD PLEw MERRYMAN 


The 


LION 
(Born in the Zoo) 


Old fires have burned him out! He dawdles now; 
Old lusts, not his, are lava on his tongue; 

A thousand manes have matted to the slough 
That he might mope and contemplate his dung. 

He muses—and his haggard vision broods 

More weariness than weights the weary dead— 
God knows what shadows stalk those solitudes, 
What eery ghosts go padding in his head. 

At first he used to grope in baffled rage 

For smells and sounds and tastes he could not stun; 
Insensate now he crouches, drunk with age, 

He who has quelled all hungerings—and none; 
While round his form falls like a darkened flame 
The twilight of a day that never came. 


Lyric MiLpRED PLEW MERRYMAN 


APPLES 


Let the golden apples shrivel on the bough; 


No one ever covets golden apples now. 
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Doubtless on some ocean, buried in the spume, 
Lies an ancient rudder’s green, forgotten loom; 


Yet if such a pathway points the golden wheels 
Ages must have scuffed it with a million keels. 


How could we, who never piloted a shell, 
Hope to climb a skyline, override a spell? 


Let the golden apples shrivel on the limb; 
Leave the trail to Quixote—maybe he can swim. 


In the corner market with the pigs and sheep, 
We can buy us apples twice as red and cheap. 


If a little hunger haunt a rib or two, 
Pay it no attention—it will take adieu. 


Every dawn’s a beggar, every day’s a thief; 
On the sands of April love’s a windy leaf. 


While the fitful shadows lean for you and me, 
Who would heed the treasure hung behind the sea? 


Let the golden apples shrivel on the bough; 


No one ever covets golden apples now. 


The Lyric Mitprep PLew MERRYMAN 


TUMBLE-WEEDS 


It: was, 20. still oes 550 

Up at dawn, and chores all done by eight, 

There’s three hours gone; but four to wait 

For noon, and nothing coming then to break the time 
With the men-folks gone, 

Turning sod at Sandy Forks three miles away. 

I pounded beans— 

But the noise began to scare me, 
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It was so still. 5 Ge 

It seemed somehow as if everything had stopped 

And was listening just to me— 

And the sound was something outside of me, breaking in. 


I quit 

And went up the hill to watch for the train, 
Trains break the time— 

But Number Five was late. 

Far as I could see 

Nothing stirred but a tumble-weed, 

And it stopped soon as if it listened; 

I had to listen, too, in spite of myself, 
And all of a sudden I knew, 


I guess everybody has a notion that there’ll be a change 
Someday and things will come out all right after all, 
Folks couldn’t go on standing it otherwise. 

They just keep looking forward to some grand surprise 
That the day may bring . 

If times are pretty bad fiiey a it off till snow flies 
Or maybe spring, 

Set it a year or two ahead— 

It’s coming though some day— 

Life’s like that, 

A jollier—a coaxing cat! 


I used to be like all the rest, 

A-watching and a-listening down the road, 

Hoping for something different . . 

Did you ever sit down and wait for something that never 
came? 

For thirty years I waited just that way. 


It was not my fault so much, 
Life led me on. : 
It was in the smell of the wind-flowers that children picked 
And put in a cup on the windowsill; 
It was in the locusts when the moon whitened them; 
And the sigh of the old windmill at noon; 
The corn was fairly daft with it al] 
Come the last of June. 
“TPs coming—coming soon.” 
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That day on the hill I kveco 

And I waked up and quit looking. 

I knew I was getting old— 

The best part of my life gone for good— 

And the rest all dry and dead as a tumble-weed. 


I know now there is nothing over the hill— 

There never was anything there for me 

And never will be— 

Even if I could go— 

And I can’t, you see. 

le wat so-snllin =: 

Far as I could see 

Nothing stirred but a tumble-weed, 

Then it stopped too. .... 
Way down in the heart of me something died, 
That day I found out that Life had lied. 


The Harp NeELuic£ Burcer MILLER 


HALF-TONES 
I 
Wild Things 


Something there was about her just a bit 
Timid, untouchable like fleet wild things. 
When she sped by, you thought quite suddenly 
Of a swift sea-gull’s white, spread wings 
Darting above a wave; and if by chance, 
She raised her black-lashed eyelids in a glance, 
You saw a startled fawn, poised by a pool 

In some far jade-green solitude, 

A still fawn, fearful lest it be pursued. 

So, when they told me she was gone, I thought 
Of sea-gull’s wings, swept home; of fawns, swift-fled ; 
I thought of waves and then of solitudes 
But never once I thought of her as dead. 
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II 
Pools 


Her eyes, set in the youth of her, were pools 
Full of deep shadows. One might guess 

What lay beneath their surface but not know 

For by much gazing, one but knew the less. 
Phantoms of fear it might have been, which slept 
Down in their darkness, dreams destroyed, 
Illusions poorly kept... 

A bit of all of these or any one 

Might have been drowned in their still depths, 
Seeking oblivion. 

Deep pools hold secrets not to be revealed. 

Hers lie within the deepness of her eyes, close sealed. 


III 
Ashes 


Her garden called perennially to youth, 

So flaunting were it’s colors. There was phlox 
In massed enticement of deep rose and white, 
That followed the mad passion of red hollyhocks. 
Then, as if flesh and flame were not enough, 
There was the recklessness of tawny, tall, 
Black-hearted tiger lilies and again, at fall 
Beside her fence, the warm, alluring fire 

Of golden-glow. She seemed but spent desire, 
Gray ash, against the daring of it all. 

Color seemed not to be a part of her, 

Who moved amidst it, fragile, twilight-hued, 
And faintly redolent of lavender. 


The-Will-O?-the-Wisp Epitu Miricx 


THE QUEST 


For you in vain, 
With our moth brain, 
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We search all spaces 
And human faces— 
For you in vain. 


By millions, quadrillions, 

The telescope heaps the stars— 

Sun upon sun, with whirling worlds atrail; 
But we travel alone, 

In search of a friend, 

Beyond the bounds and bars, 

Beyond the pale. 

Is there never an end, 

With you on the great white throne? — 
Never a place to rest, 

Pillowed on your breast? 


By millions, quadrillions, 

The atoms range their universe together 

In a speck of outcast dust 

Flicked by a feather. 

We point the microscope 

And follow because we must, 

Spurring our baffled hope 

To find you in the deep and secret place 

Where life emerges from the void 

And through dark cells begins her upward race. 
Where space is not we would tread upon your heel; 
Where time is not we would count your beat 

Of footsteps down a shining street— 

Even while we hang destroyed 

In nothingness, and watch the swift hours reel 
Our spun mortality into the narrow room 
Where weaver Death new-patterns his dark loom. 


By millions, quadrillions, 

The atoms and the whirling suns obey you, 
Blazing and darkling through enormous days 
With none but you to see, 

Implacable, serene; 

With none but you to hear their song of praise. 
By millions, quadrillions, 

The flowers of life sown by your hand waylay you 
With challenge of lovely bloom that withers away 
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To die unseen. 

Do these record endless futility? 

Do you behold us, crouching in the dust? — 
Will you not hear us, praying because we must, 
Though you are hidden in infinity? 


By millions, quadrillions, 

With tiny lamps of life we search for you, 
Ancient of days, yet ever young and new! 
But you are further beyond, deeper within, 
In blinding splendor enrolled. 

Your still white heat puts out our little light 
And chills our wavering flame. 

Through desperate dark and din 

In vain we call your name, 

Harking for peal of bells, for flash of light 
From beyond the ultimate star’s remotest flight. 
But never shall eye behold 

Your splendor spread upon the eternal noon, 
Nor shall ear hear 


Your voice keeping the universe in tune. 


For you in vain, 
With our moth brain, 
We search the spaces 
And human faces— 
For you in vain, 


Poetry, A Magazine of Verse Harriet Monroe 


IN MARCH 


Three lovely things today 
I saw beat back the wind, 
The March wind’s bitter play. 


A crocus shivering up, 

Timorous, tremulous, frail, 

Offering wan Spring its cup. 
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A ship through rack and rout 
Slipping to port ice-sheeted, 
Shrieking her triumph out. 


A newly widowed wife 
Bearing her proud grief high 
Through the wrecked house of life. 


Flower, boat and bride, all three, 
Their beauty dazzles me, 
Their freedom sets me free. 


Poetry, A Magazine of Verse Harriet MonroE 


TO LINDBERGH FLYING 


Lindbergh, Lindbergh, 

Where did you come from, say— 
Sailing the sky in your magic boat 
Along the sun’s highway? 


We came from home, my plane and I, 
We heard a command to do or die. 


Lindbergh, Lindbergh, 

Where are you going, tell— 

Flying up there through the icy air 
In your silver cockle-shell? 


We are off on the quest—we heard a story 
About killing a dragon and finding glory. 


Lindbergh, Lindbergh, 

What do you carry along 

In your frail little craft, too slight to hold 
Gold, or a sword, or a song? 


We carry a message from now to then, 
From heart to heart of the kings of men, 
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Lindbergh, Lindbergh, 

What is the word you will bear 

To the kings and crowds when out of the clouds 
You come down to a world a-stare? 


We'll tell the wise that up under the sun 
All men are alike and all nations one. 


Lindbergh, Lindbergh, 

Will youth conquer the world again? — 

Bring light from the sun, and peace from the moon, 
And joy to the souls of men? 


We bring what we find, my plane and 1, 
For the earth lies low, but its hope flies high. 


Poetry, A Magaxine of Verse Harriet Monroe 


ATALANTA 
After the Race 


These golden apples! And Hippomenes 
Still thinks he stayed my flying feet with these! 


True, in the race that other men had run 

Only to death, his strength and swiftness won; 
Or was it strategy? He tossed, indeed, 

The gold before me and I lost my lead— 
My -pausing, if for but a moment’s space, 

To pick the apples up, gave him the race. . 
So much as this he and the world know well— 
But there is somewhat more I do not tell... 


Each time he folds me to his heart again, 
I think, I almost think, I will explain— 
And then I muse on men... and I refrain! 


Oh, yes! he might be glad to know—but then 
The réle of conqueror is dear to men; 
Now I am symbol of his victory, 


290 


And he, he values me accordingly .. . 
What if he knew the victory was won 
Before the goal was set, the race begun? 


So long, so long I had been known to fame 

As unattainable—until he came. 

Too long, perhaps. But who was there to guess 

An Atalanta—touched by loneliness? 

And who could dream that thoughts came to my mind, 
Of prisoned Daphne sighing on the wind? 

Of Syrinx, by the river, safe, indeed, 

But moaning at her fate—to be a reed? 

And who could know it sometimes came to me 

That gods take maidens’ prayers too seriously? 


And yet—and yet—lI could not seem to bear 

The satyr-look my suitors’ eyes would wear; 

A look that summed me up—appraisingly, 

That seemed to strip my draperies from me. 

I would not stay—to stand before them, shamed; 

I fled from them in some dark fear unnamed. 

And oh, the swift, sick dread, the wild alarms 
When they outstretched to me their hairy arms! 
And when they drew on me with panting breath, 
I whispered to my heart, “Oh, better, death!” 


And then one day—he came! I marked him there 
Among the suitors. I seemed unaware .. . 

I turned away indifferently from him... 
Coolly I let my maidens oil each limb, 

Lace on my sandals, calmly took my place— 

But well I knew I would not win this race! 


I’had a maiden’s and a runner’s pride— 
Both must be saved, but if he failed, he died. 
I knew I was the fleeter, if I tried... 


These golden apples? They served well indeed 
As subterfuge—excuse to slack my speed. 

But he goes proudly, my Hippomenes, 
Believing that he won the race—with these; 
And somewhat boastful of the strategy 

By which he gained the victory—and me! 


291 


Sometimes I almost think I will explain— 
And then I muse on men—and I refrain! 
Women are wise who think—and think again! 


The Century Magazine RosELLE MEerciER MontTGoMERY 


MARPESSA: OR ANY WOMAN 


Mar pessa, loved by the god Apollo, and by Idas, a mortal 
man, chose the man, fearing the god would not prove 
faithful to her. 


That she had chosen well 
Marpessa knew— 
Was ever god to mortal woman true? 


But Idas; now . 2 . 
Oh, he was faithful, good, 
And he provided well—as husbands should. 


Fine food, soft raiment, 
Jewels, had she not? 
Women, she knew, were envious of her lot. 


And yet, and yet— 
Beside her always trod 
A splendid shadow, a remembered god! 


Now and again were days 
When, in the press 
Of solid living, she knew wistfulness. 


Each day they brought to her 
Some whispered story 
Of maids bedazzled by the young god’s glory. 


And, hearing, she would say, 
“Oh, I was wise!” 
Then, suddenly, the tears would blind her eyes! 
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Above the gossips’ 
Eager whisperings, 
She seemed to hear the beat, the beat of wings! 


The Century Magazine RosELLE MErciER MonTGOMERY 


WINTER WOODS 


A painter can paint the woods 

As they look when the trees are bare, 
But a painter can never paint 

The spirit of sadness there. 


A poet can sing of the woods 

As they look when the leaves are gone, 
But a poet can never catch 

Their sad, sweet monotone. 


Alas for the poet’s song, 
Alas for the painter’s art; 
Walk alone in the winter woods 
And let them break your heart! 


Contemporary Verse WuitneEy MontTcoMEry 


A SEA SONG 


Blue waters of the ocean with the endless sky above you, 
Near singing dunes whose slanting sands run down to meet 
the wave, 
You were my playmates as a child and now grown old I love 
ou, 
And oe your surf to lull my dust, your sand to be my 
grave. 


I never see the slender pines but I think of masts and spars, 
I never watch the silent sky but it seems another sea 
With its great white ships by daylight, lit at dusk with little 
stars 
While a the blowing wind I hear the sand-dunes calling 
me. 
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For the ocean’s mighty music and the dunes’ low minor notes, 


In all my years of toil and dream have played a friendly 


part, 
And the waters changing colour, the sand and birds and 
boats— 
Have spun a slender thread of song and wound it around 
my heart. 
Poetry of Today Joun Ricuarp MoreLanpD 


SACRAMENT 


You may fare on husk or wheat 
Or tempting fruit, 
Gold, purple, red... . 

I break the silver of my song 


For bread. 


You may choose a crystal drink, 
Or dark as jet, 

Or sharp as brine. . 

I crush the sorrow of my song 
For wine. 


Poetry of Today Joun RicHarp MoreLanp 


TIME 


Time is no bird whose flight is never done, 
Time is the mountain country of a King;— 
It is eternity but slumbering. .. . 

Across its solitudes the seasons run 

Like frightened hares, but only stir the dust; 
Cyclones and whirlwinds pass and touch it not, 
Wars rage, and terrible earthquakes are forgot; 
The stars go out, their beauty burned to rust. 


Careless of shadows we call night and day, 
‘Time does not move to methods new or old, 
Neither can we snare it in a cage of gold 
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And hear it tick, tick, tick . . . itself away. 
Life, venturing upward on some cloudy quest, 
Is broken on that infinite, quiet breast. 


Contemporary Verse Joun RicuHarp MoreELANnD 


THE GOSSIP 


Having little else to do 
And given to imagination, 
She can break a word in two 
To make it fit the situation. 


Blowing on some cold desire, 
Or some passion long-forgotten, 
She can make it flare like fire 
Touching pine-knot or gun-cotton. 


Just a pair of ears and eyes 

That moth-like hover around life’s candle; 
Her drink is ever spiked with lies, 

Her food forever spiced with scandle. 


Palo Verde Joun Ricuarp Morebanb 


HEIGHT 


When I was young I felt so small 
And frightened, for the world was tall. 


And even grasses seemed to me 
A forest of immensity 


Until I learned that I could grow, 
A glance would leave them far below. 


Spanning a tree’s height with my eye, 
Suddenly I soared as high, 


And fixing on a star I grew, 
I pushed my head against the blue! 


295 


Still, like a singing lark, I find 
Rapture to leave the grass behind. 


And sometimes standing in a crowd 
My lips are cool against a cloud. 


Scribner's Magazine ANNE SPENCER Morrow 


ATLAS 


No granite mountains, no tempestuous seas, 

No weight of earth pulled giant Atlas down; 
His body bent to no poor loads like these, 

Blue heaven was his burden and his crown. 
Perhaps a rainbow strapped the sky in place 
Heavy with stars across that straining back, 
Forever turned from morning light to brace 

All shining beauty in his stubborn pack. 

Jove’s thunder barking at his beard to flout 

His bondage could not shake him, he stood strong, 
Shouldering the sunrise, anguished arms stretched out 
Lest one tree miss his light, one bird his song: 

A simple god renowned for only this 

Proud bearing on his back of others’ bliss. 


The Century Magazine ExizaBETH Morrow 


THREE QUATRIANS 
For My Daughter 


Dear daughter, when the dusty shelf receives me, 
Pray understand that only one thing grieves me: 
I grudge the distant moment you discover 

Your dangerous views were all old to your mother. 


Hills and Valleys 


Mothers are valleys shielding from rough wind 
Their children in a warm secure embrace; 

But hills are fathers, stern and disciplined, 
Charging their sons to look storm in the face. 
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Lovers 


Where lovers walk the highest hills drop low, 
Proud seas are puddles, all the dark roads shine— 
Dear Lord, why waste a miracle to show 

The wedding feast turns water into wine? 


Harpers Magazine ELizaBETH Morrow 


LOGOS 


‘““Here’s where the tulips were,” we said, and then 


Passed by the place and plodded on through snow, 
Talking of much, but not of these again, 

And there was nothing in our talk to show 

That all my thought was tulips in a stir 

Of shaken ecstasy of flower and stem, 

Wrought to a frenzied and immoderate blur, 
With windy sunlight streaming over them. 


I fell to wondering, then, that such a word, 

As lightly said as any word we say, 

Should raise a host of tulips, stormily stirred— 
And wondering, too, as we returned that way, 
What thing your silence made of that bright show 
Of crimson tulips dancing over snow. 


The World Tomorrow Daviv Morton 


From “Nocturnes and Autumnals” by David Morton. G. P. 
Putnam’s Sons, New York. By courtesy of the Publishers. 


REVELATION 


One well might say the town was very dull 
On such a winter’s day as this has been,— 
Till suddenly the stars were beautiful 
Above stilled streets so fair for wandering in 
That lonely walkers came, not knowing why, 

' Save to be lonely with such things as these, 
When the last light is going from the sky, 
And pale, starred dusks are in the thinning trees, 
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So had it been with me throughout the day; 
No breath of beauty trembled anywhere, 

No light upon the world that was not gray;— 
And suddenly the stars were burning there, 
And such grave mystery was in the street 
That I walked home on hushed and timid feet. 


The World Tomorrow Davip Morton 


From “Nocturnes and Autumnals” by David Morton. G. P. 
Putnam’s Sons, New York. By courtesy of the Publishers. 


ONE TREE IN AUTUMN 


So little wind would ruin all this gold: 

One lightest breath out of the autumn sky, 

And not a single slender stem would hold. .. . 
And we should learn how flaming things must die. 
Let me look long upon this, while I may, 

The delicate leaf, the thin and shining stem, 

In this, their hour of glory, their brief day 
Of golden airs that hover over them. 


And let the end come, if it must, by night, 

When I have gone, and shall not come again . 
Thinking how one tree, in that golden light, 

Flames on and on, a still flame, now, as then, 

Golden forever, now . . . it might be s0, 

This once . . . this once . . . for all I stayed to know. 


The New Republic Davip Morton 


From “Nocturnes and Autumnals” by David Morton. G. P. 
Putnam’s Sons, New York. By courtesy of the Publishers. 


EAVESDROPPER 


The talk among the poplars is of rain: 

From leaf to leaf the eager gossip goes, 

Out in the dark, low-pitched and very plain, 
Tree unto tree telling the thing it knows. 
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This delicate and silver sound they make 

Would seem tonight to have no league with sorrow, 
Yet all my thought is saddened for the sake 

Of poplars that will strip their leaves tomorrow. 


For I who lie here listening in the dark 

Learn in this wise how rain will fill the dawn, 
And how the slow, uncertain light will mark 
Their hammered-silver shining from the lawn,— 
One listener, secret as the gnomes and elves, 
Who heard the poplars talking to themselves. 


The Nation Davin Morton 


From “Nocturnes and Autumnals” by David Morton. G. P. 
Putnam’s Sons, New York. By courtesy of the Publishers. 


MY HERITAGE 


On both banks of the Jordan 

my fathers planted their dreams. 

In Galilea a dream grew into a song, © 
on Golgotha they nailed an idea on a cross. 


My fathers chanted gloomily 
within the vineyards of Judaea; 
they chanted mournfully, 


but they planted 
old dreams 
in young lands. 


My people are 
a beaten 
people. 


My people 
overturned 
a world, 
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but they lost 

the sunrise in Judaea, 

lost 

the sundown on the Jordan. 


My people chant no more, 
they are dreamless 
in dreaming lands, 


Now, others chant 
their hymns, 


free verse Nicuotas Moskowitz 


THE POET FINDS A THEME 


Now while the common things of day are fading 
Into the darkness, now while sleepily 

The world turns from its bargaining and trading, 
And few remain awake to bend the knee, 
To worship or destroy, to weep or laugh, 
The solitary poet leans to read 

The life of man from birth to epitaph, 

His triumph and his sorrow and his greed. 
Over the dark books, terrified and pale, 

The poet gathers sweet and bitter things 
From history and from myth and fairy-tale, 
The dooms of slaves, the destinies of kings; 
Until from one dim legend rises up 

A youth with brooding eyes and dusty hair, 
Quenching his thirst against a broken cup, 
Having a sombre, sullen name to bear. 

And now the poet, marvelling to behold 

An image in his likeness, lifts his pen, 

And writes three verses passionate and bold, 
Telling the life of Ishmael again, 

Putting new words upon an ancient sorrow, 
And new defiance on a vanquished heart, 
Draining his spirit and his flesh to borrow 
Breath and blood for the creature of his art. 


Scribner's Magazine HELENE Mututns 
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DEATH COMES TO ALL 


Once Heraclitus lived in grief and pain, 
And in the darkness scribbled poetry; 
Catullus once loved Lesbia with disdain, 
And pleaded with the gods to set him free. 
But death decreed to each a final day, 

And they fell silent, and were laid away. 


Magdalen hid her hair beneath a veil, 

And from the paths of pleasure walked apart; 

Sir Galahad went forth to seek the Grail, 

And let no worldly joy corrupt his heart. 

But clay must in the end return to clay, 

And they were clothed in black, and laid away. 


Tristan and Iseult lived for many years, 
Vainly extending hands to helpless hands, 
Penelope’s whole life was bathed in tears, 
Mourning Ulysses lost in foreign lands. 

But love survives not physical decay; 

They ceased to love when they were laid away. 


Death comes alike to ignorant and wise, 
Comes to the weeping and the frivolous, 
Comes like a dark doom or a golden prize, 
With strong and feeble is victorious. 

Death comes to lovers, be they sad or gay, 
And they fall silent, and are laid away. 


Whoso he touches on the throat or face, 
Whoso he fetters by the wrist or feet, 
Are never found again in any place, 

In any tavern or in any street. 

They are not at the dance or at the play, 
But are on hidden couches laid away. 


O, poets, write before the brief day closes; 

O, saints, pray loudly while you have your breath; 
O, lovers, laugh, and send each other roses, 
While yet you are indifferent to death. 

O, sing or play or love if now you may, 

Scarce will you cease when you'll be laid away. 


The Commonweal HeiLene Mutuins 
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AN OLD GARDEN 


Sealed from your modern world by quaint design 
Of trellised wall where honeysuckles cling, 

An antique garden vies with breath of spring 

In scent of candytuft and columbine. 

Prim spinster hollyhocks in proper line 

Frown upon love-in-a-mist, blue harebells ring 
Carpathian peals, and phlox their incense swing 
All down a tanbark path of that old shrine. 


So real the ancient magic, I hear fairspoken 
Courtier speech where wig and ruffles meet, 
Playing beside the fountain head for token 
Appropriate to that serene retreat... 
Then hideously the witchery is broken 


By motor siren shrieking down the street. 


The Commonweal BenyaMin Musser 


BALLAD OF A NEW VILLON 


They are closing in, John Henry, 

The law-dogs loudly bay; 

Where will you hide your frightened heart 
Tonight, where will you stay? 


The Church cries out, John Henry, 
Her curses on your head; 

Where will you find a blessed grave, 
Cross-marked, when you are dead? 


The hounds close in, the spies press out, 
And you are crushed between. 
What will you do, John Henry, 


With none to intervene? 


The Church can tear my soul from me, 
The Law can wield its thong; 

But they shall know that, even so, 
PI still retain my song. 
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When they have worked their mighty will, 
With life choked by a string 

Pll belly my way up hell’s high hill, 

And sing! and sing! ... 


Bozart BENJAMIN MussER 


TO A MECHANIC 


Where I watch you at your work, 
I wonder how it feels 

To have, for brain, a trigger-jerk 
And wheels within wheels. 


Iron rings, hoops of steel 

Keep your heart inhuman. 
Tell me, then, how does it feel 
To love no woman? 


You even sell your merchandise, 
Achievement very rare; 

But these are gimlets in your eyes, 
Wires in your hair. 


You can do wondrous things 
To fill dull narratives... . 
Can you write a line that sings, 
A poem that lives? 


Foot Prints BENJAMIN MussER 


S-4 


Forty snuffed souls. We called them stoic 
Who filled Mars’ belly in time of peace. 
Forty thousand not less heroic 

Refuse all wars until war shall cease. 


Forty snuffed souls from corpses are risen, 
Hallowed by the saints and god of wars. 
Forty dozen, who rotten in prison, 
Refuse to rise until Heaven blast Mars. 
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Militarists weep that forty died thus 

Who might have been shattered by battles’ Lord. 
Only on the Cross One weeps with us 

Whose price to peace is a legal sword. 


Yet while they probe us with a lance, while they jeer, 
Give sponged vinegar, and nail our hands, 

We shall not bargain who know that near 

Our thorn-crowned foreheads a Brother stands. 


Forty snuffed souls, But not in vain, 

If up from their ashes, like a phoenix, flies 

A spirit new-summoned from the shame and pain, 
White light born in forty million eyes. 


The World Tomorrow BENJAMIN MussER 


DUST’ TO*DUsST? 


From whence does it come, the recurrent hunger 
For the earth when spring swings north again? 
It seeks us out in the scornful cities, 
Transmuting our hard-worn calm to pain. 

We are stirred with the blossomy wind of morning 
As it sings of the river and budding trees; 

We long for the feel of the soil in our fingers, 
For its strength, and its sorrowful mysteries. 
And always, before the first flower falters, 
Before the first bird’s song is sung, 

Old voices chant of the hidden glory 

Of life when the world was young. 

O, sudden grief that transcends all rapture, 

O, twisting doubt that is more than trust, 

Is it the urge to life that moves us, 

Or the call of dust to dust? 


Opportunity IsaBEL NEILL 
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TO THE BUILDERS OF GREAT CITIES 


I 


Cover the earth—yes, bury the earth from view! 
Drive in your caisson-spikes until they blunt 
Against the rock! Heap on your girders! You 
Must weave your stone and steel into a front 
Impenetrable to the eternal grass, 

Tranquil and unassuming. If you can, 

Forge here an armor that it cannot pass, 

Of iron arch and beam and concrete span. 

For now already, in your cities, earth 

Is overlaid for miles on patient miles, 

And not a clod is seen of that bright womb 
From which you sprang—the loam which gave you birth. 
You have entombed beneath your towering piles 
That which must also some day be your tomb. 


II 


Raise then on high your sky-flung monuments, 
Mute witnesses of earth’s dark burial-place. 
Sepulcher as you will that charnel space 

Which once exhaled the frail and tender scents 
Of soil under spring rains. Yet earth will laugh 
Some day at all such small artificers 

Who labored at this vault which should be hers, 
And which she knew was but a cenotaph. 

For on that day earth will throw off this shell 
And men will stand transfigured in a zone 
Of dazzling light, surging in shaft and bar 
From underneath their feet. Then Gabriel 

Will shout to God, long drowsing on his throne, 
That earth again has burst into a star. 


Voices Artuur H. NEeruercor 
SISTER, HOW 
“Sister, how 


Does love begin? 
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With a silence 
As of sin?” 


“Brother, that’s 
The end of love; 
The beginning 


None knows of— 


“Only that 
You wake and are 
Like the haze 


Around a star.” 


G. J. NEuMANN 
The Midland, A Magaxine of the Middle West 


THE HERDER 


“And there was I round four o’clock or five 

With yet another mile or two to go: 

Dog tired and sheep blurred white—sheep mi//, you know, 
And pile one over the other. You contrive 

To move another inch; but goad and drive, 

Your sheep refuse to budge, are huddled so 

You cannot tell them from a drift of snow, 

Nor whether they are dead or still alive—” 


That picturesque Montanan never dreamt 

His host’s experience had been the same 

One stormy day not very far behind 

When he had made a desperate attempt 

To drive his flock—what matters what its name? — 
To some more sheltered corner of his mind... 


Voices IsraEL NEWMAN 


BOB WHITE ALL RIGHT? 


It seems to me the quiet quail 
When he steps through the stubble 
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So smoothly with his head thrown back, 
As though it were no trouble, 
Is saying not, his name at all, 


But asking this politely, 

“Bob White all right? 

Bob White all right?” 

In sounds so clear and sprightly. 


The Crisis Erric Ler NeEwsoMeE 


THE MOTHER 


She leans upon her window-sill to guess 

Her children’s passing in the summer night, 
And feels their running feet and laughter press 
Against her angled aureole of light. 


Warm and invisible their presence seems 
Tonight a fragile and imperiled spark, 
And pitiful the hardihood that dreams 
To quench with love this wide encroaching dark. 


Out of the barley-field a rumor comes 

Of grain immortal, and the pear-trees swell 
With slow fruition, while the gourdlet drums 
Heavy with seed beneath her window-sill. 


And even now her murmuring body goes 
Round the dark cycle with the ripening pod— 
The bending barley and the bee-struck rose, 
The apple fallen in the lap of God. 


Poetry, A Magazine of Verse Jessica Netson NortTu 


CREATION 


I could devise as well as any 
A wheeling world of weed and stone, 
With little houses set thereon 
And puppets wheedling for a penny. 
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My little dogs could leap and bark, 
My moons arise from cloudy covers, 
And here and there a wooded park 
Would shelter crooning wayside lovers. 


My huntsmen there could ride and run 
Pursuing momentary foxes, 

My little housewives in the sun 

Could water countless window-boxes. 


And little gossips gnarled and old 

Could sit and knit and talks of heaven, 

And how young love grows overbold, 

And “God must take,” and ‘‘God has given.” 


Poetry, A Magazine of Verse Jessica NEtson Nortu 


TO BETSY 


You might be 

A brown leaf on a tree, 
Or a small shy hare 
Standing attentive there. 


Almost I see 
One ear lopped down and the other ear upstanding. 
Almost I hear 


Ripple and glimmer and the long slow tremor 
Of the. air. 


Five-petalled hands 

Blown carelessly like blossoms on a vine, 
In you the darkling wine 

Of summer expands; 

Blood of the summer— 


Never the murmur and the restless rumor 
Of mine. 


You move with a rhythm that is never-ending, 
Like brown wheat you move in a warm wind. 
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I look to find 


Fine brown roots from your small brown toes descending. 


Poetry, A Magazine of Verse Jessica NELson Nortu 


TRUTH 


The world is hollow like a pumpkin-shell— 
We know it well— 

And warm and full of true delightful things, 
Hop-o’my-thumbs and flittermice with wings, 
And frequent beanstalks reaching to the sky, 
And giants nine feet high. 


When with your button nose against the pane 
You say, watching the rain, 

“The clouds are elephants with ears like sails 
And trunks to match their tails’— 

Oh that is true, oh that is very true! 

I see them too. 


Now stop your little ears with both your thumbs, 
For here the Doubter comes; 
And up and down he shortly will declare 


The world is dirt and skies are made of air. 


Never believe him though he looks so wise. 


I marvel that his skies, 
Like Chicken Little’s, do not tumble down 
And crash upon his crown. 


Poetry, A Magazine of Verse Jessica Neitson Nortu 


OLD STAGE COACH 


Coming upon it suddenly in the gloom 

It’s easy to see how once it thundered and sped. 
It stands wheel-deep in billowy orchard bloom 
With flowering plums like ponies on ahead. 
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The boy who drove it forty years ago 

Is dead. No more he’ll dream along the lanes, 
Upset the shining pools left by the rains, 

Or ford the rivers willowy and slow. 


Freighted with seasons now, the old stage goes 
Over the world’s edge and up again; 

Spring and its apple-blossoms heavy with rain, 
Summer and fall with fruit, winter with snows. 
And always, to keep apace with the dreaming one, 
It follows a restless course around the sun. 


Poetry, A Magazine of Verse STERLING NorTH 


LOVE, RAKE THE ASHES 


Love, rake the ashes over the dying fire; 

Conserve for a blacker night the last, least gleam. 
Now let us drowse; the sparks of old desire 

Under their ashy blanket breathe and dream. 

And then to bed; with creak and counter creak 
Compose our worn bones till the stab of dawn, 
When we must rise to candles guttering weak 

And put the robes of immortality on, 


And if upon the midmost verge of dark 

I hear the lean cold clicking at the latch, 

And, rising in the bitter stillness, mark 

The death ticks chitter through the frozen thatch, 
Yet will my heart dance to a faster rhyme, 
Knowing we’ve had our world as in our time! 


The Gypsy Wave OLiver 


BOUND WATER 


I hear the long, low lament of the lake 
Mount like a sob the ladders of the moon, 
And at the lowest rung, with wild heart-break, 
Beats the inchoate laughter of a loon. 
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So does my soul within its prisoning flesh 
Beat with lamenting laughter at the bars, 
A winged dream fluttering in a liquid mesh 
Beneath the impassivity of the stars. 


A lake, a loon, and I; triumvirate 

Of liquid coils and tissues tinct with wings 
That fain would beat on loftier airs, elate 
Above the savage earthliness of things; 

Over the pointed pines the young moon throws 
A mocking laughter from the height it goes. 


Voices Wave OLIVER 


PLOUGH THE ROAD UNDER 


Plough the road under, and nail fast the gate. 
Let there be tillage where the wheels cut deep. 
Lay spur and saddle by. The year grows late 

And meager time is left to sow and reap. 

The share will peel the sanded ruts asunder 
Until no devious clue remains to chart 

How I rode forth in quest of love and plunder, 
And how returned, pauper in purse and heart. 


Plough deep, and harrow well, and seed it thickly. 
Earth, stubbornly remembering, may reveal 

This year, perhaps, by twin rows dwarfed and sickly, 
The sterile heritage of hoof and wheel. 

Not long, though. Earth forgets. Her old scars swell 
New harvests now. And may not mine as well? 


Voices TrEp OLson 


MAPS 


I had no use for mezzotint or oil 
When I was younger. Maps were better far 
To splash your walls with color, and uncoil 
Prismatic roads to Ind and Zanzibar. 
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Windows may frame a dung-heap, or a line 

Of laundry jigging drunkenly; but these 

Were casements opening wide to winds like brine, 
Cormorant-pinioned winds from perilous seas. 


I have torn down my maps, and burned, or sown 
Their lying colors on the lying wind. 

They cannot cheat me now, since I have known 
The arduous roads to Zanzibar and Ind, 

And found those lands of spurious jade and flame 
As drab and drear as that from which I came. 


Voices TED Oxson 


TRINITY 


Wisdom, I think, is made of these 
Three discoveries. 


First, the raw incredible ache 
Of a new heartbreak. 


Bitter this—but bitterer far 
Learning how brief all heartbreaks are, 
When the hurt heals over and leaves no scar. 


And last, that love full-feasted even 
Is somewhat short of utter heaven. 


Wisdom is wrought of these 
Three certainties. 


Poetry, A Magazine of Verse TED OLson 


FABLE 


I led him on into the frosted wood; 
Stamping our feet, beneath a larch we stood, 
Breathing white edifices on the air; 

And nothing else was moving there. 
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The branches hung as if they had not known 

A day when any little wind had blown. 

The snow above our heads wrought wondrously 
A thousand gargoyles on a tree. 


Freezing, we waited by the frozen brook... . 
“Listen” I said, and hardly dared to look. 

A drift slid suddenly across the ice, 

A frigid hawthorne trembled twice. 


Then, slowly, through the branches, marble-veined, 
A hoof, a haunch, a heavy shoulder, strained; 

A head swung down into a glassy heap 

And smashed it with a sideward sweep. 


I could not hold my tongue: “You see the horn! 
That twisted golden bone . . . the Unicorn!” 
I could not hold it back. And as I spoke 


A splintered universe awoke. 


The thing was gone. “You saw” I spun around 
To read his eyes. He kicked a knotted mound, 
And all the gargoyles tumbled on his head. 


“’m numb, I’m going home,” he said. 


The Saturday Review of Literature GerorcE O’NEIL 


THE HUNTER 


All tense, he walks the burnished earth, all tracks 
Lie shimmering behind him, hammered white. 
His hounds are silver-hinged with springing backs 
And bellies gouged in flint; they nose at light 
And point where radiance settles. 


Through brakes and thorns and nettles 

He tears an endless pathway toward a glow 

And beats in frenzy when the gleam is narrow. 
He threshes in despair and does not know 

He is himself an arrow. 


The New Republic GerorcE O’NEIL 
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HUNTSMAN’S ROUSE 


Never go foraging with such as these, 
Who find their scavenging down any road, 
And feed, like cormorants, in companies, 
From no great want but for a tedious goad. 


Search for your sustenance throughout this maze 
With lithe clean javelins that spring and bound, 
Leaving no spoilage for the pack that strays 
From kill to kill upon the festered ground. 


Range with a level arrow at your shoulder, 
Beating no coverts with suspended breath. 
Stalk with a single mastiff hungrier, bolder, 
Readier, than the bitch of death. 


Poetry, A Magazine of Verse GerorcE O’NEIL 


LOVE IS A SEA 


Love is a sea that is there, under all life, 

Always, inexhaustible waters; it must have fountains, 
To find the upper air, to flow, to sing on the mountains, 
To fill cool cups for our caked lips, salt with strife. 
She is such. She is a fountain, very abundant. 

As the sap mounts in the birch-tree, the sweet waters 
Flow upward through her, sweet among the daughters. 
She is a green place among the rocks. Ascendant, 

The waters find her and flow through her as a spring. 

If she hold out her hands love falls on you; cooler than rain 
That fingers the roots of the grasses, caressing and fain. 
If she enfold you, the waters are gathering, 

A river, a bearer of life, surging, fecundant, 

Up from the caverns, the deep caves under the mountains 
Where love is cool waters, upwelling, seeking fountains. 
She is such; a fountain of love, very abundant, 


The Saturday Review of Literature SHAEMas O’SHEEL 
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THIS IS OUR DOOM 


A slender sheaf—straw, straw and a few poppies, 
For all the labor of our days. 

A few dreams, dreams troubled and elusive, 
Though the nights are long. 

Ashes, our hearts at last a handful of ashes, 

And yet their flames 

Light such a little space in the dusk of Time. 


This is the doom of those whose desire is unbounded, 

To feel in the dark 

The wall insurmountable, 

To hear beyond hearing the song that shall never be heard, 
To see beyond seeing the picture that shall not be painted: 
To sense forever 

In wind and water, 

In wood and meadow, 

In city and solitude, 

More than the heart can hold or the mind encompass. 
This is our doom, we weavers of Time’s pale garlands, 
To seek forever and find not the Rood and the Rose, 
The Lips and the Grail that trouble our fevered dreams. 


The Saturday Review of Literature SHAEMAS O’SHEEL 


MOOD 


I am weary of the world’s ways 

And weary of my own. 

I will go and seek the valleys 
Where time is overthrown. 

I will scale the windy passes 

And lie down among the grasses 
And forget the lads and lasses 

Who will know what I have known. 


To the silver pipes of morning 
I shall dance upon a hill. 
In the hush of starry midnights 
I shall listen and lie still. 
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From the forest I shall borrow 
Scorn of yesterday and morrow, 
Scorn of ecstasy and sorrow, 
Scorn of wisdom and of will. 


For the murmur of green branches 

Is a music known of old. 

Like hands they will caress me, 

Like wings they will enfold, 

While the years flow by and leave me 
And the days forget to grieve me 

And the nights no more bereave me 
Until all the tale is told. 


The Commonweal SHAEMAS O’SHEEL 


SONNET 


Christ must have whistled in his younger days, 

Sung to his favored tools, and talked to them 
Through hours when unborn dreams were like a haze 
Across the hills beyond Jerusalem. 

And, later, when the dreams were edged with flame 
That crackled in the Temple, Christ must still 

Have loved returning roads that brought the same 
Old solid things to steady his young will. 


For every dreamer challenging the dawn 

With urgent faith to make an end of night 
Must find again, when night seems never gone, 
New faith in patience, and a farther sight. 

So Christ would touch remembered tools, and see 
Days going steeply up toward Calvary. 


Contemporary Verse Everetr PartTrIpGE 


ON A MIRROR BOUGHT AT AUCTION 


Is this your final stage, this meagre room, 
Where sun, a feeble jester in the fog, 

Is lost at mid-day, while the sedulous gloom 
Hangs somber curtains for your epilogue? 
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You that have paid in full each rosy debt; 

And every sparkling story have re-told; 

And what was spacious made more spacious yet— 
Have nothing left that’s beautiful to hold. 

But even so, in your once candid gaze, 

Grown shadowy now, no intimations gleam 

Of height and breadth and more resplendent days: 
And all your past felicity would seem 

A tale you have no fancy to recall— 

Rapt in a girl, a narrow bed, a wall. 


The Virginia Quarterly Review ANNE BLACKWELL PayNE 


SS(CANPZING 


Far from the sea in his grey later days, 
A dweller where the salt winds never came, 
Where sunsets never sank with crash of flame, 
He was an exile in the human maze 
Of valley lives. A friendly pathway strays 
Up grave Pine Hill, and there, with some strange aim, 
He climbed—perhaps to hear pine voices frame 
Their ancient choruses of old sea ways. 


The valley saw him daily mount the height, 
And from the grey cliff face the soaring sky; 
And there a ghostly galleon paused a while, 
At some far hail across the verge of night 
Swift veering through the dusk, and anchored nigh, 
And bore him joyous from his lonely isle. 


The Commonweal ARTHUR WALLACE Pracu 


HAWKS 


The mountain twilight is a fearsome thing 
When memory won’t let a man forget 
Some secret hurt that brought a life’s regret, 

Some threat each day and year o’ershadowing. 
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We never knew just why Hawks sought to cling 

To that old, lonely farm by hills beset, 

Where creeping dusk draws tight the night’s black net 
And dark fields lie beyond recovering. 


This much we knew: he paid Dill well to go 
And spend each night with him—light work for Dill— 
And so for five long years Dill drove up there. 
Then one night Dill was blocked by drifting snow. 
When he got there next day the house was still, 
And Hawks was gone—and only God knows where. 


The Commonweal ArTHUR WALLACE PEACH 


SKYLINE 


At five o’clock 

I’ve seen the darkness piled up along Michigan Avenue 
Spangled like a toe-dancer’s skirt, 

Decorated like a page in a mediaeval missal: 


At five o’clock, 

Just before they’ve all gone home— 

The young clerks and stenographers 

Who live in five-room flats 

With someone sleeping on the davenport 

And someone dragged off the day-bed in the dining room be- 
fore breakfast. 


The Miss Somebodys 
With thin lips and coiffure arranged to cover the hair-line, 
Who have been with the firm twenty years. 


The young men 
With next week’s pay in the cabaret cash-register, 
And the cheerful credit. 


The dark-eyed buyers 

For ladies’ ready-to-wear 
Who came out of Russia 
With a shawl over their heads 
And a cross on their backs. 
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(“Miss Aggie, will I keep that beaded georgette 
In the ‘will call’? 
That big blondy didn’t come for it yet.”) 


Just before they’ve all gone home, 

And the lights along the avenue 

Let go of the shapes of darkness 

Held in their golden meshes 

Like a princess’ soft hair in a jewelled net. 


Michigan Avenue, 

Set with lights, 

Rayed in the new dark like the Star of Bethlehem, 

Arranged in design like the red and gold and blue of an icon, 
I have tried to call you something. 


Till suddenly I know you for a gesture sufficient, 
Needing no symbol. 


Poetry, A Magazine of Verse JosEPHINE VAN Dozen PrEasE 


THRENODY 


Sleep on, sleep on,— 
Flowed over by the antique years, 
Sweet rushes where were tears, 
And marigolds for fears. 
Until some holier dawn, 
Sleep on, my dears. 


The Lyric WixuiaM ALEXANDER PERCY 


RECOGNITION 


Quietly, silently passing, at twilight, when streets are crowded, 

Ah, the faces I see, the sad beautiful faces of men, 

With the haze of their dream or their love or their sorrow 
tenderly on them, 

With the charmed wistful shadows and hollows on cheek and 
temple, 
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Strangers to me, passing from dark into dark, unreturning! 

Would I could lay on their twilight lids the kiss of peace, 

But they pass, and I can only call after them “Brother, 
brother.” 


The Lyric Wiiuiam ALEXANDER Percy 


STIRRUP CUP 


I whisper to my heart words of courage 

And it hears and arises and fares on again— 
Not like a soldier striding to battle, 

But like a pilgrim old and weary. 

I say to my heart very softly and tenderly: 
“Truly the shrine that we sought is a sepulchre, 
But holy, perhaps, as we have been told. 

It is ignoble that we, you and I, 

Should sit in the dust of the roadside and weep. 
We have seen stars and sunsets, 

We have heard birds and thunder; 

Many have been the travellers, 

We have had noble companions. 

Perhaps again (but the end is soon) 

We will see, and hear, and hold lofty converse. 
But even alone, in darkness and silence, 
Remember we haughtily draw 

The ice-silver of pride from far sources: 

We come not of weaklings and weepers. 

And there is no weakness to conquer 

Till strength is taken away. 

We are strengthless, unweaponed, but we will go on.” 


Bozart Wiuuram ALEXANDER PERcY 


THE CHARIOTEER OF DELPHI 


You who ran races stand so still, 

Who won so gravely gaze ahead, 

As if you knew each test of skill 

But swiftlier fetched you toward the dead, 
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Or is that look merely the stern 
Combative seriousness of youth 
That plays to win? —ah, still to learn 
That winning is no test of truth! 


Bozart WiLuiAM ALEXANDER PERCY 


THE WORLD GOES BY 


I have quaffed the gall and vinegar, the dregs within the cup, 
The bitter, bitter dregs within the cup. 

I have cried out in my anguish, and no one heard my cry 
As I quaffed the bitter dregs within the cup. 

I yielded up my spirit, and no one heard my cry, 
The night is strangely lonesome, for one about to die. 

I have quaffed the gall vinegar and bid the world go by. 


So now that I am desolate and nailed to the cross, 
So desolate and nailed to the cross, 
I know how lonely one can be when all the world goes by, 
As they did when You were nailed to the cross. 
Into Your hands, O Lord, my spirit 1 commend, 
For my bones have turned to water—yet my heart now 
yearns to send 


A plea for all the desolate—You will your pity lend? 


A sword has pierced my heart, and I am helpless now, 
I call on You, yes, I am helpless now, 
I yield my will to Yours, and humbly bow my head. 
For well I know that I am helpless now— 
With an empty, empty heart, and an empty, empty head, 
I am lost but You will find me—my setting sun is red— 
The shaft once pierced Your heart, and on the cross You bled. 


The Mercury Marie TELLO PHILLIPS 


MUTATION 


Forever there is change from sun to sun; 
Brief space is given us for sleep and rest— 
A time of shifting sorrow for a blest 
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Forgetfulness that is no sooner won 

Than we assume again what we would shun— 
The old man who so long has been a guest, 
Who binds his weight upon the back and breast; 

We flee from him to sleep’s oblivion. 


And yet gray clouds turn golden in the sky; 
Blue birds fly south, returning in the spring. 
The way is not so dark, but we can try 
To stumble on until a brightening 
Appears ahead—not far beyond may lie 


A land where crimson-breasted linnets sing. 


The Gypsy Mase. PosEGATE 


THE GREAT POET 


God’s poems are all so beautiful 
Magic of word and sweet of tune; 
I read their wonder as I walk. 
God is a poet, and His talk 


Is sun and stars and moon. 


And all His winds and waters rhyme, 

And all His butterflies and birds, 

He laughs to know with what strange vim 
His children try to copy Him 

With gold and silver words. 


Poetry, A Magazine of Verse Jessica PowErs 


PERCIVAL WELLINGBEE 


Because he was a drunkard and thereby 
Had lost the admiration and respect 

Of those who, formerly, had been correct 
In thinking him the man to fill the high 
And dignified positions which imply 

A worth beyond the reach of less elect, 
No more would he, except in retrospect, 
Attend a public place or meet an eye. 
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The pity was that no one guessed or knew 
That being supersensitive, he had 

Dwelt long upon the unintended few 
Omissions, slights, his public service bred, 

And so acquired a complex to pursue 

Him first to drink, and then to drive him mad. 


Voices Marion Porter Powers 


BALLADE FOR THE END OF BATTLES 


The kings meet kings in proud array, 
And long in conflict they engage; 
While mortal men are but as clay— 
Mere puppets on a shifting stage, 
Who act the Devil’s villenage: 
Though why, they fail to comprehend. 
Their voices cry from History’s page: 
“Let wars among the nations end!” 


Each country stands, a beast at bay, 
When love will all our ills assuage 
And bring the peace for which men pray. 
We are but slaves—the parentage 
Of God forgotten. Yet the sage 
Knows man to man must be a friend 
Throughout this earthly pilgrimage. 
Let wars among the nations end. 


The seers and poets of to-day 
See visions of a greater age 
Than that of men who sin and slay. 
They know that all who battle wage 
At last must cease from battle. Rage 
Pays but a beggar’s dividend; 
While Love has Life for heritage. 
Let wars among the nations end. 


LV’Envor 


O World, from conflict disengage, 
And to the words of Christ attend! 
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Then Love will evil catch and cage: 


Let wars among the nations end. 


Interludes WiLu1AM JAMES PRICE 


GRIEF 


The name of it was to be Grief. 
Dark draperies he had swung about me, 
Arranging the sombre folds with earnest difficulty, 
+ « » Hach loopsss.-.. each. line. 
Dark-knotted was my hair, 

My body drooped, 

And I had made my eyes tragic 

As a model should. 

But all the while I was laughing, 

6 5 Se dbaWANtNe 6 ox 

And liking the world. 

What does a girl know of Grief 
When her lover waits impatiently 
Outside the door? 


Joan Daretu Prosper 


The Midland, A Magazine of the Middle West 


OLD LADY COOK 


Old lady Cook was tough as an ox 

And slyly cunning as a fox. 

Past ninety-four and charity 

Paid all her rent and doctor’s fee; 

Her food and milk the town gave free. 


Some said a Home was better fit 

To care for her but with her wit 

She cleverly kept out of it. 

Her courtesy to guests was such 

It never lacked the gracious touch 

Yet subtly showed that what they gave her 
She could accept but as a favor. 


324 


Ingratitude, she always said, 

Of every crime is at the head. 

So when her weakness grew each day 
She then prepared to give away 

Her few belongings, “For you know 
We empty come and empty go.” 


The rector’s wife must have her table 
Choicer far than silk or sable. 

And the oilcloth, not so new, 

But for the curate it would do. 

She gave the rector at the last 

The gold she’d hoarded through the past. 
She’d scrimped it from her daily need 
And held it with a miser’s greed, 
And now she gave it to the town 

That thankfulness be her renown. 
Ingratitude is at the head 

Of every crime, she’d always said. 


And then she closed her eyes and died 
Her duty done, well satisfied. 

But to the soul who’d cared for her 

As slavey, constant comforter, 

Who’d kept the patience of a saint 
With every whim and sick complaint, 
The soul to whom the town would be 
Too soon dispensing charity, 

To her, she gave not one lone thing 
Unless her death was comforting. 


The Commonweal HELEN DanrortTH PRuDDEN 


PENALTY 


Oh, I shall never find you, Love! Draw nigh 

In the sweet fragrance of this most holy night. 
On the bright troubled fountains of my sight 

Set stones of darkness, and conquer with a sigh 
The impetuous tempest of my hunted breath. 
Bind fast my arms, my head, my body’s length, 
With the dear bondage of your utter strength,— 
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Deliver me over to the most cherished death. 

Still there must be some part of you withheld, 
And still some lurking thought of mine withdrawn, 
Bluebeard’s secret chamber, the holy ark! 

This is the penalty the dim gods spelled 

Who willed we should fall quiet toward the dawn 
Who had known love and singing in the dark! 


Voices IDELLA PURNELL 


GIUSEPPE’S GOLD 


He fished and mended nets beside a lake 
Where scent of roses sought a placid sky. 

His scanty earnings barely served to buy 

The bread for stupid Nydia to bake; 

While at her feet an ever-growing brood, 
Dark-eyed and dingy, needed clothes and food. 


Giuseppe asked but little from his world— 
Blue skies of Italy, Lugano curled 

Beneath his feet, his family and sleep. 

But Nydia heard stories from her brother 

In America, where steel-workers heap 

Up riches; have electric cars and other 
Wonders; picture shows . . . The brother sent 
The needed fares for all the ragged tribe, 

Who pluckily traversed a continent 

And crossed a sea, for a paltry Judas bribe. 


Water and illness; shrieking trains; the flame 
Of furnaces—appalling to survey— 
Burning the tortured days and nights away .. . 


Giuseppe was too meek to place the blame 

On Nydia that steel-plants seared his sight, 

And petrified his rustic mind with fright. 

He envied Tony his banana cart; 

Guido his peanut stand and carefree heart. 
Pig-iron rowed out in plots of angry red; 
Mountains of hardening slag; huge ladles spilling 
White hot ore . . . Giuseppe cursed the killing 
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Heat; the crash of monster ingots; noise 
That like a fiend, maddens and then destroys, 
His waking hours brought agony and dread; 
His fevered dreams ran molten yellow gold. 


One murky Saturday, his week’s pay rolled 
Within a yellow bill, in misery 

He faltered, stumbled, and the loosened wad 
Enticed by some malicious demon’s spell, 

Dived in a pot of boiling slag. A shriek 

Like that of one who sees a worshipped god 
Betray him, stabbed the air. No one could speak— 
With miser hands clutched out ferociously 
Giuseppe plunged into the seething Hell! 


Palo Verde Louise CrENsHAW Ray 


SOLVENT 


The past melts slowly like a pearl 
In the rare wine 

Of your sustaining love. No grape 
On any vine 


Squeezed to gold essence by a hand 
That loves the touch 

Of purple richness oozing through 
Could do as much— 


Could change the pearl (that grew of pain 
As all pearls grow) 

To a bright taste upon the tongue 
Like stars . . . like snow. 


Voices Dorotuy FE. Reip 


SONG TO BE SUNG WHILE DELIVERING A LEFT 
HOOK TO THE JAW 


To the right or to left of you 
All you can see 
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Quicker than breath 
Could belong to me. 


These are my provinces, 
These my vassals, 

I am the Lord 
Of the lords of castles. 


Kings and cardinals 
View with alarm 
The wealth I carry 
At the end of my arm, 


And I ask no boon 
Of God or of fairy 
But the clean broad chin 
Of my adversary. 


Voices Dorotuy E, Rep 


CROWS 


Earth is raw with this one note, 
This tattered making of a song, 

Narrowed down to a crow’s throat, 
Above the willow-trees that throng 


The crooking field from end to end. 
Fixed as the sun, the grave, this sound; 
Of what the weather has to spend 
As much a part as sky or ground, 


The primal yellow of that flower, 
The tansy making August plain; 
And the stored wildness of this hour 

It sucks up like a bitter rain. 


Miss it we would, were it not here: 
Simple as water, rough as spring, 

It hurls us at the point of spear, 
Back to some naked, early thing. 
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Listen now. As with a hoof 
It stamps an image on the gust; 
Chimney by chimney a lost roof 
Starts for a moment from its dust. 


Saturday Review of Literature LizettE Woopwortu REESE 


THE LEDGE 


Harry Vane’s parchments date from yesterday: 

So tells the ocean, breaking on the ledge 

Worn smooth when Homer sang, smooth when the pledge 
To summer solstice marked Stonehenge, and gay 

With yellow valance ere man learned to pray! 

Which is the older, granite sill or sea? 

Here plunged the surf before time came to be, 

And here a continent resolved to stay. 


Cries from the girls inshore, and answering throat 
From hardy swimmers farther out afloat, 

Children upon the sand, and timid age 

With seaward eyes, turning an unread page— 
All young again, all equal, all at home 

Within the beat of ocean’s metronome. 


The Commonweal W. P. REEVEs 


A YOUNG GIRL, DEAD 


She was as slim and beautiful 


As a young tree, 
Untried by Winter’s cruel blasts 
Unbent was she. 


Alas! that buds must blight and die 
Before Fall days begin; 

The ripened fruit expects Time’s scythe 
Its laughter worn thin. 
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But who shall say when harvest comes 
To bud or leaf? 

She went with laughter on her lips 
A garnered sheaf. 


Boxart ExizABETH Davis RicHARDs 


ECHO 


The daffodils march up and down 
My garden, row on row; 

While purple scarves of iris wave 
And small winds blow 

And when the matins bubble out 
From every budding tree 

I live again another Spring, 
The Spring you went from me. 


For one, who walks the path alone 
Through flame of suffering 

Is calmed by Beauty, even in 
The poignancy of Spring. 


The Harp ExizaABETH Davis RicHarps 


WALL MAPS 


. . . Now take my reading-glass and look 
Hard at the Gulf Oman; 

It comes so near—to the very hand!— 
There’s a story of a woman 


Who seldom stepped beyond her bed 
Yet was so widely traveled 

She knew the Punjab step by step 
And where the road is graveled 


With skulls of lemurs—near Saigon— 
She often sat and pondered 

On immortality of soul. 

When June came round she wandered 
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The vale of Kashmir. Shalimar’s 
Moon-waters held her image. 
Flamingoes tamely followed her. 
She welcomed icy scrimmage 


Up Fujiyama, Everest, 

The Jungfrau, Ilimani. 

She rode with wit unscabbarded 
From Old Castile to Kandy. 


Winding her arms familiarly 
About the necks of lions 
She led the strangest caravan 
That ever entered Zion’s 


Abandoned walls. Her chariot 
Went up and down the Niger’s 
Extremest verge drawn sveltely by 
A triple span of tigers. 


Near Mecca once she lost her way 
So bagged a praying mantis. 

Her shoes were scarcely wet at all 
Crossing the lost Atlantis. 


She went from Angkor to Brazil; 
From Mexico to Peking; 

While priests, inured to goblin bats, 
Fled from her gold eyes, shrieking. 


So—! Give me back the glass; oh, yes, 
She went to Porto Rico,— 

But you must never ask her name, 

She traveled incognito. 


Voices Marcaret Top RirTER 


NEW YORK 


Tramp, tramp, a moiling, toiling tread, 
Deep in the gutted belly of the ground. 
Thrum, thrum, a tom-tom milling pound 
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That up and up, to choking heights of dread 
With strumming echo, on its way is sped; 
Tull earth and air throb with the soulless sound, 
The never-ending cycling round and round, 
Of millions in their maddening march for bread. 


To satisfy the lust of Mammon’s horde, 
Were heavens stabbed and gleaming stars undone 
And green hills greyed and granite mountains gored. 
Where once a virgin isle slept in the sun, 
Man in his might and gluttonous greed has grown 
A towering wilderness of steel and stone. 


The Prism CLypE RoBERTSON 


THE ROOD 


A cedar, towering on the lonely heights 

Of Lebanon, I dreamed of spring’s return. 
Responsive to her touch, transfiguring lights 

Of wing-point green across my boughs would burn; 
Gay scintillating plumes, all feathery fire 

And matchless beauty. Marvelous the flood 

Of leafage, fruit, seed . . . each radiant spire 
An ecstasy to drive my singing blood. 


Then cruelly, men laid my honor low, 
Stealing my life to make of me a thing 

Too hideous, too drenched in shame to know 
The rapture of vicarious suffering. 

But Love was kind; upon the accurséd Tree 
He carved a dream’s divine Reality. 


Good Counsel AnnE M. Rosrnson 


PRAYER CANDLES 


Where dusk is shadowing the quiet church 
Prayer-candles shine. Innumerable 

Softly glowing flames, alight to search 

The dim unknown, What thoughts unutterable 
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Soar on these triumphant wings of fire. . 

Sacred crimson, blue, white . .. forever 
Lifting man’s unquenchable desire 

To heights where transport kindles new endeavor. 


Outside the day runs by, iron-shod, but here 
Gray eventide is waiting on her knees, 
Proffering a worship rising clear 

Above all tangible necessities. 

Before God’s Altar-Throne each candle-flare 
Exalts the beauty of unfailing prayer. 


Good Counsel Anne M. Rosinson 


COLLEGE TWILIGHT 


Turf and hard games—and now this quiet room 
Deep-windowed, valanced by a mellow oak; 
Gold bindings luminous in the green-leaf gloom, 
A low chair and a blunt brown pipe to smoke. 
The scuffle of the college yard is stilled 

By supper silence cool as a ripe pear; 

The campus poplars, gracilely weak-willed, 
Find no young breeze to yield to, anywhere. 
Such ripe contentment drowses on this bough 
Nuzzling its leaf-nose deep into my page, 
That I am pulseless and unpassioned now, 
Insolent in my cloistral heritage, 

Knowing myself for one hour to have been 
Luckier and more quiet than other men. 


The Century Magazine Henry Morton Rosinson 


BUCK FEVER 


Words are damp cartridges that poets use 

To charge the barrel of their smooth-bored lines, 
Then, gun in hand, they stalk with smoldering fuse 
Across world meadows, sense-alert for signs 
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Of flying wonder and the furry hare 

Of ermine beauty that eludes their aim; 
And hungry, home they come, their only fare 
Fragments and visions of uncaptured game. 


Sometimes they glimpse in groves of shadowy wood 
A crimson doe with gold horns on her head; 
Trembling, they aim; but seas of mortal blood 

Swim in their eyes; and feverishly, instead 

Of sending straight steel through the polished bore 
They snap both triggers on a metaphor. 


The Commonweal Henry Morton Rosinson 


FOR A SHAKESPERIAN GARDEN 


Plant here a willow, for one there was 

That grew a-slant a brook, 

Shadowing the sweet-flag, the calamus; 

Plant daffodils, the sort that took 

The winds of March with beauty. And close 
To asphodel plant lilies of all kinds, 

The flower-de-luce being one; the rose 

Damask and red, uncankered at the heart. 
And where the alleys start 

Plant elm and beach which honeysuckle binds, 
And aspen, cedar, balsam for the wilderness— 
For Avon’s garden, though it had no joys 

In Elizabethan knots and coverts, colored earthen toys, 
Cut images in box and yew, 

Would yet have avenue 

And entrance-green and a deep wilderness 
From the main garden set apart. 

Plant oxlip, bluebells, and violets dim 
(Sweeter were his than lids of Juno’s eyes) ; 
Plant cuckoo-buds, cornflowers like blue skies, 
The dog-rose and the columbine; 

And row on row, plant perfume for the hours: 
Wild thyme and lavender, and eglantine, 
Sweet marjoram and bergamont and mint, 
And camomile and pungent gillyflowers, 

The bloom of fruited trees, rosemary, rue... 
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Plant these into this garden without stint 

In memory of him 

Who knows no age. 

But planting, say, “Here’s flowers for you, 
Yet know full well no flower blooms so sweet 
As on Will Shakespeare’s page.” 


Bulletin of the Shakespeare Association Epna Davis Romic 


MORAVIAN TROMBONES 


The stars still show 
‘Though the moon is gone, 
The night hours go 
Toward the Easter dawn. 


The little town sleeps in its tranquil rest; 

Of a sudden there lifts a rustling breeze; 

The birds of the dawning stir in their nest, 
And a new life moves through the slumbering trees, 
The clock in the ivy-grown tower has struck 
Half-past two of an April morn, 

And then as an unseen hand might pluck 

A resonant string, there sounds a horn— 

The high sweet notes, long drawn and clear, 
And the little town wakes once more to hear 
On the street corner now, than all around, 

The Moravian trombones of Easter sound. 

For once a year on the holy night 

When the Lord Christ lay in the silent tomb, 
The young Moravian men will make 

The old wind-instruments once more wake 

To life out of the old year’s womb 

Of silence and dark; to bring to light 

The Moravian trombones, once a year, 

That again the sleeping town may hear 

Old Herrenhut hymns that John Huss sang 

In the old, old town where the Easter bells rang 
Many and many a year ago. 

Then the town will wake, for the people know 
The trombones call them all to go 

To the burial ground, God’s Acre broad 
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Where the trombones lie all flat and low— 
For equal we are in death and God. 


The stars still show 
Though the moon is gone, 
The night hours go 
Toward the Easter dawn. 


A silence lies in this quiet place, 

The low white stones and the cedars old 

From shrub and vine take a solemn grace. 

But a stir is felt. A shaft of gold 

Falls aslant green mounds. And full and strong 

The choir now sings its Halleluiah song: 

“He is risen, He is risen, He is risen as he said; 

Christ is risen, Christ is risen, Christ is risen from the dead!” 


There is triumph in the sunrise, 
There is hope for them that fear: 
For Life knows its Resurrection 
Through Christ’s final sacrifice. 
And the trombones bring at Easter 
All that mystic glory near. 


The Window Epona Davis Romic 


MAKERS 


Barrows and monoliths my forefathers builded; 
The Pyramids rose from a far dusky race 
Mysterious pueblos the cliff-dwellers cut 

In high ledges of rock on the sheer canyon face. 
The Saracen sought by his mosque and his wall 
A symbol, a memory in Taj Mahal. 

And high in Athens there sat upon 

The Acropolis once, the Parthenon. 

And spires have risen near English lanes, 

And ordered arches in Italy. 

But in the era of cloud-cleaving planes, 

Of planet-circling untired wings 

Man builded beauty in a strange new guise: 

He blocked great structures by his power, 
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Swung arch on arch and tower on tower, 
Tower on tower and arch on arch, 
Piled up and up the countless tiers 
Till cloud-high sweep the lifting fanes, 
And marble sings. 

And still the pillared cloisters march 
In ranks of granite to the skies. 
Cathedrals, halls, and shops aspire 

By rising reach of soaring spire 

To one tremendous unity— 

A massive pile, magnificent, 

Of architecture still undreamt 

By Greece or Egypt, Persia, Rome, 

By Gaelic chief or Gothic seers— 

For all its mass, simplicity. 

Then base and lift and diadem 

He floods with incandescent light 
Until like some imperial gem, 

Pillar by day, a flame by night, 

His buildings rise. . . 

Thus through the ages man must scan 
The searching, reaching Maker—Man. 


The Window Epna Davis Romic 


GOD’S CHILDREN 


All God’s children got wings. 

The white rooster flaps his wings in a perfect New England 
stage set. 

“Pure, pure!” crows the white rooster, between dawn and dark 
of a transcendental day. 

The white rooster dies. The sun also rises. Some gentleman 
of color must have strutted in the barnyard: 

Hear, what remembered lust in the hen’s cackle; see, what 
spotted malice in the chicks! 


All God’s children got wings. 

The blind bats hang head down from the cobwebbed corners 
of the courtroom. 

Bat wings brush the face of the late-working Governor, hell’s 
padlocks rattle as the watchman goes his rounds. 
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The President sleeps badly; the witches have come again on 
bat wings to suck his blood. 

Twelve o’clock in the editor’s office; the rats in the composing- 
room have grown wings—what lewd squeals as the cold 
presses grind the news! 

A cold fear, a cold hate, a cold lust—cold bats mewing the 
covenant of the coldest hell— 

Come, death, come in a great burning, come! 

Come, death, and loose these bats out of hell! 


All God’s children got wings. 
Elijah’s chariot stops in front of the death-house at Charles- 
town. 


Swing low, sweet chariot, good children, brave children, 
coming to carry you home. 

“Barthol! Niccolo!” Death’s voice is like the trumpets of 
the Gracchi, great Michael’s angels beat their wings. 
What though the people sleep? The graves are opened, the 

great dead shout and sing in the streets. 
This midnight blooms in power and passion, lit from this 
burning the waste lands burn and are healed. 


All God’s children got wings, got wings, 
All God’s children got wings. 


The Nation James Rorty 


AFTER BURIAL 


Willow, make no slightest stir 
If you would be kind to her: 
Let no whisper, let no sound 
Mar the peace that she has found. 


Grasses, you may bend and blow 
In the twilight she loved so; 
Stars that shine beyond the hill, 
Watch her, but be very still. 


The Step Ladder BiancHE Wattrip Rose 
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CLIPPER SHIPS 


Ships are the nearest things to dreams that hands have ever 
made, 

For somewhere deep in their oaken hearts the soul of a song 
is laid; 

A soul that sings with the ship along through plunging hills 
of blue, 

And fills her canvas cups of white with winds that drive her 
through. 

For how could a nail and a piece of wood, tied with a canvas 
thread, 

Become a nymph on moon-washed paths if the soul of the 
ship were fled? 


Her bosom throbs as her lover’s arms clasp her in fond 
embrace, 

And the joyous kiss of briny lips is fresh on her maiden face. 

No storm can smother the hempen song that wells in her 
laughing throat— 

Small wonder then that men go mad for the love of the 
sea and a boat. 

For the singing sheet is a siren that tugs at the hearts of men, 

And down to the sea they must go once more, though they 
never come back again. 


The Commonweal Ropert Normite Rosk 


TRAMP SHIP 


She’s creeping slowly up past Quarantine, 
A shameless, shaggy rover of the sea; 

A commercial vagrant, dirty and serene, 
A salty chevalier of beggary. 


She’l] bluster till her anchor clatters out— 
She’ll fidget, yank and grumble with the tide; 
Yet she grins a little ’neath her battered snout, 
Proud because there’s cargo in her hide. 
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The stuff her better sisters wouldn’t take, 
Unsavory bits that lost the regular run; 

She fetched ’em’ cross the world for she must make 
A little profit when the year is done. 


No silken gowns sweep o’er her painted boards, 
She comes or goes and no one seems to care; 
A little fuel and grub are her rewards, 
Shell leave at anytime for anywhere. 


She wins no admiration from the piers, 
Contempt is written in each loafer’s look; 

But she knows the worth of lubber cheers, 
And she knows a better road off Sandy Hook. 


Her sides have felt the sun off Dondra Head, 
She’s slopped her share of sea in Skagerrac, 

She’s been on a spree or two in sunny Said, 
But once again she’s bringing cargo back. 


Just a hungry hobo, hobbling up the bay, 
Looking for a handout and a crew; 

Then down the world upon some waterway, 
Kicking along a road that’s always new. 


The Commonweal Ropert NormMiLe Rose 


YANKEE CAPTAIN 


He bows his head at Sunday prayer, 
Deep voiced booms each reply; 

His hymns roll through the Sabbath air, 
Rebound against the sky. 

New Bedford born, New England bred, 
Copper faced, sedate— 

Six foot of man from boots to head, 
Taking religion straight. 


The service done he slowly moves, 
Among the Sabbath throng; 
His face a placid field of grooves, 
His rhythmic stride, a song. 
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He lifts his cap, he shakes a hand, 
His Bible ’neath his arm— 
He talks about his last command 


With modesty and charm. 


He thrills the ladies with his tale 
Of splendors far away: 

They never saw him crowding sail 
A blustering winter’s day. 

No one can curse with half his vim, 
Or drive a drunken crew; 

There lives no runner-up to him 


In putting clippers through. 


The hands he folds in sacred prayer 
Are fists in hostile water; 

The voice that swells the Sabbath air 
Is husky now for slaughter. 

The peaceful stride of Sunday’s past, 
Takes on a different motion, 

And altar style before the mast 
Is hell in open ocean. 


The Commonweal Ropert NormiLe Rosk 


JACK AND GIANT 


The Jacks who call themselves the giant 
Lose half the fairytale: 

For pride is very dull, but we 

—The gay Jacks of humility— 

Know every cloud a flying sea, 

Each pollywog a whale. 


We comprehend each nook of earth 
Is homely fairyland. 

In forests made of leaves of grass 
Green crooked monkeys poise or pass 
And see the world thru living glass 
Unblinking, bright, and bland. — 
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We know that any emerald thread 

Of grass leads back to God. 

And every garden where men go 
Lies in a mood that they might know 
And be in Eden long ago— 

And only they seem odd. 


The earth is small as we are big, 

And great as we are small. 

A telescope to see one’s feet 

Is very well for the elite 

Who yawn at stars, yet scorn the street, 
And are so very tall. 


But I am humble and prefer 

To use my magic glass 

Not on my feet—but on the stars. 
Thus I can see the motes on Mars, 
And moths rich-winged like jaguars, 
And gargoyles in the grass. 


*Twixt covers of a birth and death, 
A man’s life is a book. 

There let us write before we fail, 
A nightmare—or a fairytale: 

Let life be tragic—but not stale: 
May we despair—yet look! 


No ambulant mummies on parole 

About the world we walk: 

A thousand dawns with new delight 

We watch the same immense, blood-bright 
Strange tulip, from the loam of night, 
Bloom on an azure stalk. 


’ 


Only the dull are ever bored, 
And giants are always dull: 

For whales to them are pollywogs, 
And mighty seas are merely bogs, 
And stars are only a watch’s cogs, 
And man is a talking skull. 
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But whether we be giant or Jack 
Lies in our brain and blood: 

We do not live in places, we 

Inhabit a philosophy; 

And what we are, and what we see, 
Is more than half our mood. 


And Jack’s mood always is Romance: 
Let earth be bright—or black. . . 
Yes, let the giant be terrible . . . 
The moon a grinning witch’s skull. . . 
At least the world is never dull 

If I be little Jack! 


The Poetry Folio E. Merrity Root 


STRENGTH OF ADAM 


Mine be the names that go by thru the mist like great red 
flags— 
Names that are dancing suns in the world’s great level of 
night— 
Jesus and Francis, Shelley and Whitman, Lincoln and Debs, 
Who beat on the sun like a red-hot drum for the tocsin of 
light. 


Mine be no Popes of Art in Ivory Vaticans, giving 
Bulls of the Partial Church of Death Everlasting, who 
cat—— 
Scornful—the body and blood of Labor broken to feed them, 
Preying upon the patient Christ who is broken for meat. 


I would return with the great grey Jesus of Russia— 
With Tolstoi go down till I feel the dark-humored truth of 
the soil; 
There close to the roots of the golden corn and the roses 
I would take up the world—Man’s ancient Cross of toil. 


I would find strength in the patient corbels of labor 
Bowed with the weight of the sky: forever like stone they 
stand 
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And bear, majestic as corbels, strong on their shoulders 
The architrave of the sky with the frieze of the sea and 
the land. 


I weary of children born to the purple who cry for the 
moon— 
The vital affirmers of death, the lethal deniers of birth— 
Supermen doing the talk of the world and complaining of 
ease, 
While the Simplemen do the work of the world with 
courage and mirth. 


Mine be the Simplemen—they who are playmates of light- 
ning, 
Whose prose is the golden death that runs thru the glass- 
green wire, 
The wire where the babble and epic of Man outstrip the sun 
On the backs of Niagara’s lion-cubs of terrible fire. ... 


Simplemen fishing for cod on the Banks in the web of the 


fog— 
Theseus in oil-skins, lost in the Labyrinth, hearing the 
roar 
Of terrible bulls that stamp thru the night with muscles of 
steam 


Like fiercer Minataurs iron-horned to trample and gore.... 


Or the men who go down to the roots of the hills a mile 
underground, 
To set free the sun like a golden Princess enchanted in 
coal; 
Or the quiet riders of stallions of steam, who stare all day 
At a roaring world forever flung up like a great wheel’s 
roles 3, 


And the sky-coated Mercury bearing the Word thru sun and 
thru snow; 
And the women who bake the daily bread of the world 
forever; 
And overalled Hercules bruising an emerald Hydra’s heads, 
Or lifting the railroad across the hills with his back for 
aelLeverntcut 
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Laughter, vulgar and vital, the laughter of Dickens, 
Common as dandelions, lovely as dandelions, such is their 
mirth; 
Their strength is the steadfast oak-tree’s rooted on granite: 
They ask no covert of glass—but the cyclones and suns of 
the earth. 


Theirs is the hammer of cyclone, the sickle of lightning; 
They are suns like golden lions forever hunting the night; 
They are the patient branches whence flowers a terrible 


beauty— 
The Burning Bush of God that startles the void with 
light! 
Contemporary Verse E. Merritt Roor 


A BALLAD OF EVIL 


Then my heart wakened and I saw earth’s glooms, 
Like hideous mushrooms 

That swelled as big as trees and shut the sun 
From lambs that run 

And from nasturtiums made of pungent flame— 
Pied suns that came 

Mystically from the black and humorous earth. 
The spotted girth 

Of mushrooms, like vast gnomes, grew up and made 
My heart afraid. 


A leprous witchcraft turned the world I saw 
To a bleak awe. 

Forests of ashen ogres, the mushrooms 
Roofed me in glooms. 

Vagrance of air, glamour of suns, the white 
Moon-moth of night... . 

All these were hidden by that stealthy roof— 
Alas, star-proof! 

That witch’s forest and its sick sweet shade 
Turned me afraid. 
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The emerald fountains of the wholesome trees, 

The chickadees, 

The arbutus whose coral atolls grow 

Beneath the snow, 

The snow itself that on the mountains’ breasts 

A moment rests 

Than flows in wholesome floods from its far nooks— 
Sweet milk for brooks, . . . 

All vanished and within that evil glade 

Left me afraid. 


And I was sure earth’s stars had been a dream— 
Bright motes that seem 

To flare a moment in a blind-man’s eye— 

And then go by. 

I was so lost within that wood of glooms 

It sick sweet dooms 

Seemed certain as the ground . . . seemed everywhere 
Even as the air. 

How leave that labyrinth and palisade 

Of monstrous shade? 


I sank where mushroom roots had made a knoll; 
The spongy bole 

Of one of those giant gnomes was over me— 
A bat-like tree. 

In that sick mood when even despair is grown 
The dying drone 

Of a tense string struck once and only once, 
I cursed the suns 

That used to shine. My hopeless spirit made 
The world all shade. 


Just then I saw beside me a forlorn 

Sad spray of corn. 

I was so sorry when I saw it there 

My own despair 

Lessened. I stooped, and with swift fingers pried 
The earth aside, 

Softened the mould, and sought to give it space 
And food for grace. 

Not of myself I thought: I was afraid 

For that green blade. 
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I would have perished in sick apathy, 

Yet could not see 

The golden corn die smothered in the glooms 
Of grey mushrooms. 

And when with all my softening of the dirt 

It drooped inert, 

Splendor of rage filled all my heart, as flame 
Fills even the tame 

Cold pallid summer clouds with the sky-whit’ning 
And terrible lightning. 


I leaped upon my feet, I shouted, and 

With my bare hand 

I beat—a rebel—at those vast mushrooms, 
Earth’s vaulted dooms. 

Not for myself, but for a blade of corn, 

In a wild scorn 

I battered down with power beyond my power 
One evil tower... . 

And though the battle still is to be won, 

I saw the sun! 


Japm: The Poetry Weekly E. Merritt Root 


POSTJUDICES 


My spirit wearies of the men who lie 
Mournful and grand above America— 
The vast November clouds that fill our sky 
Like phantoms on some ghostly Golgotha. 


They hang like ashen cobwebs round the sun 
And drape the Many Mansions in their gloom: 
Cobwebs of frost by giant spiders spun, 

Not scattered yet by any cyclone’s broom. 


It is their season now: December comes 

And all the white battalions of the snow; 

It will be long until the thunder’s drums 

Sound tocsin for the lightning’s wild flambeaux. 
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Most men—like shallow pools—turn frigid too: 
Their souls freeze grey with ice, like iron clouds. 
It is the Ice Age of all spirits who 

Think that the dead sun wears his final shrouds. 


Meanwhile the woodchucks and the daffodils 
(For God loves humor) lie in hibernation; 
And they will lie serene till April spills 
Across the dykes of snow the Spring’s elation. 


And, sceptic of the Winter’s permanence, 
I know the nihilists are simpletons; 

For like the woodchuck I have confidence 
In braver things—in cyclones and in suns. 


I know, with certainty beyond mistake, 

The function of all clouds is rain for corn. 

I know the rugged grain can even partake 

Of snow—sweet milk for kernels newly born. 


And I look forward even farther still 

To August clouds like purple Zeppelins 

That soar in splendor through the sky and spill 
Wild bombs of lightnings on earth’s mandarins. 


I trust the earth—and Him beyond the earth 
Who through all circumstance remains the same: 
The clouds are mushrooms for a moment’s mirth: 
The sun is a perennial flower of flame! 


Voices E. Merritt Roor 


DARK HALO 
Death is the shadow of the hawk 


Above us always as we walk; 
And we are rabbits in a meadow 
That play beneath the great wings’ shadow. 


We nibble, nibble . . . and forget 
The seal of darkness on us set. 

Or one of us, it may be, dozes. . . 
Or two touch little twitching noses. 


348 


Meanwhile above us evermore 
The terrible wings of darkness soar; 
And the plumed panther of the air 


Forever sees us blank and bare. 


The yellow, cold, unwinking eyes 
Are always on us from the skies; 
The talons are alert to stir 

Implacable in blood-dabbled fur. 


Yet he alone is man who dares 
Look up and see the death that stares: 
Yes, it is grandeur, majesty, 


And triumph, to look up—and see! 


And more: It brings our transient course 
The shock of doom, the seal of force, 
And makes even lives of men like me 


A Sophoclean tragedy. 


The challenge of the shadow flings 
Strength on us, like archangels’ wings: 
It makes our sordidness sublime— 
Eternity rebuking Time! 


Bozart E. Merrityt Roor 


PRETENSE 


In spite of all this photograph conveys 
I cannot think of you as more than cold. 
Your eyes that men are readiest to praise 
Will shed as little warmth when you are old 
And wise (perhaps too wise), as they do now 
For all your improvising of this mood 
That flickers for an instant at your brow 
Where seldom warmth and tenderness intrude. 


O deft insinuation of a pose 
That might outwit a less discerning eye! 
Here speaks one who has looked within and knows 
The face of pretense rounded in a lie. 
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Voices 


If I were dead, my very dust would laugh 
And hail this matchless jest, your photograph! 


Sypney Kinc RussELL 


IMMANENCE 


Now plaint of the perennial seed collides 


With shuddering sod, havoc of growth is on, 
Travail and triumph in the earth, begun— 
Though Spring is not yet green and sunlight hides— 
Obedient roots, obedient under-tides 

Of violets and fountains have undone 

The darkness coiled about them and now run 

To meet the dazzling risk that life provides. 


These two who laugh together, sit apart, 


Voices 


Murmuring covered nothings: “Yes.’ “Of course.” 
Each somehow breathless, each a little hoarse, 

These two who grope now in each others heart 
Know they are surely and in unison 

Approaching an unutterable sun. . . 


Katuryn WuitTe Ryan 


TO A LADY GROWING OLD 


Now the years more swiftly pass 
Singing a new melody, 

Something thin and faint and high, 
Tenuous as fragile glass 


Blown with gold and peacock-eye. 


Now the sun has lost his power 

To warm the heart and move the hand; 
Now he runs across the land 

Dragging each reluctant hour 

Dizzy with his sharp command. 
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Lady, while you yet may wander 
Over meadows, watch the trees 
Shake their blossoms, hear the bees, 
Grow of earth serenely fonder, 
Love her brief mortalities. 


Like a joyous prodigal 
Blessing the familiar way 
Greet each new staccato day 
With a hymn or madrigal, 
And at vespers kneel to pray. 


Pray that you may not resent 
Earth’s incipient lullaby 
Soothing your uncertain cry. 
Sleep a little; be content. 
You will waken, by and by. 


The Lyric HarriEtT SAMPSON 


FEBRUARY 


She knew that now he never would come here 
Again, never forgive the words that she 

Had spoken,—cool words uttered casually 
While her cool fingers moved the teacups. Fear 
Struck at her heart. She let no sign appear, 

But, when he rose, said to him easily, 

“It is not twilight yet,—the light, you see, 
Changes so soon after the turn of year.” 


He spoke without ironical intent 

His brief farewell, “As February goes 

You’ll find the days much longer.” And he went 
Away with some trite reference to spring. 

The street door closed. The shadows, lengthening, 
Deepened the mauve and violet of the snows, 


Scribner's Magazine HELEN SANTMYER 
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HEAVEN FOR HORSES 


Shuffle along, O paint cayuse! 
Prick up your fly-blown ears; we’ve swung 
The pasture-gate to turn you loose, 
To let your carcass, sprained and sprung, 
Your rattling bag of bones now pass 

To a paradise of grass. 


Never again a pain to come 

From panniers pounding on your side 

Like cudgels clattering on a drum; 

From saddles that gall your tender hide; 

From the rake and sweep of grinding rowels 
And spurs that stab your bowels. 


Time for a broncho’s holiday! 
Time now to watch the clouds roll by, 
To nibble the knee-deep salty hay, 
To roll and sprawl your heels on the sky; 
O Paint-o! bed yourself in clover, 

The pull of the years is over. 


Nothing to do now, but placidly stand 

And wait till your sagging head shall sink; 

And the ghost of you, with a flaming brand, 

Will gallop over the world’s brink 

To Heaven, with a dim white rider astraddle 
Your ribs on a ghostly saddle. 


Heaven for horses!—a billowy plain 

With blocks of salt in mountain-rows, 

Timothy tall as pines, and grain 

Foaming in oceans up to your nose; 

Where a horse forever may plant his feet 
In rivers of oats and eat. 


Heaven!—no starry refuge there 

For the mice that worry you into flight, 
The drooling, clownish grizzly bear, 
Whose antics stop your heart with fright, 
Nor any menacing bug or bee 


To breed your deviltry. 
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What troubles you? Whoa! Why snort at this? — 

Nothing in Heaven to make you vexed! 

To give you a slight excuse for the bliss 

Of bucking and squealing! To serve as pretext 

For bolting and running your crazy courses! . . 
Paint! Is there a Hell for horses? 


The Frontier Lew SaRETT 


HOLLYHOCKS! 


I have a garden, but, oh, dear me! 

What a ribald and hysterical company: 

Incorrigible mustard, militant corn, 

Frivolous lettuce, and celery forlorn; 

Beets apoplectic and fatuous potatoes, 

Voluptuous pumpkins and palpitant tomatoes; 
Philandering pickles trysting at the gate, 

Onions acrimonious, and peppers irate; 

And a regiment of hollyhocks marching around them, 
To curb their mischief, to discipline and bound them. 


Hollyhocks! Hollyhocks! What should I do 
Without the morale of a troop like you! 


Some lackadaisically yawn and nod; 

Others, hypochondriac, droop on the sod: 

Cabbage apathetic, parsnips sullen, 

And peas downtrodden by the lancing mullein; 
Boorish rutabagas, dill exotic, 

The wan wax-bean, bilious and neurotic; 

Dropsical melons, varicose chard, 

And cauliflowers fainting all over the yard. 

Thank heaven for the hollyhocks! Till day is done, 
They prod them to labor in the rain and the sun, 


Hollyhocks! Hollyhocks! Stiff as starch! 
Oh, fix your bayonets! Forward! March! 


The Saturday Review of Literature Lew SarRETT 
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WINTER NIGHT 
0 
Zero 


Zero the thread of quick-silver; 
Zero the hour of sleep; 

And zero the dreams as I number 
And herd my galloping sheep. 


I 
Brittle World 


So brittle the ice on the gables, 
The sleety pines, the night 

Chilly with stars that quiver 
Over the waste of white. 


Fragile the world in the moonlight, 
The crystal sheet of Jake; 

If I tapped it with a hammer, 
The brittle world would break. 


II 
Neighbor Trempleaws House 


The brood of my neighbor Trempleau, 
In the cabin across the glen, 

Has huddled itself in slumber 
Like woodchucks in a den. 


His wife no doubt in the attic, 
Beside her whimpering drove; 
Old Antoine sprawled on the sofa; 

The cat by the kitchen stove. 
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There’s a light in the parlor window— 
Felice in the feather-bed 

Tossing through night with her fever, 
A crucifix at her head. 


Ill 
Skulking Blue 


What’s that!—above the rafter! . . . 
That shuffle of ghostly feet!— 
There!—by the frosted window! . 

Only the crack of sleet. 


And that!—from the deep of the forest — 
That melancholy wail 

With its river of icy bugling! ... 
Ah, Trempleau’s dog on the trail. 


What troubles the hound in the moonlight? .. . 
A coyote hovering near? 

A rabbit among the cedars? 
The scent of a broken deer? 


Or is it the ghost of a shadow, 
The Skulking Blue in the pines, 

That only a dog in the moonlight 
Mysteriously divines? 


Tanager Lew SarETT 


BLACK MAMMY 


She waited at the station for a train 

Nor cared the day was gray, that slashing rain 
Upon the windows drowned her song. She knew 
That he would hear despite the rain’s tattoo. 

She sang and tapped the rhythm with her hand: 
“J wish I had a-died in Egypt Land.” 
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The station agent spoke to her. “Let’s see, 

You do the Charleston to that melody.” 

And, though she smiled, she did not break the flow 
Of song that eased the swift tide of her woe, 

And singing, kept the rhythm with her hand... . 
“I wish I had a-died in Egypt Land.” 


The Commonweal WHITELAW SAUNDERS 


HOBNAILS IN EDEN 


"Way down east, in the land of the moose and the cone, 
They call me “The Man Who Walks in the Wood Alone” ;— 
Not a bad surname, once you get the hang of it; 

I rather like the quaint Red Indian tang of it. 


It is jollier walking alone; you enjoy a bear 
More with no one to prod you and hiss: “Look there!” 
Then, two in the woods will raise enough riot to miss, 


Most of the time, the thrill of a sight like this: 


Baby ermines playing at hide and seek 

Like pussy willows, frolicsome, gust-blown, sleek, 

In the whorls of an uprooted cypress grotesquer and grimmer 
Than any gargoyle that frowns at the Seine’s far glimmer. 


Walking alone you live on the country’s cream, 
Leaving the blue skimmed milk to the “sports” that seem, 
In all of their timid, gregarious, prosy ways, 


Bondmen of 'T. Cook, toiling at holidays. 


To savor half of the greenwood’s necromancy 
You must be free to trail the spoor of your fancy, 
Sleuth wild honey or rap at a beaver’s gate, 
Without some bored guide bellowing, “Rustle, we’re late!” 





Free to stalk shy moose for an afternoon, 
Creep up close to them under the harvest moon, 
Rejoice in their antlers’ lift as they take fright, 
And the proud arcs of their elastic flight. 
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Free to mount to the top of things, unshoulder 

Your tons of pack in the lea of a sun drenched boulder, 
Ozone your naked flesh in the blow and the glow 

As you call the roll of your pals, the lakes below. 


Feeling yourself purged of the town’s black din 

As the t*ngling, downright peace of the sun strikes ina— 
Purged of the counterfeit, the trite, the shoddy, 

As the dew of the leaves at the wood-line washes your body. 


Free to invent a raft and joint your wand 

Where the widening trout ring etches the untried pond, 
Launching a lyrical line that caresses and wheedles; 

Sup in the dark and slumber on balsam needles. 





Wake with a deer blowing almost into your face, 
Have a glimpse of his flag of truce and his panic grace, 
Dive and come up whistling a watery tune, 


To be mocked by the parodists: bobolink, blackbird and loon. 


Then pity the captives tied to the apron of madam, 
Debarred from the wild, free life of the bachelor Adam; 
For the loudest denials of lover and benedick leave 

Much to be said for an Eden without an Eve. 


This, at least, is the way I am always beguiled 
Into thinking, my first few weeks alone in the wild; 
But after that time——-why not be frank with you? 
I gladly would render the Lord a rib or two, 





If he would revise them into clinging arms, 

A comrade soul and various other charms, 
Yodeled soprano pleadings to awaken, 

Two dimpled hands that never burn the bacon. 


Contemporary Verse RosBert Haven SCHAUFFLER 


AFTER THE SHOWER IN A BARNYARD 


Belated rain-drops run 
Drip-dripping over the eaves, 
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Interludes 


Gurgling their delight 
As they join their earlier comrades 
In the rain-barrel. 


A snowy leghorn 

Picks her way daintily 

From under the wheelbarrow, 
And hungrily pecks 

At an angle worm. 


Out by the dairy 

Mrs. Duck and family 

Are quacking their delight, 
As they try out 

A brand-new puddle. 


After forty winks under 

Two pin-oaks, Silas, the hired man, 
Gives a gruff “Giddap!” 

To Sal and Beauty, his faithful horses. 
Slowly they chuf-chuf 

Back to the plough. 


Off to the east 

God is tying back the drab clouds 
With a gorgeously hued sash, 
And the golden Sun 

Takes his cue. 


Lutu Minerva ScHuttz 


SAPPHO TO HER DAUGHTER 


Be lovely, be lovely, 
But carefree, my daughter; 
Like white sea-gulls floating 
Upon the grey water. 


Nor envy me ever, 

My songs, nor my fame, 
I know the sharp stab 
Of dagger and flame. 
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Who seeking a sunrise 

Of opaline wonder 

Am scourged by the hail, 
The rain and the thunder. 


Alone as a cloud is, 

As snow on the mountain, 
I seek for the sunlight 
In valley and fountain. 


Though dear is my name 
To friends and to lovers, 
My soul like the wind 
Above the world hovers. 


Yet you, a frail bud, 
Know nothing of sorrow, 
Secure in a green sheath— 
White flower of tomorrow. 


The Oracle Antonia Y. SCHWAB 


SCHOLAR, THE NIGHT 


Scholar, the night* 
Holding in palm 
A silver ball, 
What will you write, 
Bringer of balm, 
Star characters small? 
Is there a place 
Where they are bound, 
Rune within rune, 
Beyond all space, 
Beyond all sound, 
Dawning or noon? 
And when I too 
Follow the night 
Out of the day, 
* One can tell a scholar in China by the silver ball or pair 


of nuts, which he continually carries and rolls in his hand to 
keep his fingers limber. 


BIS) 


Scholar, will you 
A book of light 
Give me and say, 
“Now at the end 
Of life that seems 
Without a mark, 
Open, my friend, 
Here are your dreams 


Lost in the dark.” 


Chicago Tribune JEANNETTE SEARIGHT 


THALASSA 


As a pale silken wanton lies, with luring scarves and glistening 
sash, 
The sea lolls, and her jewels flash their opalescent fiery eyes, 


The sea lies robed in green and pearl to lure the bathers from 
the dune, 
All through the hot blue afternoon she murmurs like a 
grieving girl. 
* * * 


O wanton Sea, what ancient love has left your heart dis- 
quieted? 

Lie still a moment in your bed and tell me all you’re 
dreaming of. 


Tell me of him who found in you the jailor of his prison isle, 
Yet saw you storm and saw you smile—unbending as at 
Waterloo; 


Speak of the king who sought to quell your fury, queen of 
winds and rains, 


—Poor fool!—whose minions beat with chains your waters 
ineluctable; 


Tell me what gray Elysium of swirling weeds and waves that 
hiss 
Now holds the ships of Salamis, the tall triremes of Actium:— 
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What awful dungeons, cold and far, oppress and will not free 
again 

The mighty galleons of Spain, the fleet that fought at 
Trafalgar? 


* * * 


And yet this wave, whose pulses beat upon the iridescent sands, 
Perchance once touched with emerald hands the blue-veined 
Parian marble feet 


Of her whose beauty struck men dumb and made the gazing 
elders turn— 

The golden trull who caused to burn the towered walls 
of Ilium; 


This billow may have kissed the side of Cleopatra and of him 
Who doffed his Roman helm to swim beside her through your 
. purple tide 


Or seen that Trojan ship depart, while smoky pillars marked 
the pyre 

Where Dido stilled the hotter fire she hid within her woman’s 
heart. 


Tears too are yours—Who knows?—the wave now plashing 
on my finger-tips 

Burned salt on Sappho’s dying lips when in your breast she 
found a grave. 


* * * 


No, these were passing shades! No share is theirs in that 


eternal cry! 
—Foam-flowers only born to die, they perished in your 


streaming hair. 


No, weary Sea of pearl and jade, you sympathize, but you 
forgets me 

You mourn because you still regret that primal April, when, 
a maid 
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Sprung from Earth’s vapor, wan and cold,—a nun enwrapped 
in silver mist, 

You hid your eyes of amethyst from each and all, till, mailed 
in gold, 


The Sun-God pierced your pearly veil and took you to his 
arms to wed, 

Enkindling all the lowly bed wherein you quivered virgin- 
pale, 


And in your side immaculate infused undying seeds of life, 
The cells that only grow in strife, to glut the Universal Hate: 


The monstrous Will that made this hell of battling birds and 
beasts and men, 

Where carrion Death turns flesh again through evil ways 
inscrutable! 


* * * 


Night falls—a night Arcadian. . . . So fled the Sun when 
first he came 

And left you filled with fear and shame to bear the shark and 
hawk and Man: 


The horrid progeny of Mars—the nightmare hordes that 
murder sleep— 

O Sea! you cannot choose but weep beneath the cold ironic 
stars, 


The Bookman Lewis PiacET SHANKS 


“I AM A WOMAN OF RIVERS AND OF WINDS” 


I am a woman of rivers and of winds; 

And, since I can remember, this low door 

Has framed my dreaming where that shoal rescinds 
The river. I heard winds speak long before 

I sensed the music of my mother’s words. 

Today they talk of waters and of sky, 

And set the osiers swinging like white birds, 

And tap the scarlet willows’ leaves, and sigh. 
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Ever I hear the tide of air that spins, 

Talking . . . talking . . . mystical and low. 

Someday I shall leave this house when spring begins .. . 
I shall not say farewell, but I shall go 

On soundless feet across the river’s bars 

To find the paths winds beat through fields of stars! 


Bozart 


Friossir FairH SHEAD 


FLAWED BEAUTY 


What are the nymphs that tenderly withhold— 


For yielding is a wine to savor long, 

With incense and with sacrifice and song— 
But fancies man has fired against the cold 
That banks upon his heart? What is the bold 
Advance of Priam’s youngest from the throng 
To the enchantress beauty he was strong 

To take, but the dream of all men fallen old? 


Yet man wreaks vengeance on this timeless lure 


Voices 


That when he grasps, dissolves to a taunting mist, 
The perfect maiden whom no mortal kissed, 
The far idea no artist can secure: 

And by innate and irremediable law 

Man finds no beauty where there is no flaw. 


Josepu T. SHIPLEY 


FIRST DAY OF WIDOWHOOD 


On Monday, wakened by the dawn’s caress, 
She lay and wept before she rose to dress. 


She drew her kitchen blinds against the sun 
And laid two breakfast plates instead of one, 
Then wept afresh to see what she had done. 


She swept the kitchen floor without a song 
And wrote a letter with the date put wrong. 
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She drew the curtain closer when a sound 
Had told her that the postman made his round, 
Then groaned because the hush was too profound. 


Footsteps upon the porch had turned to go 
Before she sensed the day had faded so, 


And midnight hung its sick stars overhead 
Before she sought the solace of her bed 
To dream about the living . . . not the dead. 


She thought a head was pillowed in a place 
So near that she could see the sleeping face. 


And then she groped to touch it with a scream: 
The moon revealed no bed-mate with its gleam .. . 
She clutched the cold white pillow in her dream. 


Boxart Jay G. Sicmunp 


TREE-SONG OF NOEL 


Spread the rays of your boughs to the uttermost sky 
Where a silver wind rides eagle-high; 

Toss out your branches like plumes to the sea; 
Fling wide, wide, wide your proud canopy 

Out beyond tainted airs of withholding, 

Out where the palpitant seas are enfolding 
Michaelmas deep in the heart of their heart. 
Mark, oh, mark, how the quivering waters part 
There where a young star rides 

Like a horseman high over the galloping tides! 
Mark how the kind mother-breast of the hills, 
Throbbing, expectant, fulfills 

A new rite of ecstasy! Mark how the warm-fibred ground 
Is rushing with streams of infinite sound 

And color and light! Mark how the filaments of air 
Quiver and vibrate with incense of prayer 

From the hearts of all nations, seeking a way— 

A way to the shining white portals of dawn— 
Searching out, seeking, ever a Ways Ses 
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Out of your boughs shall a bridge be made, 

A Bridge of Beauty . . . an accolade 

For men’s questing hearts. Over that Bridge shall all nations 
press 

Seeking redress, yet losing the bitterness 

Of the ancient wrongs; seeking a light. 

And high over the crest of their midmost night 

A light of unearthly radiance shall flame 

Brighter ten thousand-fold than the vision that came 

To John of Patmos and Joan and Paul. The bright one word 

“Brother” shall leap through the stony hearts, a bird, 

And “Brother!” the loosened tongues of the rocks shall cry, 

And “Brother!” the tender grasses lift on high, 

And “Brother!” the mountains shall shout to the sea 

In a primal ecstasy... . 


And the red mouths of wounds shall be bathed in light, 
Ineffable light! . . . a glory past sight. . 

And the Song of Noel shall bathe all men, 

And their native wholeness shall come again. 


New York Times Mary SIEGcRIST 


INSTRUCTIONS FOR THE BURIAL OF AN ASCETIC 


And now that death, outwitting soul, 

Has drawn to earth this brittle crust 

And remnant of the erstwhile whole, 
Let him who, living, conquered lust, 
Be borne with care to waiting dust; 


Of him who nursed the nervous spark 
Of spirit into hallowed fire, 

Allow no doubting word to mark 
This passage as the latent sire 

Of flesh which yielded to desire; 


For he would have it so, this death: 
Uncolored by the thought that blood 
Was ever victor or that breath 

Of passion had usurped the mood 
Of abstinence and rigid good... 


The San Franciscan CHALLIss SILVAY 


365 


EXCERPT FROM A LETTER 


pees. “Lhe heat 
Will never stop. To-day’s another scorcher. 


You ask if I am happy, now I’ve married 

The man I always loved. I guess I am— 

Though, having stayed old maid so long, through all 
Those years while Jim was making up his mind 

To marry me—and incidentally 

Getting some rooted points of view himself — 

A lot of feelings that aren’t part of life 

Got fixed in me. Jim smiles and says, “maternal” — 
As if explaining them made all the difference. 


My dream of love has always been to make 
A ring of tenderness, a canopy 

Soft as the summer evening sky, and full 

Of moonlight and the sound of trees. But Jim 
Insists that all felicities should come 

From 4im—and he is full of sweet surprises, 
Like the dear boy of thirty-eight he is. 

But he stays outside my mystic ring of fire, 
Except to run in, kiss me, and run out 

Before I burn him. 

So our marriage halter 

Is more a tug-o-war rope than a harness 

For a matched team. And even in the tug 
Our motives differ. I face Jim to pull 

Him toward me, but he turns his back and paws 
Straining away, like a big horse disgusted 
That he can’t start so light a load, and gallop, 
Running away, letting me clatter behind 

As best I may, so long as he is free. 


Oh, we'll get on. I’m writing by the window. 
Out on the lawn a little whirligig 

Is spinning up a big wet lily of spray. 
Yesterday, sitting here, I watched a boy, 
Dressed in a new white sailor suit, go through 
A little dance of life with the whirligig. 

He had a big-eyed battle with his conscience, 
Until the impulse won. But then, instead 
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Of lying down in the blessed luxury 

Of the spray, as I was longing to do, he shut 

His eyes, and rampaged in till he capped the sprinkler 
With his hands, and after a desperate squint of triumph, 
He rampaged out again, and ran away— 

To get spanked, I suppose, and spanked as hard— 

For he was just as wet—as if he had 

Really enjoyed the fancy. 


That’s like Jim. 
He wants me badly enough sometimes, but always 
He’s giving in to something. But to what? 
Nobody is going to spank him, but himself. 
But why complain? As I say, he does want me 
Sometimes—funny, and shy, and adorable. 
It’s fun, of course—but I thought life was more. 


Contemporary Verse Cuarp Powers SmiTH 


POEM 


I’m looking for a fellow Pan 

Who’s partly goat and mostly man, 
And so I built my cottage here 

To hear him piping in the weir, 

To hear him humming in the bees, 
And hear him whisper in the trees, 

O peace immeasurable that sings 

In the great soul of simple things! 
One impulse from a vernal wood— 
To stand here where a deer has stood 
To drink at dawn! To hear the fall 
Of evening dewing over all! 

To watch the distant planets move! 
And hear birds roosting chirp of love! 
To watch the fiddling Summer slide 
To Autumn, and to hear the stride 

Of thundering Winter, and in rain 

To feel the Spring come back again! 
Something there is—a glimpse of all— 
And yet—Ah Spring!—O Summer! Fall! 
O Winter! Once more everything— 
O Summer! Fall! Ah Winter! Spring. 
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Trees, brooks, and birds, and flowers, and bees! 
And bees and flowers, birds, brooks, and trees! 
To wonder always, more and more! 

O wonderful! Ah wonderful! 

Oh! Ah! Oh! Ah! O God, how dull! 

What was it I was looking for? 


The Nation Cuarp Powers SMITH 


ENTREE 


Climb on, nigger! 
Don’t you wait, 
St. Peter’s sittin’ 
At de pearly gate. 


He'll say “Nigger, 
What you done 
Dat you’s entitled 
To a seat in the sun?” 


Pil easy... Peter, 
I haint done much, 
Stole a few melons, 
Chickens an’ such.” 


“One night in de darkness 
I heard a low moan, 

Found a little white gal, 
An’ helped her home.” 


“Whites neber listened 
To a word from me, 

Dey jest strung me up 
To a cotton wood tree.” 


Peter’ll say, “Nigger, 
In you goes, 

Dem whites’ll spit cotton 
Till hell is froze!” 


American Poetry Magazine E. LestizE SPAULDING 
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MIZPAH 


I love the night, who tire of planets soon 

And heed no glamour of the little moon, 

For out . . . out . . . to infinity I go 

And ride the eagle, Aquila, or know 

A golden flight beside the Gemini 

Or hear the chords of Lyra’s music. I 

Find multicolored worlds of Hercules 

And reach Orion’s gates. At all of these 

My soul knocks wildly and then hurries through 
From Rigel to Betelguese, seeking you 

Whose bright feet stray so far from earth’s poor sun. 


Suitors have touched my hand, my cheek and one 
Stumbled an hour on my lonely path 

Till from some fiery universe your wrath 

Fell and my ways were withered . . . Now, I see 
There is no comrade nor no hearth for me 
Under the blue that hides you . . . yet, I smile 
And with a song or two the wait beguile . 

When my frail house will wear a roof of grass 
And dwell beneath the rose, myself shall pass 
To Sirius or some more splendid star 

And be, at last, my lover, where you are. 

Mayhap white Spica or Aldebaron’s 

Red glow will shine upon us and our sons. 


Contemporary Verse Litran WuiteE SPENCER 


BLUE-FEATHER 


Still, at three-cornered hearths they sit and nod 
From first snow to first thunder, mentioning, 
Among old tales, One lovelier than spring 
Who wed high Holiness, Do-be-det-clod. 
Of all pueblo women her life trod 
The loneliest way for no male look dared fling 
Its blight on her and love’s flute feared to sing 
To her, the sacred bride of the Sun-god, 
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Up from the south, Blue-Feather, laughing, ran 
Clad in gay rags, bright plumage on his head, 
A gambler and an outcast and a man. 

“O fools, your virgin shall be mine!” he said 
And touched the beauty reverenced by her clan 
And then—a blinding sun-ray struck him dead. 


Voices Lintan WuiTE SPENCER 


FEAST OF ALL SOULS—NEW MEXICO 


The mourning women, in dark mantas gowned 

And gaily shawled, come visiting their dead 

With gifts of holy candles and sweet bread. 

They kneel in desert churchyards where no mound 
Nor bud nor blade nor epitaph is found 

Yet every grave by love is lit and fed 

Whose sleepers lie forever quieted: 

Saved from red gods, for Spain has blessed the ground. 


But haunting the pueblo “killing-place,” 

Where broken treasures of the past are strewn, 
The phantom hunters and ghost-women pace 

Who seek dear toys of earth-life’s happy noon; 
Bright scattered beads, lost arrows of the chase 
And warped old bows; beneath the midnight moon. 


Voices Litian WuiTe SPENCER 


MONK AND LADY 


Out of a dawn of rain and fog, 
Into a dusk of hay-fields drying, 
A lady drove with her little dog. 


It seems the lady had been crying; 
But her lips were carved with the set half-smile 
Seen on a mouth that is done with dying. 


Her roans were tall and her chaise had style, 
Her coachman’s wrist was broad and trusty— 
She played with her spaniel’s ear the while. 
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Over the highroad dun and dusty, 
The lady drove with a listless air; 
Under her veil the braids grew rusty. 


What did she care? What did she care? 
What did all beauty mean or matter? 
(How he had loved her shining hair!) 


Leaves that rustle and wings that scatter, 
Deep wood roused by a horse’s hoof, 
Rain in the ruts that splash and splatter; 


And down in the valley a steep brown roof— 
The monastery, onion-tower and spire, 
Sacred and solemn and aloof. 


Where one who had been both lord and sire, 
Lord of her love and her nights and days, 
With his hot blue eyes and his lips of fire, 


And his words and his wiles and his strong swift ways; 
Lord of her sin and her secret lover, 

Who had prayed at her knee as a lover prays, 

Was telling his monk’s beads over and over. 


* * * * * * * * 


Nothing mattered; would ever matter. 
Never again. Never again! 
Hammer of hooves on stones that clatter 


Never again! Never again! 
Iron notes for an iron singing, 
Granite and flint for a heart’s refrain. 


And a gentler music of high bronze swinging 
From belfry-nooks, and peering down 
Toward the sound of vespers rising, ringing 


Beyond bleak walls, in their cloaks of brown, 
She sees the Brothers walking together, 
And many a pious tonsured crown. 
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Dimly she sees them, and wonders whether 
She looks on his shaven head—oh shame, 
Oh lordly locks she was wont to gather 


Between her fingers, bright as a flame— 
To see him there, so clipped and humble, 
To leave him there, in God’s own Name! 
(Roans on the hill that lag and stumble.) 


2K * * * * * * * 


Over the bridge the lady drove. 
Her spaniel’s tail was a fluttering banner; 
He pulled at the silk of her broidered glove, 


And wriggled and whimpered at thought of his dinner. 
Out of her chaise with her little dog 
The lady stepped with a high-born manner. 


Aroused was the Inn of the Golden Frog— 
The tavern-keeper ran to meet her, 
The Street of the Virgin was all agog. 


No palace chamber could be neater 
Than the gabled room where she would rest; 
No lackey’s step come lighter, fleeter, 


Than the stout old wife’s with her ample breast. 
Geraniums grew on the window-ledges, 


Redder still with the flooded west. 


Beyond, the river amid its sedges, 
The dipping dying sky aflame, 
The small stars flaming along its edges. 


Golgotha leaned from a golden frame 
Over the carved bed, puffed and narrow, 
White as a cloud; a brisk maid came 


With a steaming jug; the Man of Sorrow 
Hung where she bathed; Sebastian too 
Agonized meekly, with many an arrow. 
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And Mary knelt in her cloak of blue 

By the Blessed Babe in Bethlehem’s Stable, 
(The Star at the window peeping through), 
Over the lady’s dressing table. 


x x * * * * * * 


She had journeyed to hear and well she heeded 
(For hear it she must though she stagger and fall) 
The sorry tale that her heart so needed. 


And see him she would!—though his convent wall 
Be high as all heavens piled each on the other, 
And burning hell at the top of them all. 


Quoth the glib-tongued maid: “Ah, Mary Mother, 
Had my lady come but a fortnight gone, 
She had seen the town in a pretty pother. 


“For my lord the Margrave’s handsome son 
Was turned from his sins (which they say were many), 
And the ladies that loved him every one, 


“And his world and his wealth to the last round penny, 
To enter the sacred brotherhood. 
And a sight it was, though the day was rainy. 


“Hour on hour the townfolk stood 
To see the host of his fine relations 
Rumbling in, all velvet and mud. 


“Twas a riddle to find accommodations 
For such a throng, and the noise they made— 
The kisses, the tears, and the gratulations! 


“His mother wept as she supped, but said 
My pudding was good; his lady sisters 
Wore minever capes, and neither was wed. 


“The gentlemen slept at the Abbot’s cloisters. 
Three Bishops arrived from his Holiness. 
(We knelt on the flags till our knees were blisters!) 
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“There was sermon on sermon, and mass on mass. 
Ah, but his face was pure and saintly 

As he rose a priest, with power to bless.” . . . 
“T?1] get me to bed,” said the lady faintly. 


Rococo Interlude 


How gay, how gilt, this place of prayer: 
Bedizened shrines of paint and plaster 
Wrought by some old Bavarian master; 
Cherubs that romp in clouds of snow, 
Martyrs and saints im ornate row, 
Confessionals all carved and curly 
Where absolution late and early 

Beckons the sinner debonair. 

How animate this place of prayer! 


Never did virgin smile so blessed, 
Jeweled and lacy, ermine-dressed; 

Nor Christ hang quite so gold, so high, 
Against so bland a summer sky. 

Here is no thought of soul’s disgrace, 
Blithe as a ball-room is this place; 

God’s glittering altar crisp and sweet 

As a birthday-cake at Mary’s feet; 

Its festive candles towering white, 

Lit by a pink-cheeked acolite. 


How sure of love this place of prayer! 
What of a lady kneeling there? 


* x x * * * Xk * 


Her scalloped veil was rich and splendid, 
And curved in shadows about her face; 
Her head was bowed and her knees were bended, 


Her page was turned to the proper place; 
But she read no word—she thought of her sorrow, 
Her tears fell hot on her Spanish lace. 


A lover today . . . and a priest tomorrow... 
Clang of clapper above her head)— 
A sinner today . . . and a saint tomorrow... 
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And his kiss on her mouth still burning red. 
Salve, salve, Queen of Heaven . 
Chanting voices and priestly tread.) 


To see him once, thus frocked and shaven! 
Salve, Virgo virginum. ... 
Priesteandslovers epee aCray ely. ee Craven os) os 


Like a slow brown stream the cowled men come, 
A choiring river with voice of thunder... 
Mundi in auxilium! 


And her heart was filled with a vast grave wonder; 
Suddenly all her grief was gone, 


The walls of her sin were rent asunder, 


A piteous temple overthrown; 
And up from the ruin, stirring, leaping, 
Her heart that had Jain like a sullen stone. 


O river of Mary, flooding, sweeping, 
Cleansing and high; immaculate tide, 
Meeting the flood of her foolish weeping! 


Over her shone the Crucified, 
And up on the altar the Blessed Mother. 
The flare of her sweet wicks fluttered wide, 


Lifted the lids of a chanting Brother . 
He raised his head and he turned him toward 


The kneeling lady . . . they found each other... 


And the candles between like a Flaming Sword! 


* * * * * * * * 


What mattered her gown of looped-up satin? 
His priestly garb? Souls stripped and pale 
They stood, and his pale lips ceased their Latin, 


Shaped to the name he had loved so well; 
The stone in her side seemed to quicken, to quiver: 
Then came the Splendor, the Miracle. 
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Regina! Regina! (deep murmurous River!) 

Her heart grew great with a woman’s pride... 
Farewell forever . . . farewell forever .. . 

She knew what moved in her singing side. 


% * * * * * * * 


Into a land of rain and fog, 
Out of a land of ripe fields ready, 
The lady drove with her little dog. 


Her roans were swift and their strong hocks steady; 
Steep was the road that they must climb, 
Winding and steep for the weary lady. 


Faint sounds followed her, chime on chime, 
Vesper bells of the monastery, 
Tuneful and light as a nursery-rhyme; 


And she thought of the Babe in the arms of Mary... 
Ah, priest at prayer, did you mark the beat 
(Too loud, too close to your sanctuary) 


Of her horses’ hooves in the Virgin’s Street? 

With desperate thought on the missal’s meaning 
Did you hear far wheels where the cross-roads meet? 
Were your pages clear for a Christian gleaning? 


* * * * * * * * 


Three days and a night the lady traveled 
(Roads that had known her heart’s despair 
The twisting miles that her roans unraveled), 


Till the ducal walls of her home rose fair. 
Through wide-flung portals her coachman drove her; 
She stepped from the chaise with a stately air, 


And sent for Monsignor who penanced and shrove her 
(For her virtues were many, her sins but few) ; 
And strictly he bade her forget her lover, 


Which the penitent one was ready to do: 
And lived her long life richly, rightly, 
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With her prayers and her lands and her retinue— 
The gray good lady! but hale and sprightly 
Withal os 


For these were women and men 
With hearts as rash as blades, bared lightly; 
They drew life close as a kiss, and then, 
With lips turned cold, loosened their hold 
And went to their family-vaults contritely 
(Their dull dank vaults that yawned politely), 
As the lady was gathered to hers, AMEN. 
With her blue-eyed daughter, an Abbess grown. 
To pray for her soul’s peace, daily, nightly; 
And a small fat spaniel carved in stone 
For her quiet feet to rest upon. 


In a convent-valley hills away, 

An aged monk on the self-same day 

Was laid in his grave in the church's nave. 
I have seen the spot. I have passed that way. 


Poetry, A Magazine of Verse LEonorA SPEYER 


THE MAID MEDUSA 


Once I loved . . « 
Onceae 49 
A shepherd-youth. All day 
With his white flock 
I watched him from my rock. 


I waited, heard him play 

His pliant reed, 

(Drowsily flowed the tune 

The drowsy hours away), 

Until, 

As pillowed on a tender note, 

He dropped asleep among his sheep, 
The sun-light on his throat. 


I bade my hair be still, 
Chiding each fearful lock; 
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They writhed them to a coil at my command. 
Deep in a coppice where he lay 

I found him, held his eyes shut with my hand— 
The gods know I sought not to kill. 


Had he not torn his gaze free, 

Flung off my fingers, 

Laughing as they clung, 

As though at some light game— 

How radiant beneath his lids the blue, 
Paling to horror as he spoke my name: 
He looked on me. 

Too close he looked on me. 


I saw his graying face, 

(For when was blood in stone? ) 

I knew the burden of his stark embrace, 
Of mouth turned marble as it kissed; 
While on my brow 

The locks grew clamorous, hissed, 
Uncurling one by one 

Loudly undone, 

To tumble, crawl along his arm, 
His breast, his heavy thigh, 

Still warm, 

As stone is in the sun. 

Down from a dim bough 
Overhead, 

Of leaves too sudden dark, 

A carven bird fell dead. 


Ah, that these eyes of mine, 

(Medusa’s dolorous eyes), 

Could blacken and blight the sun 

To an onyx ember; 

Make of the moon, the crowded welter of stars, 
Dull pebbles blown 

Along blind, granite skies; 

Could drown all light in stone! 


That I might cease to see, to hideously remember 
Those other eyes— 
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Their agate stare, 
Wide, flinty, and aware— 


And the weight, the weight, 
Cruel and cumbrous-straight, 
Of his slim body 
As we lay there. 


Once I knew joy. 

I, Medusa, long ago. 

A shepherd-boy ... 

All day with his white flock... 
I, watching from my rock. 


The Nation LEONORA SPEYER 


NEAR SOIL 


I do not know how it is interlaced 
With strata that is calcite or is stone; 
But I know how the colors mortise, blend, 
In umber, red,—high tints and monotone. 
I know how roots may blend, a thousand strand, 
And yet make room when wordless lips demand. 


I do not know the shale and sand apart, 
Or what the rivers and the seas long-sieve; 
But there is not a mountain pass but guards 
Some altar where we still may plead—forgive— 
And there is not an inch of sod or clay 
That has not leagued with us, as treaties may. 


I do not know the anticline of land, 

Or how the lowland and the ledge were built, 
Or if the hills hold plastic rocks, or rocks 

More rigid, as the marble and the silt; 
But I know the mosaics, near and far, 
Archaian—and the spade words to a scar! 


The pattern is from the beginning, wide, 
As from that day to this day’s finished leaf; 
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And there is a great covenant with death, 

That it shall never know the wound named grief; 
A covenant signed by the stones and where 
Dead hands have signed it, as dead lips may swear. 


Contemporary Verse VIRGINIA STAIT 


ARTERIES 
The blood of cavaliers I hold in trust, 


On days when plumes are intimate with me; 
And I disown all Puritans—as dust, 
And heels and powder both proclaim degree! 


But what Crusader, in what ancient land, 

So armored me beyond the power of death, 
So I must fret the flesh so I may stand 

And sentinel my own flags with my faith? 


In Rome and in a far-off time, I know 
I was a slave to some one very high; 
And I so beaten, scourged, in long ago 
That in the dark I fear I will not die! 


What ancient saint and at what font of pleas, 
Anointed me for fervor and for fast, 

And for confession—low now, on my knees— 
And for the door I batter at the last? . . . 


But the long thought, that comes from every age, 
Is what the ones who follow me will claim 

As heritage? Will they dance from my stage, 
Or call some cloister by my restless name? 


The Westminster Magazine Vircinia Stair 


JUDGMENT 


The granaries have closed about the wheat, 
The stubble stands for what is past and bare; 
The woods are harbourless of leaves and feet, 
Each wild thing has its lair; 
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Save two. I think it is a sparrow’s note 
That flings its wound to heaven with its cry, 
That hurls this hell against a thing remote, 
Interpreting—as I. 


Voices Vircinia STAIT 


MEMORANDUM 


Poets pass and their songs remain: 
That is a new thought I have made 
Out of my philosophic pain, 

Pen in hand and the world in shade. 


After a-many hours of thought, 

I have achieved this small refrain. 
Witness the adage I have wrought: 
Poets pass and their songs remain, 


Parsons die and the riddle stays: 

Life is something and life is naught. 
There is the whole thing in a phrase— 
O but the years that I have sought! 


There is the whole thing in a phrase; 
Write it colored or write it plain: 
Parsons die and the riddle stays; 
Poets pass and their songs remain. 


Voices VINCENT STARRETT 


HYMN TO DEMETER 


Earth, mother of all, kind earth, 
Hear my prayer; 
You called her out of your being, 
Sweet, sweet, and so fair: 
Why have you set behind her the shadow 
Of my despair? 
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She goes about the world as the sun 
Goes round the sky, 

Giving the hills their clear-cut lines, 
But always nigh 

Her follows a shadow in pools of light, 
And it is I. 


She is more lovely than a daffodil 
By a stone wall; 

I gaze on her for hours and hours, 
Until I fall 

Into a trance and worship her: 
Earth, mother of all, 


You are a spirit, ground of our wisdom, 
You could foresee 

That I would arise, too, out of your bosom; 
Let it not be 

That all my longing should end in nothing,— 
Give her to me! 


Then I, the shadow, shall be a day 
All sun and shine; 

You shall enjoy a flowering forth 
In this love of mine, 

Our love will be a whole field of flowers 
And a fruitful vine. 


Earth mother of all, your ancient love, 
In us reborn, 

Will be birds nesting, leaves budding, 
Midsummer corn, 

Your autumn apple, the red berry 
On a winter thorn. 


Old ballads tell, when lovers died, 
How their desire, 

Sprang from the grave and twined together 
A rose and a briar; 

O wait not till we are cold,—but now, 


In the heat of the fire, 
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Let us be molten down and run together, 
She and I! 

Our love will sparkle as a sun uprising 
And dapple the sky 

With the brightest dawn that has ever dawned, 
Before we die. 


The Virginia Quarterly Review W. Force SrEap 


AUTUMN 


There is a chill that creeps along the cold; 
It never used to penetrate me so! 
Nor send a thrill of fear to pierce below 
The armour of my cheer: 

Can this be growing old? 


Does ageing mean a wailing in the wind, 
A little fringe of brown along red leaves? 
Does it mean trembling feet? My step deceives, 
It is no longer fleet: 
Is this youth left behind? 


I creep into the ruddy chimney-place 

And stretch stiff fingers to the embers’ glow; 
They will be going out, it will be dark, I know; 
They'll leave me chill, no doubt: 

Still, let me turn to night a shining face! 


The Step Ladder Ava BorDEN STEVENS 


COLOR PRINT 


We heard a little yellow bird 

No longer than a willow leaf 

Whisper a single shining word; 

And comet-swift and brief, 

We saw his purple shadow skim 

The jade and copper flowers that mass 
The quiet water’s silver rim; 
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Then silently as winds that pass 
From willow leaf to willow limb, 
He slipped between two blades of grass: 
That was our last gold glimpse of him. 


Voices WInIFRED Gray STEWART 


SEA BURIAL 


At night, she heard defiant waters creep 

Up to the hull. She wondered if his head 

Were pillowed on a rock, where blanketed 

By the cold, petulant surge he lay asleep. 

One afternoon she saw a gaunt fish leap 

Before their prow . . . perhaps he ate the dead. 
Why must she lie in this relentless bed? ... 
Her heart would soon grow calm if she could weep 


Near port, she spied a penguin . . . foppish knave 
In butler’s garb, dispassionate as stone. 

With chalk-white brow she stepped upon the quay, 
Then sought her house, determined to be brave: 
Though she must face her travail hour alone. . . 

A sailor’s bride could never hate the sea. 


Patterns for Pan RoBerta STILEs 


GROUND 


I am a man who looks on fields 

Woven of flowers with spring birds calling, 
And sees them sere on a leaden day, 

The flowers crumbled and gray snow falling. 


I am a man who looks on fields 

After the harvest, with no leaf growing, 
And sees them lush in the April sun, 

The grass green-dazzled and violets blowing. 


Over the fields sweep spring and fall, 
Life and death in a whirling rout; 
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Only the ground is sane forever— 
It never goes flaring, it never burns out. 


Poetry, A Magazine of Verse E. Crark STILLMAN 


FALTERINGS TOWARD THE UNKNOWN GOD 
I. The Birth of Wonder 


Cowering in fear, man felt himself alone 
In nature, till he sensed a hungry need 
Of comradeship no fellow man could feed. 
He rose and stared up skyward, Had he gone 
Astray from where the blue-gold splendor shone? 
He felt his hands and feet and body bleed 
From thorns, but in his heart a shining seed 
Fell like a favor from a monarch’s throne. 


Struggling within him as in untilled earth, 
The seed struck root. Its hidden spark began 
To spear up sun-ward into golden birth 
As flame-flower, till he dreamed himself a part 
Of the high glow his arms were stretched to span; 
But wonder-worship could not feed his heart. 


II. Sky Gods 


Millenniums passed. Man peopled earth and sky 
With his own image clad in strength or grace, 
Till of his thought was born a shining race, 

Like mortals but too fair, it seemed, to die. 

For them he feigned celestial kingdoms high 
Above the clouds, Valhallas throned in space 
Where he could never find their feasting place 

Or startle their indifference with a cry. 


And yet Olympian beings were at best 
But clay turned marble, for they sinned as much 
As man himself, no otherwise than he. 
What wonder that they grew a bitter jest 
As man thought deeplier! Sky gods could not touch 
His spirit with the glow of sympathy. 
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Ill. Hercules 


Gods had come down to earth, had even died, 
Like summer flowers or the declining sun, 
And been reborn. But now a mortal won 
The crest that had flung back the Titans’ pride. 
The strength of Hercules was deified 
But through obedience and the task well done. 
No favored course the hero had to run; 
His locks were crowned not till his limbs were tried. 


And when, his simple heart confused with blent 
Delight and awe, ’mid all the shining host 
In Jove’s wide banquet hall the hero trod; 
To Juno first, his former foe, he bent: 
»Twas she, who taxing to the uttermost 
His body and soul, had made of him a god. 


IV. Jahveh 


Man felt himself as one, and ever had sought 
One changeless Lord Omnipotent, though his mind— 
The window on the outer world—was blind 
With ignorance first, then dazzled by vain thought. 
He missed the ocean, by the waves distraught. 
In nature’s myriad forms he strove to find 
His archetype, till his praying soul divined 
Beyond all form the unseen hand that wrought. 


The Hebrews, grimly welded into one 
By scourges of affliction, in their need 
Laid hold on Jahveh, and he heard and blest. 
But he might bless them in the tribe alone, 
Because their love was but for Israel’s seed; 
Their hate recoiled in hatred from the rest. 


V. The Demon of Socrates 


Man longed to feel the tremor of God’s will 
Not in far thunders from the judgment seat 
On Sinai, but persuasive as the sweet 

Delight of wood-birds when the winds are still; 
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A voice to guide him in the whispered thrill 
Of his best thought, more near than hands or feet, 
But more imperative than his own heart’s beat; 

A fountain pulse where soul could drink its fill. 


Socrates, demon-drunken, quaffed his death 
As a mere stirrup-cup. Man’s mind, he knew, 
Had troubled the clean source where truth began. 
Then Plato, kindled by his failing breath, 
Revealed the Good, the Beautiful, the True— 
The inner light that lighteth every man. 


VI. Jesus 


Not a mere priest to tend an altar flame, 
He led the spirit like a battle-cry, 
This man who taught his fellows how to die; 

Men call him God, but Jesus was his name: 

He shunned the sage’s and the warrior’s fame; 
Free to resist his foreknown doom, or fly, 
He chose the inner voice and perished by 

The utmost torture of a felon’s shame. 

“Forgive them, for they know not what they do!” 
Who could have trusted in the words till then, 

Or dared to tread the path that Jesus trod? 

By Love’s divine example now men know 

Not merely that God’s spirit dwells in men 
But that, by God’s grace, man himself is God. 


Southwest Review Cuartes WuHarton STORK 


VIGIL AT CANDLEMAS 


In the dead of winter, when the snow whispers, 
When trees crack in the midnight and the cold goes deep, 
Then I lie and think how the frozen earth houses many a 


living sleeper, 


For even to think of them is like a sleep. 


The snow flies to the lighted house—it taps and rustles and 
whispers, 
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Cattle sigh in their stanchions, steamy the breath of the sheep; 

Yet quiet under that glittering crust curls many a furry 
creature, 

Sound asleep. 

My door-latch is frosty—lilies of frost and palm-leaves 

Moon-white cover the window-pane; yet I in the firelight 
keep 

Awake when under that iron crust the woodchuck drowses 
untroubled! 

Locked in his warm nest he is sound asleep. 

He dined on daintiest berries and grain; he tasted the best 
of summer; 

Savored red buds of clover, nibbled where sassafras grew. 

Then when the fields lay bleak in his sight he closed his 
door on the winter, 

Nor heard that the north wind blew. 


Tonight he sleeps, and the ground-squirrel sleeps in a cold 
ball, hardly breathing; 

Snug among leaves in his hollow tree sleeps the ring-tailed 
raccoon ; 

In cavern and attic with folded wings bats sway as they 
breathe, oblivious 

Even to this white moon. 

I wake when I know that nested in mud as in down the 
frogs are sleeping! 

Why, turtles sleep in the banks of the stream and snakes in 
their mountain den— 

Sleep till the sun turns northward and the willow flowers, 

Till the sod grows quick again. 


O peace mysterious! Supreme compassion! 

Though now the snow whispers, though the shrewd gales 
sweep, 

Untroubled under these glittering fields lies many a living 
sleeper, 

And even to think of them is like a sleep. 


Poetry, A Magazine of Verse Marian SToRM 


388 


SMALL SONGS FOR A SMALL DAUGHTER 
“Pretty” 


“Pretty,” you say of an elephant. 
“Pretty,” you say of a kangaroo— 
Every monkey in the zoo 

Is pretty to you! 


But if you see a violet, 
Or if you see a cream-white rose, 
You only purse your mouth a bit 
And wriggle your nose! 


First Sorrow 


“Never mind. It’s not worth crying 
Over a dusty chicken feather 
Holding the broken ends and trying 
To make them grow together— 


Never mind, my dear, my dear 

Ill find you twenty feathers more.” 
You look as if you didn’t hear, 

You answer me, “What for?” 


The Bookman Marion StTrRoBEL 


MEASUREMENT 


Stars and atoms have no size, 
They only vary in men’s eyes, 


Men and instruments will blunder 
Calculating things of wonder. 


A seed is just as huge a world 
As any ball the sun has hurled, 


Stars are quite as picayune 
As any splinter of the moon. 
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Time is but a vague device; 
Space can never be precise ; 


Stars and atoms have a girth, 
Small as zero, ten times Earth. 


There is, by God’s swift reckoning 
A universe in everything. 


Contemporary Verse A, M. SuLiivan 


THE PRIMROSE 


We saw a primrose blowing on a hill. 

You saw the leaves, the petals, and the stem, 
You knew their Latin names and mentioned them 
And other parts, with great Botanic skill. 

I did not count the petals, tear apart 

The blossom with an analyzing glance, 

I saw sheer beauty in its windy dance, 

And that a dream was hidden in its heart. 

I wonder—is the primrose just a mass 

Of parts and structures, cleverly arranged? 

Or is there also truth in what I found? 

Why is it that the primrose in the grass, 
Though only those for you, for me is changed— 
A fragment of the sunset on the ground! 


The Gypsy Mary HELEN SwaRTZEL 


B.C. 


Mary, the queer girl, in the summer meadow 
Met someone, . . . was it man or shadow? 


Now Mary walks and smiles, musing 
On some dim memory, choosing 
Stones for her feet as she steps over 
The shallow stream into ripe clover. 
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Mary is heavy. It is late summer. 

Mary waits for a late comer 

In the high clover where no one presses 
The green flat. Mary guesses 

. .. A boy. A girl. A boy . . . pulling 
Petals from a hard disc . . . lulling 
All disquiet into bond with him 

Who came on one angelic whim 

To woo her into madness . . . Mary 
Who had been always quiet, very 
Shy, slight and wild, the queer maiden 
Who now walks weary, weary and heavy-laden. 


Heavy-laden girl with the anxious eyes, 

Nothing again will ever happen to you. 

Lie down in the clover, weary and heavy-laden. 

Lie down and wait, anxious, exquisite maiden. 

He does not come again, ever again, to woo. 
Nothing again will ever happen to you 

Who are the source, the wealthy source of all being; 
From you, henceforth, come miracles and sermons. 


Mary, the queer girl, in the summer meadow 
Met someone. Was it man or shadow? 

Now Mary walks and broods, taking 

Soft steps to a new aching. 


The shy, the wild was brought by the shadow low 
Into large quiet. Mary, queer girl, so 
Startled, most delicate one, Mary, 
Forget the shadow love, the airy 
Phantom, your sorrow. 

Sunlight buzzes in 
An arc over your head. Halos spin 
A ring of dancing atoms, pure and warm. 
And all invisible motes of being swarm 
Around young wilful Mary raped 
By a tall gay shadow, glory-shaped. 


Greater than death has happened to Mary, more 
Terrible things than birth. Heavy and lonely 
Mary has lost her smile, Mary great 
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With load of man. There is only 
Agony to come, Mary, wait: 
Only agony and another loss of your being. 


Out of you, behold, in animal sorrow 
The groan announcing a new, an angelic shadow 


Who shall achieve the power and the glory. 


Lie down in the clover, Mary, mother of phantoms. 


The Bookman GENEVIEVE TAGGARD 


TWO IN A DARK TOWER 


(In which two silent people think, and know they think the 
same thoughts.) 


Loose the door tonight, and stand 
Facing winter’s bitter pause 

In the empty autumn land.... 
Ravished orchards and the wind. 


Leave this house at last, that was 
Just a fortress barred and fenced 
For our fear to fling against; 


Built to bar outside a foe 
Neither of us want to know. 


Still for all our saying so, 
Still through little bolts and locks, 


Listening when no one knocks... . 


Or else call him up—now call 
When earth’s open and moon white 
On an empty noiseless night. 


(Then to judge him very slow, 
Then to steal and come tip-toe 


Where the bolts are fastened tight, 
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And to find the other one 
Putting out an icy hand 
In the dark, upon the chain... ) 


Are you outside, now, or in? 

When will the beating, there, begin? — 
That strange noise that happens nearly 
Every night the moon comes clearly. 


Shall we give up now, or hold 
Out forever on the cold? 


Is there anyone out there? 
Mocking, mocking—only air; 
No real person. Stare and stare. 


People with pale faces—see 

The walking ghosts we dare not be, 
Put outside and banished. We 

Both are out there, both outside 
Next the great antagonist 

Beating with a secret fist 

On the panel of our pride: 


Beating with a frantic hand 
On the panel, pleading for 
Leave to splinter down the door, 


There is no antagonist. 

No one comes. No one cares 

If we wall ourselves with airs 
Built of terror. No one takes 
Notice how the tower shakes. 


Guilty we—divided by 
Each the other, see the four 
People pushing at the door. 


Keep our secrets separate. 
Either, both of us will wait 
While both take the other réle, 
Bring assault on the mutual soul, 
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Each assigned the part outside, 
And the réle Antagonist. 

Taking turns, each, leaving one 
Always walled to tread and moan. 


(Beating with a secret fist 

On the panel of our pride. 
Beating with a frantic hand 

On the panel, pleading for 
Leave to splinter down the door.) 


Poetry, A Magazine of Verse GENEVIEVE TAGGARD 


FAMILY 


My sister Mathilde is wed to a Norwegian carpenter; 

Their babies are scoops of red fat lost in cream. 

My brother met a young Jewish girl— 

She drinks disillusionment like a good soldier. 

Cousin Helen divorced an Irish Catholic who beat her— 
Their brown-eyed boy justifies all murder and poetry. 

My Swedish grandmother danced too long 

With a Russian pedlar passing through the Dalarne forests— 
Today her youngest girl dances in alleys of calumny’s whispers. 
They are good people... 

That is why they locked me out, 

Cast me out of home and refuge .. . 

I love a Negro poet. 


The Messenger Laura TANNE 


A GARDEN IN WINTER 


On the ground, 
Shrivelled and forgotten, 
Are youth’s first fancies 
Wrapped in a filigree 

Of withered leaves. 


The birds’ pool, 
Dull and unruffled by the beat 
Of tiny water-jewelled wings, 
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Reflects only gray sky 
Which hangs in sullen heaviness 
Above the earth. 


Only the wren has not flown 
On sun-seeking wings. 

From a naked twig 

Of a pomgranate bush 

He sends joyous notes 

Into the garden’s desolate hush; 
He sings the resurrection 

Of all dead 

Things. 


Poetry and the Play Epitu Tatum 


DUST AND FLOWERS 


The flower is withered and its loveliness 
Petal by petal turns to dust again; 
Cold winds are whirling russet leaves across 


The barren fields, and there is chilling rain. 


Soon will the winter lay its icy hand 

On river, pool and brook, with gyves of white 

As strong as steel, will make them prisoner .. . 

But the soft snow will hide each wound and blight. 


And then ... the Spring! . . . glad leaves uncurl again, 
The crystal fetters snap, and the quiet shower 

Reflects the rainbow’s beauty, and anew 

God’s smile’s reflected in each new-born flower! 


The Will-O’-the-Wisp ExxanaH Easr Taytor 


THE CHAINGANG 


Twenty-five negroes, shackles all secure— 
“‘Ah-ah, 00-00, unh!” 

Chains and balls forgotten, ditching for a sewer— 
“T got a new name—unh!” 
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One big black buck starts up the singing, 
“Writt'n en Zi-yun—unh!” 

Another joins in with a deep bass ringing, 
“An’ hit’s mine, mine, mine— 
I got a new name 
Writt’n en Zi-yun, 
An’ hit’s mi-ine, mine, mine.” 


Horizontal stripes—badge of their sinning— 
“Um-ah, ah-ah, unh!” 

All the others follow the “sperrichals” beginning 
“I got peace an’ joy—unh!” 

Chains all clanking, black faces sweating— 
“Writt’n en Zi-yun—unh!” 

Sent up for killing, stealing, betting— 
“An’ hit’s mine, mine, mine, 
I got peace an’ joy 
Writt’n en Zi-yun, 
An’ hit’s mi-ine, mine, mine.” 


Every man’s pick striking with the others— 
“Um-ah, 00-00, unh!” 

Those who “got ’ligion” with their “wickit” 

brothers— 

“T got Jethus—unh!” 

The ditch grows deeper, the red clods scatter— 
“Writt’n en Zi-yun—unh!” 

—‘“Law Jethus comin’ wha’ do chaingan’ mattah? »— 
“An’ He’s mine, mine, mine, 
I got Jethus writt’n en Zi-yun, 
An’ He’s mi-ine, mine, mine.” 


Boxart Nancy TELFAIR 


TOWARDS SOMETHING 


He goes down the street, 
Down the straight way, 
Mornings, at eight o’clock, 
Evenings, at five o’clock; 
Yesterday, 

Today 
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And tomorrow; 

Counting his steps 

Very attentively, 

In his mind a purpose 

Of an attainable something 

At the end of the street. 

He did this while Abraham 

Ventured into the land of the Canaanites, 
While Moses baited the children of Israel 
In the red desert; 

Even while Jesus campaigned in Galilee 
For the new Jerusalem; 

And but lately 

While Scott froze at the south pole, 

And all the time 

Plato and Kant and Nietzsche 
Adventured in blind alleys. 

And all the time 

Father Jubal and Mendelssohn 

Were beating time with magic drum sticks; 
And the boy Keats 

Blew his breath briefly 

Into a silver flute; 

And Whitman, 

Nine feet high, 

Strode up and down in the land 

Telling men of his amazing dreams. 

But of this he remembers or knows little; 
For 

While two and two make four, 

And four more, eight, 

Eight more... 

Andemores.". 

He goes down the street, 

Down the straight way, 

Mornings, at eight o’clock, 

Evenings, at five o’clock, 

Today, 

Yesterday 

And tomorrow. 


The Midland, A Magazine of the Middle West 
FREDERICK TEN Hoor 
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LOS ANGELES 


Los Angeles, 

Son of old Spain by a farm-hand! 

Dusty, scented, individual— 

No other like him has been or shall be again 

In the kaleidoscope of America, 

That fits together into new forms 

Bits of old lands and ancient cultures and old glamours. 


Los Angeles, 

Whose pulses beat to rhythms of jazz— 

Hot-blooded, eager, ineffectual, 

His gay Hidalgo pride spoiled by the grey blood of Iowa. 


Los Angeles, 

A city of houses spilled out upon the sage-clad hills, 
Hills that are broken out with houses like a rash. 
Adobe houses with Italian loggias and Spanish patios 
And fountained gardens copied from Provence. 
Houses painted blue and red and violet and pink, 
With roofs that prance against a sky like lapis-lazuli, 
Tiled like pagodas and more particolored 

Than was Egyptian Joseph’s coat. 

Curious doorways shaded from the sun 

By awnings copied from the tents of Teheran 
And held away with spears from Africa. 

Houses that spill their garden-steps down terraces 
And pour a flood of blossom after. 

Torrents of flame and amber and spiked amethyst, 
Magenta curtains of strung blooms that slow winds move, 
Hedges of geranium that pain the eyes with scarlet 
Redder than the sins of Babylon. 

White walls where fuchsias foam and drip, 

And whereon waving mantillas of the pepper-trees 
Cast shadows frail and multiwebbed as lace. 


Scents of eucalyptus trees, 

Leaning like Dons in ragged cloaks 

Made dusty by long journeying. 

Scents of jasmine curded white upon the vines, 
Scent of lemon groves, or apricots, 
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Scent of oil pumped thick and bubbling 

Through the slow pulses of the wells— 

Black and viscid treasure 

More potent than the heaped-up gems of Ali Baba’s cave, 
Or a Maharaja’s minted hoards. 


Los Angeles, who struts and stamps, 

The son of royal Spain by a farm-hand, 

Longing for princely roystering 

And wine-stained nights in perfumed arms, 

But full of little peasant fears 

Lest he be smitten by the wrath of some white-collared god 
Who disapproves of joy. 


Stormily he lives with his young lusty paramour 

Whose name is Hollywood, 

Breaking the vials of the whole world’s wealth 

On her barbarian feet, binding her brows with roses: 

She who is brazen and beautiful, scented and soulless, 

Bawdy enchantress more potent than Circe, 

Than Lamia more fair; 

Poets and painters chained like dancing bears for her service, 

And Art, the Divine One, the goddess, enslaved by her 
captains, 

Toiling like Samson, the mock of the mob. 


This is Los Angeles, 


In the names of whose streets castanets echo, 
Bastard of Beauty Utility-ravished, 
City of angels and harlots and dreams! 


Poetry, A Magazine of Verse R, MarsHati TERRELL 


AS IT EVER SHALL BE 
Why do I fear a little thing like you, 


Fragile as a snow-star, or a pearl of dew? 
Why should a finger of you, lightly curled, 
Hold as in a tea-cup my fortune and my world? 


Why should the flutter of an eye-lash brown 
Above a rose-petal, hide a forum’s frown? 
How can a faint sigh snap a sword in two? 
You, to melt a flint-heart, Virgilia,—you! 
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Husky hordes of warriors, terrible to see, 

Fading in a moon-beam and a mystery; 

Routed by a silence that puts their roar to naught, 
Baffled by a girl’s glance, shy, love-taught! 


Caius, defiant, and the gods to bid him fight— 
Strange, that a tear blots Olympus from my sight! 
Pour then the wine to your new-born Victory, 
And the armies you conquer, since you conquer me. 


The Lyric West Rusy WeyBurnN Topsias 


A SONG FOR ALL LOVERS 


This is not my song nor yours, but a song for all lovers 

Whom life gave her blossom-starred trees and her blue-towered 
noon 

For their brief April; and then, calling death sent them 
singing,— 

These lovers to death on an exquisite sad honeymoon. 


This is a song not of understood happiness, nothing 

Of clasped hands, of meetings, of rapt moments here will be 
said— 

Only the lip-shaking phrases of lovers at parting— 

Only the thoughts of young lovers who now lie dead. 

“Ah, past our souls how Thy Stars like pale ashes are fall- 
AT ae eae 


“Francesca! Francesca!” breathed Paola, through Rimini’s 
night— 

Thus Tristram ... thus Pelleas . .. thus even yourself 
might have spoken, 

Or the true lover Launcelot whispered ere Guinevere’s flight. 


But we, on that lost April day could say little, so little, 

Just “I love you . . . I love you . . . come home soon . 
good by, sweet, good by,’— 

But you knew and I knew full well that the stars were falling, 

And the rivers of all the green world were running dry. 


American Poetry Magazine Marcery Atwoop TopaHL 
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BANNERS OF REBELLION 


Banners of rebellion surging to the storm, 
Rousing men to vision, turning cold blood warm, 


Spread your wide wings staunchly to redeeming skies 
That men everywhere may learn the truth you symbolize. 


Banners of rebellion fringed with human pity, 
Travel over farm land, grazing land and city, 


Shower rays of courage on the folk who toil, 
Quicken seeds of tumult in the shrivelled soil. 


Hearten those who stifle in a prison den, 
Seal a swift compassion on the tongues of men. 


Let false rulers tremble on citadels of ease 
When they see new dawn flaming from the seas. 


Though our feet may falter before the light breaks through 
Banners of rebellion, we shall march with you! 


Contemporary Verse Lucia TRENT 


FIRST QUARREL 


Kiss my poor yielded lips, wipe out the stain 

Of my small words that fell like bitter rain 
Upon the staunch young flower of your belief. 
To think that one sharp gesture lightening brief, 
Could drain the stars out of our splendid sky, 

And in dark silence leave our love to die! 

Kiss my poor yielded lips, wipe out the stain. 
There is no torture like your eyes in pain. 


The Gypsy Lucia TRENT 


BIRTH 


Oh little child I hold beneath my heart, 

Who try to tear the walls of flesh apart 

Which bind you captive through these restless days! 
Your little feet shall bleed on human ways, 

Your little hands shall strike on treacherous spears, 
Nor shall your wounds be soothed by mother tears. 
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And yet I bear you to the joy of things, 

To sun-flushed autumns, pioneering springs, 
To lustrous music where mad waters sound 
To the rich homely fragrance of the ground. 


Oh little child, I long to give you birth 

To bear you to the majesty of earth, 

To bear you to a world where men still dare 
To speak for justice though their hearts despair, 
Where men still mount their faith’s brave citadel, 
And seek their visions in the face of hell! 


Contemporary Verse Lucia TRENT 


LITANIES OF FLESH 


My body has been given me 


To blossom like a locust tree, 


To feel the scented rain of spring, 
And watch the earth’s adventuring 


In bud and flower, fruit and snow, 
To delve in beauty as I go; 


Caught in a lover’s rapturous mesh 
To sing the litanies of flesh; 


Before it mingles with the dust 
To revel in enchanted lust. 


My body has been given me 
To blossom like a locust tree, 


Never to stunt, never to maim 


This silken sheath that holds a flame. 
Japm: The Poetry Weekly Lucia TRENT 


GIVE AND TAKE 


I am the eager one, 

I am the giver, 

My love sweeps 

Like a spring-flushed river. 
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But your love is tranquil, 
Tender and still, 

Like a snug white cottage 
On a high green hill. 


The Century Magazine Lucia TRENT 


MISSOURI 
Ferryman of the Osage 


The ferryman sits in the prow 
Lazily past noon; 

Sleep so weighs on his brow 
He whistles no tune. 


Somnolent sun-stilled air. 
Silent the river’s edge 
Save for the far and fair 
Drone of a dredge. 


“Ferryman! ferryman!” call 
Faintly over the deep 
Voices that rise and fall 
Like tides of sleep. 


Strange, he thinks, that without 
Urging of wheel or pole 

The boat responds to the shout 
And senses a goal. 


Hazily he discerns 

Where sycamores hemmed the bank 
Strange men waiting their turns 

A tenuous rank. 


Up the grey roadway lined 
Deeper than he can see, 
He knows they dwindle and wind 


Into eternity. 


Joy rides high in his heart 
And falls away an old fear; 
Here is bread, a large part, 
For a day and year. 
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“Ferryman!” Do they mock? 
He yearns it were all a dream! 
His keel is fast on a rock 
Deep in mid-stream, 


He lifts no hand to the pole, 
Never once thinks of the wheel; 
Something weighs on his soul 
Too numbing to feel. 


“Ferryman!” and he sees 
The jerring host make off. 
The leaves of the ancient trees 
Are stirred and scoff. 


And vaguely he is aware 

Of a great hand loosing hold. 
What years since he came there! 
And he is old. 


(Stark summer sun that bites 
At the helpless heart of things; 
Geese where the shade invites 
Sleepily preen their wings.) 


“Ferryman!” What a start! 

He rubs his eyes at a loss: 

A dray-horse with a bumping cart 
Boards to ferry across. 


Ozark Farmer 


The graveyard tops the rise in the road. 
Even though you miss the clump of cedars, 
A desolateness will forebode 

That you are there, a melancholy. 


Turn to the left at the broken stile. 

Of the twenty odd graves, his grave is the freshest, 
You will have for a sign the clayey soil 
Sun-baked, and another, a sadder memento. 


In the tall parched grasses skirting the grave, 

A common fruit-jar filled with tinsel 

Which his wife, one year, had the prudence to save 
From a Christmas-tree they had at the schoolhouse. 
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Many a dog-day, many a snow 

Long since then has clouded her memory. 
Enough that she remembers it was long ago 
When her sons were blue-overalled schoolboys. 


About the tinsel is a slender band 

Of ruled letter-paper that the sun has yellowed, 
On which is written in a painstaking hand 
And faded ink, name, birth and death dates. 


He knew no rest till death had crossed 
The roadway of his daily worries. 

He frets no more for the late-spring frost 
Nor hears the droughty shrill cicada. 


For forty-eight years he tilled lean hills; 
And at every election he heard in the village 
Long-winded speeches promising bills 
That would bring relief to the farmers. 


He reared sturdy sons; but the gaudy town 
Had a brighter lure than the simple homestead. 
And since their going he had hardly known, 


Save for his wife, any human comrade. 


Last spring when he died, the widow’s kin 
Bore her away to their city dwellings. 
And the home he toiled so long to win 
Gapes from the hillside, grey and empty. 


The ford that edges the farm eastwise 
Was named for him. Now bustling strangers 
Are damming the waters; and when they rise 
His name will sink and his frugal acres. 


Saluda 


It’s the spring of the year and early April, 
Spring of the year, the earth’s Nirvana, 

And a church-bell rings and rings in Savannah, 
A small shrill bell in a wooden steeple; 
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It does not swing but it rings in the steeple, 

It rings and rings unheard by the people, 
Rings unheard by the new green leaves, 

Rings unheard by the swallows in the eaves, 
Rings and rings till it reaches the river, 
The mad Missouri, the crazy river; 

Then zigzagging down from limestone bluff 
To bluff, where white-limbed sycamores sough, 
It rings till it comes to Lexington, 

Rings as the windflower rings in the sun, 
Rings unheard as a phantom horn 

By farmers harrowing fields for corn; 

It rings unheard by the calves that shiver 

On knobby knees beside the river, 

By truants squatting on their haunches 

Fishing and fishing with bright peeled branches; 
It rings unheard by the villagers, 

Though something hears and something stirs: 
Wraiths of those whose bones long molder 
Under the silt that the waters shoulder, 

Scores of men and scores of women, 

Pioneers, crew, and bearded Mormons 

Who perished with the boat Saluda 

In the spring of the year, the earth’s Nirvana, 
When the bell that rings and rings in Savannah 
Was the signal-bell aboard the Saluda. 


The sturdy wraith of a bearded Mormon 

To a slender lad who shipped with the crew: 
“Twas the spring of the year, the earth was new. 
We butted the wind, we butted the currents 

And floating ice from the confluents. 

The river was mad with the sap of the season, 
And Captain Belt he lost all reason. 

Although he knew he was taxing his boilers 

To the outermost rivet, he fired the fires; 
Swore he would make the bend in the river 

Or blow the Saluda to ever and never, 

From the upper deck he gave the signal, 

Rang the bell—I can hear it ringing 
Then a shrieking roar, and for me a silence. 
Silence, I hope, overtook my brothers, 

My sons and daughters and their mothers. 
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If this is death, this deep, deep silence, 

Then what they whispered of Joseph Smith 

And his golden tablets was all a myth. 

If this is death, this deep, deep silence, 

Sweeter than the Paradise of Mormons, 

Sweeter than the Heaven of Jews and Christians, 
Than Elysium Fields and the Blessed Islands, 

Then I, for one, would not be giving 

Silence for the hopes and the vaunts of the living.” 


But the wraith of the lad can hardly listen, 

His April face too full of yearning 

Toward the bend in the river and beyond the turning 
Where the white-limbed sycamores sough and glisten 
In the spring of the year, the earth’s Nirvana, 
When a far bell rings and rings in Savannah... . 


Voices ALBERT Epmunp ‘TRoMBLY 


FORECAST 


Oh not your hand upon my hand 

And not your kiss and not your sorrow 

Can bind me to this solid land— 

The winds of March will blow to-morrow— 


And I shall suddenly grow light, 
A shadow-fine attenuation; 
And I shall vanish in the night 


To a delirious damnation. 


I shall be lifted through the stars, 

Racing with comets, speaking thunder; 
I?ll whistle under heaven’s bars— 

The angels’ wings will lift with wonder. 


T’ll circle half a hundred hills; 
I?ll ruffle the Pacific Ocean; 

I'll sing at lighted window sills; 
Ill share a cyclone’s swift emotion. 
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But as I pass through cloudy gates 

To the long aisles of air to-morrow, 

I'll hate the wind that separates 

Me from your hand, your kiss, your sorrow. 


My exiled voice, sharpened and thinned, 
Will cry for human intervention. 

This strange identity with wind 

Is not a thing of my intention. 


The Century Magazine Barpara Mapison TUNNELL 


FEAR 


Fear is a slinking cat I find 

Beneath the lilacs of my mind. 

For hours quiet, crouching there 

Along the path I tend with care; 

For on those sprigs of lavender 

My thoughts like birds are now astir. 
What melodies those birds might sing 
Were she not waiting there to spring! 
I’ve pelted her with sticks and stones, 
Right gladly would I break her bones. 
That skulking, sneaking form called Fear 
Now creeping, creeping, nearer-near! 
My lilacs sway in silence now 

And chilly breezes shake the bough, 
Instead of birdlike thoughts that sing— 
Strewn feathers and a broken wing. 


The Oracle SopHIE TUNNELL 


A BIRD IN THE CITY SQUARE 


A small bird lifts his early note 
When the brief night is gone, 

And stitches with a silver thread 
The garment of the dawn. 
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The sleepless find a path from hell 
To hear him, singing there, 

His limpid voice raised candidly 
Above the dusty square. 


But one who slipped away from grief 
Stirs in his sleep, and wakes 

To ask how long a wounded heart 
Must bleed before it breaks. 


The Lyric Vircinta Lyne TunsTaLu 


SLEEPLESS NIGHT 


I had no subtle charm for sleep. 
Sleep would have none of me, 

Each winding hour was long enough 
To thread eternity. 


All the small voices of the night 
Became one voice, and spoke 

The little words the devil speaks 
When he would have his joke 


With foolish men who do not sleep, 
But lie awake, to dare 

The clutch of old emotion 
And the thrust of old despair, 


And pace the galleries of the mind 
Through doors unspoken of, 

To meet the piteous face of youth, 
And the hungry eyes of love. 


Dead youth, dead love . . . poor creeping ghosts 
That haunt the sleepless still... ... 

The moon slipped down the window space, 
And dropped below the sill. 


The Lyric Virointa Lyne TunsTaLy 
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STATION J-A-Z-Z BROADCASTING 


Get a microphone, install loud speakers— 

We’ve got the world’s number! 

Let’s broadcast another Aum, 

A little objective jazz: 

Machine Age, machines manceuvering like men; 
Glands (under cover) vibrating over time-space. 


No interior abysses to jump into 
As strangers in Fairyland, 
But visions inside forced outside, 


Met wide awake, bodily, on the planet Earth. 


Here she goes, full of sensations, 

Pulled by the moon, 

Stepping through stellar vibrations, 

Troubled with hot and cold internal rivers, 
And perhaps Atlantis rising with modern quivers. 


Earthquakes! Volcanoes! Credos! 

Music getting hot and blue. 

Objective? —We'll tell the cock-eyed world! 
Nobody—not a thing—left under, snoozing— 
Everything blown up and out! 

Leave a call, or set the alarm 

To be up in time 

For the Swimmers, the Flyers, Romanticists, Messiahs, 
To follow them 

Through the water, through the air, 

Through the “young films dreaming,” 

Through Fairy Gardens with the Vehicle and Bishop Elf. 


Shake that thing! 


Here she goes, boys, 

North Pole in the air, 

Whistling down the Great White Milky Broadway, 
Not much minding tone of voice 

As the morning stars shuflle along together. 

Here she goes, full of sensations, 
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Pulled by the moon, 

Stepping through stellar vibrations, 

Troubled with hot and cold internal rivers, 
And perhaps Atlantis rising with jazzy quivers. 
Here she goes, with little prospect 

Of cafeteria or comfort stations. 


Poetry, A Magazine of Verse Mark TuRBYFILL 


HOW MANY DREAMS 


How many dreams for a penny? 
Dreams are poor fare for many. 


“Flour and salt,” said the grocer, 
“Herring and dills—” 
In a purple fen the fireflies hover 
around a silver lotus. 
“Dreams pay no bills.” 


“Scissors and steel,” said surgeon, 
“Weeping and groans—” 
A voice goes through the trees 
like a rustle of eagle feathers 
and rain in silver buds 
breaks from the branches, 
“Dreams mend no bones.” 


“Clover and corn,” said the farmer, 
“Horses and kine—” 

Ripples of silver sequins 

on lazy waters 

tease the drowsy pools’ 

unwinking amber eyes. 
“Dreams feed no swine.” 


How many dreams for a penny? 
Dreams are poor fare for many. 


The Saturday Review of Literature Maup E. UscHoip 
All 


MRS. COUCOU 


The neighbors called her Mrs. Coucou.. . 
She kept a little store; 

There never was a Mr. Coucou, 
Or else he was no more. 


Her store was at an alley corner . . 
A half-way house to school; 

Drab, hatchet-faced, behind the counter, 
She sat upon a stool. 


We bought her fly-specked maple-sugar, 
Stale buns, pecans, Jack-stones; 

(Strange . . . then I did not see her temples 
Were sunk, her sharp cheek-bones.) 


A playmate brought the news one morning: 
“Old Mrs. Coucou’s dead! 

They’ve put her Sunday clothes on . . . Hurry! 
Let’s go and see!” Lib said. 


Curtains had screened the little cubby 
She slept in from the store; 

Now these were gone and everybody 
Could see her from the door. 


Her bed had been a lounge of horse-hair 
And now it was her bier; 

A few bare-headed men and women 
Looked on without a tear. 


Her streaked hair loopt around her ear-lobes; 
All dressed in cinnamon brown, 

White stockings and worn prunella gaiters 
Stuck out beneath her gown. 


* 2K * 


When we are old Time overtakes us 
With what we leave behind; 

Now that my age is Mrs. Coucow’s, 
She often comes to mind. 


412 


Somehow I smile as | remember . .. 
Yet there’s a front and back 

To smiles, with a dividing curtain. . . 
Like Mrs. Coucou’s shack. 


The Oracle IsABEL VALLE 


THE ORCHARD GHOST 


Strictly at noon the mist was there, 
Between two pear trees like a web. 
There was no other mist abroad, 
There was no other hand to grab 
And tackle nothing but the sun, 
Beneath the blossoms making fun. 


He put it safely out of mind, 

And sauntered home; but came again 
Upon another shining day, 

Upon another whitened noon. 

And there it was as thin as dew; 

And the sun was coming through; 


And there were two rows of ribs 
Around a heart that shook and glistened, 
Like a poppy that the sun 

Within a web of beams had fastened. 
And there were elbows; and a face 
Smiled transparently in place. 


He closed his eyes and struck the thing; 
He opened them and it was dancing— 
Left and right, a little stiffly; 

And it bowed, and with a mincing 
Gesture came; but he was gone... 


They found him lying on the lawn. 


And they say that he will never 
Leave the door while there is light. 
After sunset on the mountain 

He can start—though he must wait 
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And watch the west a fearful minute 
Lest it have a spider in it. 


Books: N. Y. Herald-Tribune Marx Van Doren 


DESERTED HOLLOW 


This valley sends another sound 

Than was delivered of its rocks 

When they were seized and set around 
The cloven feet of little flocks. 

The sheep were taken long ago, 

And fences wait a wilder foe. 


There is no hushing of the wind 
Between the blows of axes now. 

No breathless timber-lengths are pinned 
And shingled fast to make a mow. 
There is not one expectant eye 


Upon the purpose of the sky. 


It was a race of silent men 

That taught the clouds to hesitate— 
If only to upgather then 

A blacker heaven-full of hate. 

Riders up and down divided 

Weather since grown single-sided. 


Winds that strike upon these stones 
Hear not an angry voice among them, 
They have smothered their old moans 
Against the hairy hands that wrung them. 
Boulders, grass, and border-trees 
Supinely harken. Fences freeze 


And crumble wider every spring; 
They will yet be flat again. 
There is not a wilful thing 

In all this patient mountain-pen, 
There is only the dead sound 
Of slowly unresisting ground. 


The Dial Mark Van Doren 
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MAN 


Brown as the glade he moves in— 
Entering out of the sun, the slayer of eyes— 
He walks; and the blind shadows, 


Hearing his soundless feet, awake and arise, 


Bending with him and parting 

The pale hair of ferns, pretending to see; 

But while he looks they leave him, 

Becoming the portion of earth himself would be. 


He still can forget his fingers, 

Softly he says—and a toad is there on the moss. 
He stoops; and the greyling stays, 

Panting, with only half of the rock to cross. 


Patiently settling earthward, 

One of his hands, unfolded, touches stone— 
Rests, and cannot remember 

If arms are there or if it is leaf, alone. 


Cold are the rock and the lichen, 

Cold are the quieted eyes, and the palm, and the wrist. 
Around is a thick stillness. . . . 

Save for his suddenly hearing, out of mist, 


Waves of an old awareness: 

Blood in his hand come back, and bone returning. 
Wisdom is underground— 

So to the sun again, and the fever of learning. 


The Dial Mark Van Doren 


INCIDENT 


The closed door and the scythe, the hour-glass, 
Are sign and symbol of the calvacade 

That overtakes us when doom comes to pass, 
Death makes a mighty monarch of the spade. 
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The beetle and the moth, the bud and leaf, 
The wren, the fly, their days are hazardous; 
Spider and leopard they both come to grief, 
The sword that slays the lioness, slays us. 


For even you, the proudest of the proud, 
The loveliest since Helen, must be stirred 
The pale dominion of the humming-bird, 
Crypt of the rose, the palace of the ant, 
So the dark doom that overtakes the cloud, 
May give the grave a fresh inhabitant. 


Voices Haroutp VINAL 


LILIPUTIAN DREAM 


The petal of the violet is dust, 

The vein of ivory in the lily, yarrow 

And trilluim and rose are tremulous 

Only an instant; wren and crow and sparrow 

Live in a swift, a Liliputian dream, 

The tiger-lily is a lotus snare 

Where some small creature fastens roof and beam, 
The honeysuckle is a spiral stair. 


A calyx is a throne, the vine a hall 

For bee and butterfly; superlative 

The rose is for its perfect interval 

The life of bud and branch is fugitive. 
Giants, we stride behind them, in a breath 
We crush the rose, we spear the leaf to death. 


Voices Haroitp VINAL 


THIS MATINEE 


Eons are eons but these facts remain: 
This life is beautiful and very brief; 
The setting of a star, a turning leaf, 

Measure the end of a deliberate pain. 
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Voices 


Voices 


Against the finite background of our dream, 
The constellations swing in all their glory, 
And Pegasus and red Antares seem 

A mockery of our terrestial story. 


This life is but a hurried matinée, 

Death rings the curtain down, and yet, in spite 
Of the bright moon that will not pass away, 
Or ageless Venus climbing up the night, 

The dream we dream is magical and tense 
As calculus or truth or permanence. 


Harowp VINAL 


THEFT 


This life is scarcely longer than the flight 
Of a gold bee in summer, or the swift 
Sweep of a planet through the burning rift 
Of topmost heaven on a St. Luke’s night, 
Or longer than the moment of sunlight 
Across any early rose leaf, or the lift 

Of the dulcet thrush, unanchored and adrift 
For the blue Indies of a pale twilight. 
Consider how the snail creeps to his dark, 
How the appointed hour of the wren 
Comes quickly, how the robin is bereft 

Of color, how the magpie and the lark 
Go the fleet way of dust, yet among men 
There is no quarreling about the theft. 


Haroup VINAL 


HOUSE IN RUIN 


Clairvoyantly she sensed, behind the dim 

Sad arras of his brain, another bliss 

At variance with hers, a fire in him 

She had nor kindled with a passionate kiss, 

And so her house fell, roof and lintel, she 

Saw the walls crumble, and the seasoned beams; 
Disaster overtook her ecstasy, 

Being impoverished, she fed on dreams. 
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The plush and velvet of her passion bred 

In her a dignified transfiguration, 

A biblical renunciation fed 

Her body’s hunger and her soul’s elation. 

There in the ruin of her mortal house 

She shared her crumbs of memory with the mouse. 


Voices Haroup VINAL 


CONDEMNED 


No one, upon the evening of the crime, 
Was near enough to hear impatient feet 
Traverse red velvet for a second time 
Upon an almost whimsical retreat. 

It is fantastic that a bolt and wall, 

Can shut doom in so neatly, that a knife 
Can, unobserved, lift in the air and fall, 
Intent to prove the nothingness of life. 


Only a chair upset, a pool of bright 
Deliberate blood, the body on the floor, 
Remained to show how on a certain night 
The hand of woe had fumbled at the door. 
But while one more imperious heart grew cold, 


The dipper gleamed. Orion turned to gold. 


Voices Harorp VINAL 


INTRODUCTION 


The hard limbs of the trees 

Are rocking in a yellow hammock 

Deeper than the summer sky. 

Walk with me and talk with me. 

You were a grain of space 

Searching the rock of a brown continent. 

Your limbs are made softer by a syrup of rebellion 
Encircling your shining phrases and brittle words. 
Walk with me and talk with me. 
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Tell me who you are and why our hands are warm 

And how many times the stars have pulled at your dresses. 
Born in fire we die in fire 

And in between is fire also. 


I am sun, sin, and song 

And that is my name and address. 

I weigh twenty centuries, and my height 

Is a circle that goes up at my head 

And returns to my feet through this park pavement. 
Long ago I married two eyes and a mouth. 
One eye was the sun, the other the moon, 
And the mouth I married was the lightning 
That slit the heavens into lavender ribbons 
And blackened the earth with fear. 

Walk with me and talk with me, 

It can do no harm, and I can whisper 

How beautiful you are. 


The Nation CuarxLes A. WAGNER 


THE INARTICULATE 


We who have words 

Intimate and unsure 

Even in this unmitigated thunder 
Are secure. 

But the inarticulate throats, 
The songs lost on the first notes, 
The dumb tongues 

Gone under earth, 

The dearth of voices 

Even to blunder 

From this inescapable girth 

Of pain 

Binding the breast 

Where no words rest, 

These feel the dark rain, 

The white lightnings flare 

With a dumb stare, 

These are the lost, 
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The utterly damned 
To whom no man 
May reach a hand. 


The Nation Epa Lou Watton 


MEA CULPA 


Dark tree, I am here again tonight, 

Here with hands empty as before; 

I am come to this pillar of the moonlit door, 
To Heaven’s delight. 


Not yet to my breast the white bird 
With iridescent wing, my breast bare, 
And for my only cloak the dark hair 
Wind-stirred. 


Breast and hands empty, not to pray, 
I come again under your passionate shade, 
Woman now with the decision made: 


I shall not stay. 


For the door is closed, I bear no gift, 
I have given my gift at another gate; 
Your dark summons I need not wait, 


Nor the latch lift. 


Yet I am come again tonight, 

O dark tree!—why must I return 

To the shadows where the symbols burn 
In full moonlight? 


The bird is free, great tree, and the cost 
Is to stand forever in your shade outside, 
The door closed that would be wide, 

The bird lost. 


And this I have gained for that forsook, 
Breast and hand empty to touch and know 
Every bright bird and let it go, 

And this I took. 


Poetry, A Magazine of Verse Epa Lou Wa.ron 
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BEFORE COLUMBUS CAME 
I. No Books 


Ere Christopher Columbus came, 
Without an invitation 
To look for spices, gold and fame 
But found a Missing Nation 
And opened up the U. S. A. 
To foreign immigration, 
You could not find a single book 
Twixt Hollywood and Sandy Hook, 
From Portland, Maine, to Puget Sound 
No single volume could be found, 
From Puget Sound to Monterey 
And back again to Casco Bay, 
No novel, history or play, 
No Sateve Post, no Ladies’ Journal, 
No paper, weekly or diurnal, 
No five-foot shelf, no book of rules 
For making wise men out of fools, 
Or teaching nitwits to be funny 
Was to be had for love or money. 


Il. No Publishers 


In that far off and happier day, 
There was no publisher to say 
“Your book is fine in every way. 
Its plot, its characters, its style 
The hard-boiled critics will beguile. 
Its humor causes hearty laughter. 
In short, it’s just the book we’re after. 
But, I regret to add, 
Our lists is very full this Spring. 
We couldn’t take another thing 
It really is too bad. 
Besides, our business doesn’t pay. 
Our costs are rising every day, 
Though every care we’ve took, 
They never were as high as now. 
Unless we sell a hundred thou- 
Sand copies of a book, 
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We do not make a single nickel. 
We're really in a pretty pickle. 
And, then, the public isn’t buying. 
Our lot, indeed, is very trying. 
Our profits for the fiscal year 
Were just about a million clear, 
A paltry million dollars, 
Hardly enough, I really fear, 
When everything’s so very dear, 
For buying ties and collars. 
Oh, no, our business doesn’t pay. 
I’m very sorry, sir. Good day.” 


Ill. No Critics 


And there were no reviewers then. 

No critic pushed a poison pen. 

No callow youngster, fresh from school, 
His proper seat a dunce’s stool, 

Who yesterday but learned his letters, 
Assumed to praise or damn his betters. 
No little clique conspired to boost 

The bantam cock to rule the roost. 

Nor did th’ Algonquin pundits’ babble 
Befool the gaping long-eared rabble, 
Who never know how much of fake 

Is in that game of give and take 

When logs are rolled and backs are scratched 
And mutual fulsome praises matched. 


IV. A Best Seller 


If, in that pre-Columbian day, 
You wished to chant a tribal lay, 
Or had a tale to tell, 
You simply squatted on the ground 
And all you hearers gathered round. 
In ranks and rows they squatted too, 
And gave attention unto you: 
Then, if you told your story well 
And wove a quite authentic spell 
They gently murmured “Ugh!” 
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(Which very quaint and curious word 
I think must rhyme with “rough,” 
And mean “That story was a bird. 
Three cheers! Hurrah! Hot stuff!’’) 
They didn’t only voice their praise, 
And take it out in talk. 
They gave you yams and beans and maize 
A silver tomahawk, 
A blanket, too, a snug tepee, 
A belt and scalping knife 
And best of all, it seems to me, 
An able-bodied wife 
Stout and strong and able to 
Plough and hoe and bake and brew, 
So you had nothing else to do 
But lead an idle life 
And lie around from morn to night 
And dream of tales you’d never write. 
The lines of famous authors then 
Were envied by the greatest men. 


V. A Dud 


And, if they didn’t like your stuff 
They left no doubt about it. 
They surely made it plain enough 
That they inclined to flout it. 
They frowned and scowled. 
They booed and groaned. 
They yelled and howled. 
They wept and moaned. 
In short, they cut up very rough. 
They called you “thief,” they called you “liar,” 
And otherwise they roasted you. 
Indeed, they often toasted you 
At some convenient fire 
Then cooled you off beneath the pump, 
While they ejaculated “Grrump!” 
(A very short and ugly word 
Whose meaning’s easily inferred.) 
And, when you were completely damp, 
They handed you your hat, 
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And kindly kicked you out of camp. 
And that was that. 


And so twas simply, quickly done 

You knew at once you’d lost or won. 

You either got a good fat check, 

Or else you got it in the neck. 
Immediate praise or blame. 

You got the boot or won the bays. 

There were no doubts and no delays 

In those far-off pre-printing days, 
Before Columbus came. 


The Saturday Review of Literature CHRISTOPHER Warp 


CROESUS IN AUTUMN 


If the distrait verdure cleave not to the branch 
Less powerfully than flesh to the fervent bone, 
Should then gruff Croesus on the village bench 
Lament the absolute gold of summer gone? 


Though this gray guy be no Aurelius, 
Surveying the ilex and the Latin vine, 
He might consider a little piteous 
The green and fatal tribe’s decline. 


But in Kentucky against a dwindling sun 
The riven red oak and the thick sweet gum 
Yet hold the northward hills whose final stone 
In dark ogive supports the fractured loam. 


The seasons down our country have a way 

To stir the bald and metaphysic skull, 

Fuddling the stout cortex so mortally 

That it cries no more, Proud heart be still, be still. 


I bring you but this broken metaphor, 

So haul your carefull carcass home, old fellow, 
More Roman than the doddering emperor 

Now green is blown and every gold gone sallow. 


The New Republic Rorert PENN Warren 
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GARDEN WATERS rb 





If in his garden all night fell the stream 

Noisy and silver over the moon-dark stone, 

It was not so with the voiceless waters of dream, 
Monstrously tumbled, falling with no tone. 


In this man’s garden, as in any other 

Where decent waters through the night have flowed, 
Is converse of a musical small clamor, 

And men by crags have stopped against the loud 


Torn cataract or hollow bosomed flood 

In solace of that full nocturnal tongue 
Calling in kinship to the buried blood; 
More terrible breaks the torrent with no song. 


Though garden waters are not broad or black 
Within them still sometimes, I think, is hid 
The obscure image of the season’s wreck, 


The dead leaf and the summer’s chrysalid. 


Better for flesh to run out naked and lonely 
Where the perfidious surges front the shore; 
Those deeps dividing would divulge there only 


The comfortless bodies of men who have gone before. 


The New Republic Rosert PENN WarrREN 


THE HOUSE 
1. The Porch 


Here he would lie to see his fields; 
Here he would sit to count his stock, 

To measure and reckon barley yields, 
Unreckoning the turning clock— 


Until the snow was on his head 
And the milky dim was in his eye, 
And his life function was half dead 
Around a will unset to die, 
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The scroll work hung between the posts 
Sent patterned shadows to his face: 

He seemed to sit and talk with ghosts 
That stood or walked about the place. 


And all the meadow was his love, 
And all the clover field his care 

As the great clouds spread out above 
And cast their patterned shadows there. 


Oh, patterned shadows on his brow, 
And patterned shadows on his field! 

Who shall read out the patterns now? 
Tell what the housing furrow yields? 


Zo Lhe Hall 


Not yet one goes to room and room; 
He pauses here in chill and gloom. 

A door to left, a door to right— 
The stair goes narrow to the light. 


The musk of funeral drifts about— 
Or is it musk of bridal rout? 

Or musk, perchance, of bloody birth? 
An infant spirit back to earth! 


Let him who would not taste of all 
Keep back beyond the entrance hall. 
Still let him turn and rush away 
Into the safety of the day. 


Let him who has not soul to know 
A house, and its ironic woe, 

Turn swiftly backward, hand on heart, 
And with his little fears depart. 


Only for him who would know hell 
And heaven—ah, utter heaven as well— 
Are houses built. You must take cull. 
Or turn you, turn you from the hall. 
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3. Bed Room 


“One more river to cross—so tired —” 
His last and very word indeed! 
Then someone, unseen, waiting, fired 

The great torch, pitying his need, 


And helped him over. Strange and more 
That through his unschooled mind should 
sweep 
The ancient waters! “From shore to 
shore,” 
And on the other shore, to sleep. 


4. The Parlor 


Here is the last appraisal made 
Of what man has been, by his friend. 
And yet, draw somewhat close the shade: 
This is the end. This is the end. 


Receive you here your troubled guest, 
O body precious? Here receive 
The few who follow you to rest, 
And mock not shrewdly that they grieve. 


Here with the rose they bring the fly, 
Nor note the fly—the rose so sweet! 

They brood that we are born to die; 
They bend above your coffined feet. 


And here your brothers come, your blood, 
To lift you and your thousand flowers. 

They bear you outward. All the flood 
Has come to full. Hours that were hours, 


Here in a happy other time, 
Like you have all been borne away. 
Across the fields the old bells chime— 
Oh, mother, brother, let us pray! 
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5. Cessation 


The snow that sifts above the sill 
Shall lie untracked upon the floor; 
For no one comes, or ever will, 


To open up the door. 


And he has peace from the harsh drifts 
That drive between the house and shed: 
Within, without, Cessation lifts 
Her hands to bless the dead. 


The Midland, A Magazine of the Middle West 
BENNETT WEAVER 


ENGLISH SKYLARK AT KESWICK 


The stain of space is on his throat 
And holy sheen upon his wing; 
The airlorn fountains drink his note, 
The crimson daisies feel him sing. 
He rises through the awe of time; 
He pours a magic in his breath 
Which sweetens with a pearly chime 
And charms the certitude of death. 


The Midland, A Magazine of the Middle West 
BENNETT WEAVER 


SKY-EATERS 
I 


Grown nations, wise in ancient loveliness, 
Offer their wisdom to young savages 

Of a raw nation; offer cultures brewed 

In alien and thin and delicate blood, 

To quiet them, to make them tired and wise, 
And take the mist of greed out of their eyes. 
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But they who have eaten of the fruit of iron 
Will need more powerful an antidote 

Than ancient beauty in print or paint or song 
To cool their systems into quietude 

And make them smooth and soft and scholarly. 
They who have salt in the eyes and in the throat, 
Whose blood is salted and whose bones environ 
The salt of labor and the sting of speed, 

Fee] in their bones the thin futility 

Of alien cultures. But in the tormented 
Young blood new cultures are to be fomented. 


Now they are dull and raw and arrogant, 
Knowing the body’s want, not the mind’s want. 
Now they are blind and violent; they know 

Only the cries of bodies that must grow 

To greatness. And learning will not slake 

The thirst for power; and beauty will only break 
Against their strength and violence and greed. 

It is not beauty and learning on which they feed 
Now, in the iron days of the body’s need. 


II. 


Now they are stung with a terrible need, 

They are torn with emptiness, 

They are bitten with greed. 

They are stung, they are torn, they are bitten, 
and they bleed 

Motion and speed: 

Aeroplane, 

Radio, 

Telephone, 

Turbine, 

Steam engine, 

Dynamo: 

Wing over wing, steel against steel, 

Wire with wire, wheel in wheel; 

Speed in voices and hands and brains, 

Speed in the muscles, in the veins. . 

There is a terrible haste to feed 

The young emptiness, the greed. 
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There is a hunger that is not filled 

For all the ravenous haste to buy and build 

And make, and be grown and great. 

They are blind, they are starved, they are desperate: 

They have swallowed the stars in caverns of iron 
and stone 

They have split the sun and the moon 

With their hunger, with their need to be grown; 

And they go in the dark 

With their hearts iron and stone, 

With their hearts jaws that are starved and strong. 


Ill. 


They are the sky-eaters. They have hurled 
Away the natural splendors of the world. 
They are unstrung and violent. They know 
None of the wise ways that the heart may go; 
Because the ways of the body torture them so, 
And their young hunger reaches beyond reason. 
What is beauty then but a pitiful treason 

To the starved blood, 

To the muscles that shout for food— 
Shutting away the cries of the mind, 
Strangling it, making it deaf and blind. 


They are eaters of the sky, eaters of the wild 

Beauty of earth and sea. In the low-hilled 

Light land; in the red, parched, 

Streaked desert; in the bright cool river land; 

On peak; in hollow; on stone; on sand; 

Where forests marched and mountains marched; 

Where in the vastness old desires were stilled: 

Their young desires will only make them build 

Powers and markets and prisons, iron-arched, 

Marble and granite and brick, strong to swallow 
the light of the sky, 

To swallow the fresh stars and the wind’s cry, 

And bend to the power of engines the rivers and 
fountains, 

And hustle in the tread of towns the slow tread 
of the mountains. 
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IV. 


Will they grow finally wise from their bodies’ 
hunger? 

Will the strain be over, and the young anger 

Against emptiness, and will they find 

Food for the hunger of the mind 

Freed from the young body’s hunger? 

What is the beauty and learning they will get 

Out of their knowledge of speed and labor and 
sweat, 

And the starved alliance with iron and steel and 
stone 


To feed the body alone? 


The sky they have eaten will get 

Desires in their minds for beauty not to be killed 
By hunger of body or mind. The sky will build 
Desires in them for lines that the sky will love 
When men and their hungers are fat with dust. 
The sky in them will make them lust 

For beauty as they lusted for the sky. 

They who scorned alien learning will reveal 
The learning of their own; 

They who have broken the beauty of the earth 
Will bring new beauty terribly to birth. 

And the old learning will be as rust on steel, 
And the old beauty will be as dust on stone. 


Poetry, A Magazine of Verse Martz DE L. WELcH 


LADY OF KATAHDIN 
I. 


Who was the mighty god when Maine was new? 
Young Glooscap, for he carved a birch from snow, 
And was the first to captain a canoe. 

From coals of a burnt star he carved a crow, 
From sunbeams every singing thing that flew; 
And all the songs his mother had sung to Earth 
And to the moon-clad prophets of his birth 
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This young god whistled every twilit hush 
Till he endowed with soul the hermit-thrush. 
Out of the rocks of Maine sifting the gold, 
Out of the brooks the diamonds, he rolled 
Them all together into mountain-clouds, 
And flung them from Katahdin into crowds 
Of life, each fragment leaping into rain 

Of flowers. So came the beautiful to Maine. 


Leaning above Katahdin Falls one day, 

He was aware of water cutting clay, 

Pumicing agate to a wood-duck’s form, 
Chiselling, tinting icy boulders warm. 

Day after day that rolling water’s wish 
Kneaded some bear to form, some beaver or fish 
Whose being had not been. And once a curd 

Of foam spun free into a humming-bird. 

“Oh, could I fashion beauty as this stream!” 
The young god dreamt. “Rather, a form supreme! — 
Oh for a solitude of so deep peace 

Earth rules the will, and not the mind’s caprice!”” 


II. 


All through the woods exploring for a pond, 

A dreaming-home of every vagabond 

Silence of pool or flower or windless light, 

Or wing-furled shadow of owls that wait for night 
At length he spied Hale’s Pond, like the blue lines 
Of a great heron poised upon the pines. 


? 


Out of the heart of this pond’s mystery 

An island-dome of wild-rose nebulae 

And dogwood-stars slants with the slanting sun; 
And everywhere its granite ledges run 

To orchids and anemonellas frail, 

And pale corydalis lifts a claret veil 

Around the maiden-ferns, that sway and shade 
Into soft precipices of mossed jade. 

Like a continuous masque of butterflies 

The azaleas dance, till none but a bee’s eyes 
May tell a petal from a wing’s disguise, 
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Far as a thrasher’s song within a song 

Heard from a fir this little lake is long; 

Far as a veery can to sleep confide 

The wild languor of his love this lake is wide. 
No wave but the long swan’s, or when a perch 
Splashes the image of a sleeping birch; 

Or when a crossbill fumbles on a cone, 

Or a deer leans to drink by a loose stone. 


III. 


Below this dome the young god takes his stand 
To pry a granite boulder with his hand, 

Some onyx crystal layered deep with blood 
Of petals as they blush within the bud. 

Even as the crystal sways before his knee, 

A mountain-spring escapes antiquity, 

Bursting the bars of subterraneous years, 

So that the water hones the rock with spears 
Of lightning till it is a rounded shape: 

A cheek and nose above, an ear, the nape 

Of a white neck,—and then line circling line 
Until a waist-curve ripples down divine — 

O meteor-ripe curve of curves! O hope 

Of life about the long flank’s swell and slope! 
“O Mother, you have woven a skin of rose, 
Sunrise and snow, and set two crystal sloes 
Within the eyes; and like the bosomed moon 
Have curved the breast.—Such is the body of June— 
Were not this all cold flint! See, all prepared 
To breathe, such glory in a rock ensnared!— 
From every creature’s eyes come all they say, 
But eyes like these could give the soul away 
Of Beauty—but the stars have not so fixed a ray! 
O shoulder smoother than the throat of deer! 
O throat all music—but for eye, not ear! 

O haloed perfume lightning every line 

Of breast and bosom-bud, what trumpet-vine, 
What laurel, trillium, or columbine, 
Moon-vision, planet-harmony, star-stream, 
Inspired you, Earth, to this impossible dream! 
But how much life? What lives behind these lips? 
Not even a runlet’s pulse upon these hips? 
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The chicory’s petal is less delicate 

Than these veins, Mother, but they’re chill as slate! — 
Oh for the rhythms here of love—of hate! 

Why have these feet such moccasins to tread 
Rock-trails, if feet and legs are rigid? —dead!” 


IV. 


The last word had not left him when there leapt 
From his beseeching arms a life-adept, 

Who laughed upon the dome of green above 

The lake, with arms spread like a beckoning dove ;— 
And the god bounded to the grasp of love. 
Faster than if December were a trice 

From May, and the rose wrinkled into ice 
Between the perfumed fingers, it was flown— 
That soul before him—into heights unknown, 
And all he held were statue-limbs of flint! — 

Ay, with life’s surfaces and all life’s tint, 

But cold as an ice-wave, hard as despair. 

So hard, he snatched it by the emery hair 

To hurl it to the water down the rocks; 

But once it left his touch, the same maid mocks 
Him from a ledge—O grace creating grace! — 
Again he must leap forward to embrace, 

Seize, repossess the blushes that enchant: 

He leaps—again into the arms of adamant! 


Vs 


“Insatiate, world-deceived, heaven-credulous 
Lover of Beauty visible-glorious, 

Cease to pursue what never may be held: 

No joy except in Beauty pinnacled. 

Farther from lips the nearer to the heart. 
Beauty must tutor Truth—and dwell apart. 

Oh, wreathe no charm of many kisses round 
Those eyes! Unkissed they will abide profound. 
Forever must you rue that day of flame 

If with your body’s fire you shape her name. 
Beauty that bides is mind untouched, aloof.” 
Such was his mother’s voice—her first reproof, 
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VI. 


O voice divine, how has a later age 

Forgot that Beauty is a pilgrimage! 

How often have I seen a passing cheek, 

A soft knee bare, eyes that invite and pique 
(God! was it I that kissed that naiad-throat, 
Called the reluctant lip life’s antidote!), 
And straightway bounding upward to possess— 
Or downward—found but stone in the caress! 
Out of a million faces hardly one 

Can take for light my own created sun; 

So I surrender my invisible days 

To ponder, my invisible soul to raise 
Those adamantine sorceries which tie 

And veil from common life true deity.— 
What if at last we blunder into deeps 

Of light, where Beauty neither jilts nor sleeps! 


I watch those million canopies of night, 

Each one a traveling tent with rings of light; 

In every tent a show-man’s little race 

Of mortal beings runs a steeple-chase, 

Bows for applause, and, hearing none, lifts prayers 
Unto ridiculous tiers of empty chairs. 

What if they all are one automaton? 

What if I know the little race I run 

Mills round and round toward Beauty racing too? 
Why, then, to love this life is to pursue 

Beauty and only Beauty. Shout, if we must, 

To forms that race ahead; seize,—and hold dust, 
Flung from the ring to join the living dead. 

I, who was lifelong disinherited 

Of laughter in the face of living death, 

One day was breathed on by the living breath 
Of wonder so divinely strange and long 

That I fear nothing but the loss of song. 


Oh for a poem on the Nature of Things 

Behind these walls of the world! An epic plea 
Against illusion in a life that stings 

With wonder, but where love seems never free!— 


435 


Mortals dream ecstasy; they grasp despair. 
For poets molding goddesses of air, 

For wise men shaping goddesses from clay, 
Let it suffice to stand apart and say,— 


VII. 


“Impossibly fair, O buoyant Body, sway 

From thought to thought, and weave a night round day, 
A night beyond the dreaming and the song 

Of poets, though by youth and love made strong — 
Oh for a verse revealing so wide ways 

Of Beauty that no age may frame its praise! 

Sweet arcs of light, which infinite suns have bent 
Into my vision of Love’s firmament, 

How in this Body you surpass the flames 

Of flesh, and take from Beauty her old names! 

And make new sanctuaries of breast, waist, knee, 
Where the responses of new gods come free;— 
Impossibly wise, O buoyant Body, sway 

Me into dream from dream, transmute my clay 

Till memory in me, melting line to line 

From foot to forehead, I can live that dream divine!” 


VIII. 


A something that must dance around the sun 
Until a man is a stark skeleton 

In three-score turns; till all the blood and breath 
And beauty of woman is stone—what is it? Death. 
And all the eyeless mazes of defeat 

Which are this house of flesh, all this blind heat 
To touch and claim a mistress or a wife, 

Child, land, or the fruits thereof—what is it? Life? — 
Great Lady of Katahdin, more, Oh, more 

Truth is abroad than this! Upon the shore 

Of your own lake, the inviolable verge 

Of your own isle, I see your form emerge 

Into the light of my mind’s paradise— 

Oh, let me learn of Beauty to be wise! — 

I know now, when she laughs, she leads a way 
Not to her arms, but to a place to pray 

Far inland on the shores which gave her form.— 
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Surrender to Hale’s Pond! Outlaw this Swarm 
Of Things! Exile these surfaces of ice 

Of the World’s Eye!—fit to appraise and price 
Nothing but marketable merchandise. 

Salvage the essence five hearts deep in man, 
Immune from traffic of the charlatan, 

Soul of creative form forever free 

To question, solve, remold Reality. 


When Beauty laughs, I know she leads my way 
Over this mountain-range of Christian years 
Back to Alcinous holding holiday 

Beside a Wanderer too wise for fears, 

Back to Nausicaa’s eyes, where sleep life’s tears. 


Voices James WHALER 


TO A MOOSE IN A CITY PARK 


Through unscarred Northern forests once you played 
All day; your massive form, as dark as night, 

Has bathed in magic streams when stars were bright; 
By silver birch and rock-ribbed caves you strayed; 
When a wolf-pack howled, you listened undismayed; 
Unmoved you saw the shimmering rainbow light 

Of Aurora Borealis; and in flight 

From hunter, you were cautious, not afraid. 

Today you stand before a gaping crowd, 

Fenced in by wire in a sun-baked, treeless space; 

But your antlered head is high, you are a proud, 
Defiant prisoner in this squalid place— 

You, knowing once the lovely forest noons, 


The skyward midnight cries of lonely loons! 


The Harp Epna OsporngE WHITCOMB 


DAKOTA 


I longed for the bloom of a redbud tree 
And a redbird song from the bluff; 
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But the moon is bright, the plain like a sea, 
The cry of the cranes is a mystery— 
Prairie and sky are enough! 


I longed for the Bay of Saint Brelade— 
Violet, crimson, and buff! 

But now the plumes of the milkweed pod 

Sail in the sun over new-broken sod— 
Prairie and sky are enough! 


I longed for a glimpse of the Alpine vale 
From the Rigi barren and rough; 

But I hear above the plover wail 

As a coyote crosses the buffalo-trail— 
Prairie and sky are enough! 


Pasque Petals SELDEN Lincotn WHITCOMB 


GHOSTLY WALK 


It was a lonely place to be 
When dusk came there mysteriously, 
With shadowry hands like darkened bones 
That groped among the graveyard stones! 
When older lips would stop to sigh; 
“Here, child, your dear ancestors lie:” 
“Jonathan, Amelia Ann,?— 
Shuddering, I read, and ran, 
With no thought of lineage, or 


Reverence for an ancestor. 


On mornings when the sun looked down, 

I walked courageously to town, 

But on a day of storm and hail, 

The mournful voice of Abigail 

Went with me down the lonely hill. 

It might have been the wind, and still— 
Once I thought the whirling rain 
Took the shape of Emma Jane, 
And as far as I could see 
Shadrack shook his beard at me. 
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Why must they send me past that spot 
At dusk for something they forgot? 
I faced such things as shake the soul 
To fetch them cream cheese in a bowl! 
For there would loom before the gate 
A stern grandfather seven times great! 
Possibly the ghost would be 
Phineas or Timothy. 
But I found no comfort for 
Knowing him an ancestor! 


The Lyric Mary Brent WHITESIDE 


THE CHILDREN OF THE CONDEMNED 


Broken plaster, faded paint, 
And one image of a saint— 
Good Francesco, hear us pray; 
Keep us in the holy way! 


Once she knelt with bended head 
By their bed; 

Laughed at baby hearts, afraid 
Of the shadows night had made. 
Holy Virgin, have you smiled 
In the eyes of one frail child; 
Will you listen, will you plead, 
Mary, mother, for his need? 
Stefano, who only fears 

What he neither sees nor hears; 
Darkness, pressing like a shout, 
When the smoking lamp is out; 
Wondering in his little bed, 

If the kitten has been fed! 
Stefano is only three; 

Are there hells for such as he? 


Shadows, shadows, curve and close; 
Round the bed the darkness flows 
Like a river wide and deep,—- 


God, the blessedness of sleep! 
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Darkness shattered by a scream 
From a black, infernal dream; 
Night that is a mammoth blot, 
Pierced and broken by a shot. 

In a garden far away, 

Marianna learned to pray 

For the one who died today! 

Holy candle, priest, and bell; 

Can they light the way in hell, 

For this one who hears it said, 

“By the neck till you are dead?” 
Mother neck, still smooth and young; 
Neck, where little arms have clung; 
Tawny fingers, tipped with rose,— 
Marianna’s, Stefano’s. 

How could she, who gave it, take 
Life away, for passion’s sake? 

But no human heart may know 

Of the road her soul must go— 
She who loved and hated so! 


Four bare walls the whole day long, 
And one memory of a song— 
“Holy Mary, in your grace, 

Look upon each little face; 

Bend and touch them here below,— 
Marianna, Stefano. 

Blessed Virgin, through the night, 
Lead your children to the light!” 

So the mother lips had sung, 

In a universal tongue. 

Now she walks with measured breath 
In the blackest way of death! 

“By the neck till you are dead!” 
Tucked into an alien bed, 

What new prayer have young lips said? 
Only that some hand will feed 

One lost kitten in its need? 


Mother heart, a long night yet 
To remember and forget; 

What dark vigil will you keep, 
While the little children sleep, 
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And grave angels bend to weep; 
Lingering till the shadows go, 
Over little Stefano? 

One is seven, one is three; 

What shall their tomorrow be? 


The Lyric Mary Brent WHITESIDE 


SUMMONS 


We heard a Voice beyond all Voices calling 
Across our pleasant bondage, our young dreams, 
And we laid down our light-heart youth to follow 
Dim bugles, distant gleams; 


Some dared the breach with mirth and some with sorrow 
Some drew the sword with prayer and some for gain, 
But all of us cried on that great Tomorrow 
Built shining from our pain, 


We spent our youth to break the walls around us, 
Scarring our hands to tear away the bars— 
The careless children that we freed the land for 

Pass, laughing at our scars. 


We gave ourselves that they might reap in laughter 
These broad fair fields that we might never own, 

The gift is made—but what thing has come after? 
Fields trampled, overgrown. . . . 


A Voice beyond all Voices sent us forward— 
What matters laughter now or maiming then? 

We who could hear, before unsummoning silence, 
Are blest beyond all men. 


The World Tomorrow Marcaret WIDDEMER 


FORFEIT 


Why can we not remember arm-in-arm 
Always? We live as one breath; know the firm charm 
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Of unison in pain; in joys conspire; 
Are claimed by the same moment of desire. 


Yet you hold an imperishable day 

In heart: you resurrect its colors, say 

We whispered this, laughed that; and I, ah yes, 
With a dissembled kiss I acquiesce, 

Protest the memory quite as richly mine 

As yours, and even paint in a guarded line 

Of fuller measure; but alas, I’ve not 

A gleam; your day of all days is forgot. 


And then I counter! Ay, there was a night 

You made as white for me as marble is white, 
Nor less enduring, an hour you ask me for 
From time to time, blandly, with nonchalance, or 
Half close perfidious eyes of bliss against! 

Thus is the guilt of lovers recompensed: 

For well I know, oh, by just little slips, 

Trifles of groping smiles, that these trapped lips, 
Patterned to fadeless truth, divinely lie— 
Sweet, you forget as utterly as I! 


Posturers, both! But in the end what harm? 
Not always can we remember arm-in-arm, 


Harper's Magazine STANLEY KippER WILson 


GEESE 


Oh, swans are lovely; lovely, too, are geese 
White in a greensward, dreaming on a stream, 
On whose calm surface lilies they might seem, 
I have seen geese in proud procession gleam 
Bright as high sailing clouds, whiter than fleece 
Or crested seas, white as the soft increase 

Of tranquil snowfall, and as filled with peace; 
Their beauty is like beauty in a dream, 


I have seen them, when summer’s heat brings rain 
In driving gusts, stand with their heads held high 
Facing the downpour—O, before you die, 
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Would you might see them when the sun again 
Shines on their dazzling whiteness, and they fain, 
Impelled by some wild ecstasy, would fly. 


American Poetry Magazine Cuares WINKE 


ANTILLEAN 


A wild world, built on the overturn 
Of all our cautious meticulous sobriety— 
Days lushly dazzling, with burning sun 
And pelting tropical rain: and the unpierced dark, 
The unlanced night, of the jungle. 

Lose yourself 
Within its cool emerald deeps, vined 
And incredible. The ears are deafened, the eyes are dazed, 
By raucous screams of bird and fiery flower. 
Green-bearded trees, and ringed and bristly palm-boles 
Wall you—the palm’s green young spear couchant against 
The bald sky, then a courteous downward feathering; 
And a thousand lesser lives rooted upon it, 
Wild pineapples, the liana’s sinewy thongs, 
And scornful orchids that spurn earth and tall heaven 
And blossom between, in aloof ecstasy, 
Antennaed and winged like poised butterflies, 
Swarming up like a disturbed hive of gold bees, 
Drooping like purple laughter. Here the bewildered 
Pine loses his clenched needles, and broad-leaved 
Branches never bare to the near sun. 
Below you mimosas sensitively shrink at a touch, 
Cower at a breath: and before your wide eyes 
The hovering hum of a winged emerald, 
Poising before some vast scarlet scaffolding 
Of petalled wonder, The poinciana’s scimitars 
Hang rigidly, rusty from inaction, 
Sullen for disuse. Mud-catacombs 
Of ants gall the near tree boles; overhead 
The coral flowers crust the sip-tree’s bareness, 
The mountain rose droops gross globes of beauty, 
Multiple wonders of bloom. The immortelles, 
Like hill-high rubied domes, riot about you; 
And banyan roots, cording their mossed neighbors, 
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Feed earthily one tree into a grove. 
Ferns drip from the branches, or scale their gray stretch, 
And lift about you into slim trees 
Crouched from the sun. A thousand twined splendors, 
Barring your way but to the whetted steel, 
Walling you from all that man’s tardy stumbling 
Has shrined as sacred. You are alone, but for 
The red howlers, the bickering gw est-il-dits, 
The squawking parrots, the maddened trees, vines, shrubs, 
The brilliant riot,—the jungle. 
And you and I 
Find nothing alien in it all. We have 
Already soared over overturned decorums: 
We were born so. Nakedly, lushly dazzling, 
We flower wildly in our own wild jungle, 
Creatures shaped by a hotter breath of truth, 
A wilder rain of exquisite wild visions, 
And the unlanced night of naught-fearing souls. 
We are the jungle, heart and soul and dream: 
As passionately intricately bound 
One to the other, as the hot splendid sun 
To this green Paradise: and like that emerald 
Heaven, welcoming to our breasts, 
Your mooned comfort and my taut embrace, 
All that the jungle offers or knows. I and you, 
O incredible dream made flesh, bright Gloria, 
At home at last—wildly at home at last! 


Voices CLEMENT Woop 


APOCALYPSE 


—And a new earth—John. 


Eagles, trapped in nets of years, 

Their wing-spread clipped, their horned legs wired 
And staked; caged in a hideous mesh 

Whose trodden floor is fouled and mired... . 


Lions, with their keen claws stubbed, 

Their backs galled with a burrowing load, 
Dragging chains from their thieved kill 
To a sunless sty, their new abode... . 


444 


Deer dehorned and reined to chores, 
Elephants ass-like gyved to toil, 

Gross apes pulled from the tops, to chatter 
Meaningless rage as they claw the soil... . 


Let culture’s buzzing temples rise 

Before your reverent wondering eyes. . . 
Trim stenographers, desk after desk, 

Drip their lives in the sacred task 

Of scratching curls in black and white, 
And pattering fingers in cavern light; 

Trig clerks give their eyes to serf 

White sheets purged of the scent of turf,— 
Their bodies cramp to less than man’s, 

As their heart’s blood thins out through their pens. 
Those who swagger above, see faces 

A god might love, as vacant places, 

Mere devices, lifting the cares 

Gendered of holy bonds and shares. 

In the scooped mine worn men betray 
Their proud beast bodies in servile way; 

In furnaces, they singe and sear; 

In mill and factory and store 

They yield their manhood to the chains 
Of a small pittance and far faint gains. 
Women who scorch in the cook-stove’s glare, 
And at washing and cleaning must wither; 
Dishing a hash of their breast and brain 
To children they are too fond to wean, 
Needling dim night and wide-eyed noon, 
With eyes blank to every moon... . 


Not men and women, not queens and kings, 
But ticketed commercial things, 

Billeted, way-billed, F. O. B., 

Tallied, and shipped to a consignee 

As veal and beef: a larval fare 

‘That wings may strengthen and soar elsewhere; 
A maggot diet, to crowd the path 

Of air with butterfly and moth. 

Not men and women: for these have bodies 
Whose scented call inspires and steadies, 
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Whose answered call breeds delicate wings 
That whirl like a hum-moth’s pinionings, 
That pulse like an eagle’s winged unrest 

To trample the storm-clouds loftiest crest. 


And so, not men and women, they seal 

Their bodies’ splendor with hemp and steel; 
They lid their eyes, when a lifted gaze 
Might dizzy with love the loveless days; 
They unman love and make it sterile, 

And with undisarranged apparel 

Type or scrawl or “Take this letter” 

On some sacred commercial matter: 

A race whose eyes are shrunk to see 

Only the glyphs of industry— 

Who have poured a poison over the space 

Of office building and dwelling place, 

That no nostalgic glimpse may see 

Their mother and youth in greenery; 

That no nostalgic tones may come 

From thrush song or bees’ hum; 

That no nostalgic fragrance wake 

From sweet-fern wrenched or trodden brake, 
From crushed benzoin, melilot, 

Or a mint-uneasy spot; 

That the sun may be but a light to their chores, 
Reined and chained forever indoors; 

That the moon might cease to stride her deep, 
For all they note in their sodden sleep; 

That planets might blacken and stars fade out— 
Things easy to do without— 

That the sky-sweet sunup, the coasting clouds, 
The lift of mountains, the huddling crowds 
Of bright green kings in valley grace— 

That these be nothing before man’s face. 


O you who have sold your heritage 

For a successful commercial age, 

O you who have let your birthright pass 

For industry’s prosperities, 

Who have entered the cell and sealed the gate— 
Is it too late? 
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I whisper an element: breathe it—air! 
Breath of the seed that here and there 
Is ticketed god—everywhere 

For all to savor and: all to share! 


I whisper an element: breathe it—flood! 
Tide of sea and throb of blood, 

And the road wide and the goal good, 
Heaven the fruit, and you the bud. 


I whisper an element: breathe it—fire! 
Fetters and thongs in a crackling pyre, 
And hands mighty to take and tear 
All chains everywhere. 


For hills were made to overleap, 

With eyes not too titanic to creep 

And bow at the red blaze on brown peace, 
Where dead boles drowse beneath spored moss; 
And beauty alters to cold lights 

That flicker alive on the blindest nights 

From birch-bark dying or glow-beetle winging, 
Till the bright dark is singing; 

And valleys are huts, and the sky a dome 

Vast as bound infinity’s home,— 

And these are man’s, from a mote’s blank gleam 
To Vega’s flare knifing the gloom 

And the last star’s black flame. 


Let these look within their glass: 
Eagles, trapped in hobbling years, 
Lions styed and galled with packs, 
Deer dehorned and reined to chores, 


Gross apes warped into Calibans, 
Elephants humbled to ass’s toil,— 

All of the leaping jungle life 

Flogged to scratch over sterile soil... . 


O high gardens of ghostly green, 
O blue whispers of loveliness, 
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O seas to trample and stars to tread— 
When will we soar back to your face? 


Voices CLEMENT Woop 


EVERGREEN 


I sometimes wonder if the meadows of Eden. 
Their trees hot with blooms and heavily fruited, 
With endless blossom-carpeted ways, trodden 
Only by wind and shadow, ever know the sleeted 
Austere northern storms, pale with snow, 
Stripping branches violently, freezing the soil, 
Exiling all that reminded of soft May 
For the harsh suzerainty, the cruel smile 
Of tigerish winter. . . . If they knew endless green, 
Unchanging, eternally flowering, forever at fruit, 
They had another, a less amiable name, 
To badge a place they were bound to grow to hate: 
A green hell—they must have called it so. 
I have lived in evergreen tropics, and I know. 


Voices CLEMENT Woop 


TO A HAITIAN LIZARD 


Grotesque half-yard of scaled stupidity, 
Scuttler over dead bamboo leaves and sand, 
You stare at me with disapproving eye, 
Your cousin through some furred and devious bond,— 
Much as you scowl at your winged relatives 
Who part the last leaves for the lanes of air: 
Saurians lead satisfied, home-biding lives, 
Not impetuous to jig away somewhere, 
To sprout feathers instead of scales, to stumble erect, 
To curtain clean skin with fibre and with hide, 
To force air through taut cords till ears are racked, 
To alter the earth, forever unsatisfied. 
You droop darkly away, with no adieu: 
What is this young generation coming to? 


Voices CLEMENT Woop 
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THE DODO AND THE GINGKO TREE 


Sprung of the men who found this land, 
Sprung of their sons who tilled it, 
Sprung of their sons whose rigid hand 
Reined it, whose strong loins filled it 
With sinister and dexter kin, 

We stand, these lords’ descendants, 
Gaunt, gone to seed, misfitted in 

An ailing superintendence. 


Grace we have, of decaying kind, 

Wit to greet any scourging, 

A warped will and a hectic mind, 

And a weak body’s hot urging. 

And the dodo went, and the gingko tree 
Goes slowly, pampered and coddled: 
And so, scions of the past, are we, 

With souls and bodies addled. 


Sprung of the men who lorded it 

Over a new world’s wonder, 

We dodder with our sunset wit, 

And never a clap of thunder 

To mark this lessens, this dims, this goes, 
This echo of a splendid 

Hour that crumbled with Eden’s rose, 
Its last long agony ended. 


Prince, let me summon your spectre out. 
Gall’s no unmanly quafhng; 

We faint erect beneath the knout, 
Laughing, still laughing. 


The Commonweal CLEMENT Woop 


THE CHANGELING 
i 


When Mary quit the cottage that bright October morning 
She left a tiny baby wrapped in a woolen shawl. 
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Then the faeries crept in lightly, without a hint or warning, 

And stole the child, and left an elf that wasn’t hers at all. 

When Mary came from marketing, the changeling was a- 
wailing 

In such a thin and eerie voice she dropped her salt and tea 

And hurried to the cribside to find out what was ailing. 

There she found a little baby wrapped just as it should be. 

She thought his eyes were greener and his little body thinner 

Than she had ever seen or guessed before, 

But she stopped his fretful crying, and went on getting dinner, 

And set his peaked looks down to a shadow from the door. 


is 


Strange that Seumas 
Stayed so small 

When other lads 

Grew broad and tall! 
Strange that Seumas 
Was so thin, 

With clear green eyes 
And pointed chin! 
Mary’s kinsfolk 

Were tall and stout. 
They shook wise heads 
And looked with doubt 
On the narrow body 
Of Mary’s lad, 

And the look in his eyes, 
—Always sad, 

As if he sought 

To find, on earth, 

The wondrous land 
He’d left at birth. 


Ill. 


Seumas slept under a hazel tree 

A night and a day together, 

With a bribe of meal for the Wandering Shee, 
While a grey hawk circled the hazel tree, 

And plucked its breast of feather. 
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IV. 


Seumas saw past human sight. 
The grey sleek silk of a forest mouse 
Running a moss-grown log to his house 
Brought him delight. 
Not even Mary could understand 
When he said that stars looked down at night 
To watch the small moon-clouds in flight, 
White moths new-freed in faeryland. 


V. 


He followed a shadow from stone to stone 
Adown the narrow boreen, 

And a little woman with white-edged cap 
Halted him soon with a gentle tap 

From her staff of leafing green. 

He asked her the way to faeryland, 

And she replied in a strange old tongue. 
Then he knew forgotten things, 

With a rush like that of thrushes’ wings 
He knew old songs once sung. 

He followed small moon-clouds in flight 
Where the boreen vanished out of sight, 
And Mary found the house-door wide, 
With a bit of thorn-bush just inside. 


The Bookman AupREY WuRDEMANN 


HOAR FROST 


The last cold lilies cringed 
Before this challenge hinted; 
Our raptures have repented, 
Death has been avenged. 
Now beauty stern as time 
Usurps her rival beauty, 
Effulgent, wild. No pity 

Is scattered with her rime 
Upon the earth’s frail tide, 
Inexorably sealing 


451 


Autumn’s distilling 

Of the summer’s bright pride. 
Bend before this chaste 

Power, stark and subtle, 

Now passion is effaced 


And pride is futile. 


Poetry, A Magazine of Verse Morton Dauwen ZaBEL 
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INDEX OF POETS AND POEMS 
PUBLISHED IN AMERICAN MAGAZINES 


MUMS 1, 1927 TO JULY QIy.1920 


(lt has been necessary this year to omit, except in a few 
cases, poems printed in newspapers) 


Anonymous — Hurry Liza Hurry (Ky. folk-song) 
Ky. Folk-Lore & Poetry, July, 28 


My Fairy Good Counsel, June, ’28 
Nonette Crisis, June, ’28 
Obedience Good Counsel, June, 28 
The Call Good Counsel, June, ’28 


Let’s Play Josie (Ky. folk-song) 

Ky. Folk-Lore & Poetry, July, 28 
O My Love and Turn Again (Ky. folk-song) 

Ky. Folk-Lore & Poetry, July,’28 


Omnes In Unum Good Counsel, Jan.’28 
Rhyme for May Time Good Counsel, May, 28 
Spring Good Counsel, May, ’28 


Sweet Sixteen (Ky. folk-song) 
Ky. Folk-Lore & Poetry, July, ’28 
Young Charlotte (Ky. folk-song) 
Ky. Folk-Lore & Poetry, July, ’28 
Aaron, Mape.eine — Bookmark Harp, Mar.-Apr., ’28 
AxspotTt, F. Everett — Pastime 
Cont. Verse, Dec.-Jan., ?27-’28 
ABELSON, ALTER — The Sonnet No. Light, Jan.-Mar., ’28 
Shakespeare No. Light, Jan.-Mar., ’28 
ACHTENHAGEN, Oxca— White Blossoms 
Foot Prints, Nov.-Dec., ’27 


Candle-Bloom Oracle, Sept.’27 
Moon Fantasy Amer. Poetry, Nov.’27 
Acxiom, Moresy — Summer Voices, Feb. ’28 
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Avams, Cart B.— Young America Bozart, May-June, ’28 
Understanding Amer. Poetry, May,’28 
Her Slipper Amer. Poetry, Dec.’27 

Apams, CynTHIA DE Forp — The Day Is Far Spent 

Lit. Lan., Nov.6,’27 

Avams, Leontine — Ghostly Tree New Republic, Nov. 2,’2 


Apams, MarcuEriTE — Ghosts Interludes, Spring, ’28 
April Amer. Poetry, April, ’28 
Golden Summer Everywhere Amer. Poetry, Aug., 27 
Buried Treasure Oracle, Sept., 27 

Apams, Water R.— Why? Bozart, May-June, 28 
The Summer Sun Cont. Verse, June-July, ’28 
To a Great-Souled Lady Japm, July 9,28 

ApLER, FrepericK Hersperrt—A Stormy Night 

on the Coast Amer. Poetry, Aug., 27 
Love (Hokku) Oracle, Third Quart.,’27 
Evening Oracle, Third Quart.,’27 
Boatwreck Oracle, Third Quart.,’27 
To a Materialist St. Pauls Bote, Aug.,’27 
A False Promise Attic Salt, Aug. 20,’27 
A Ship Graveyard Gypsy, Autumn, ’27 


Gypsy Queen Dying In a Ragged Tent 
Oracle, Sept.,’27 
Barber-Surgeon in Willow Street 
Foot Prints, Sept.-Oct., ’27 


In Autumn Weather Amer. Poetry, Sept.,’?27 
An Old Man Reading Lantern, Oct., ?27 
To a Materialist Education, Oct., ?27 
The Diver Pasque Petals, Oct.,’27 
Chicago City Anthology, Eng., Fall, 27 
Portrait of a Librarian Foot Prints, Nov.-Dec., ?27 
The Ice Cream Store Play Land, Dec.,’27 
Mietzi Play Land, Dec., 27 
Tanka Lyric, Jan.,’28 


Snownight in a New Hampshire Wood 
Circle, Jan.-Feb., ’28 


Your Words Sunshine M., Feb., 28 
A Waterfall Sunshine M., Feb., ’28 
Light Snow Sunshine M., Feb., 28 
The Ship Sunshine M., Feb., ’28 
A Winter Night Sunshine M., Feb., 28 
Faroff Morning Things Sunshine M., Feb., ?28 
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Indian Summer 

Science and Poetry 
Thoughts on a Winter Night 
Ice Bound Trees 

In February 

White Roses and Red 
Song 

Waldheim (In Memoriam) 
March-April-May 

Life 

Youth 

Blossoming Cherry Tree 


Foot Prints, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
Opportunity, Feb., ’28 
Rectangle, Feb., 28 
Rectangle, Feb.,’28 
Oracle, Mar.,’28 

Attic Salt, Mar. 17,’28 
Harp, Mar.-Apr., ’28 

Foot Prints, Mar.-Apr.,’28 
Plain Dealer, Mar. 13,28 
Plain Dealer, Apr. 10,728 
Skyline, May, 28 

Foot Prints, May-June, ’28 


Aver, Harrier May -—Snow Land 


In Moon Town 
In Moon Town 


Ar — The Gay 
Time 


Anthology 


AIKEN, Conrap — Prelude 


Prelude 


AInsLiE, CaroineE — Individuality 
ALBERT, Epna— To the Tree 
ALDEN, Apa — For a Happy Poet 
Axpis, Dororuy — Words 


Flowers at Night 
Spring 

The Sprinkling Cart 
Blum 


ELBERT — The 


Foot Prints, Jan.-Feb., 28 
Play Land, Jan.,’28 
Foot Prints, Mar.-Apr., ?28 


AvLER, NELLIE Cootey — Desert Wife 


Pasque Petals, May, ’28 


Books: N. Y. Her.-Trib., Feb. 12,28 
Books: N. Y. Her.-Trib., Mar. 4,728 
AHREND, EvEtyn Rutu — Without a Name 
AIDLINE-TROMMER, 


Voices, Feb., ’28 
Greenerville 

Menorah Journ., May,’28 

Dial, June, ’28 

Scribner’s, July, ’28 

Harp, May-June, ’28 

Stratford Mag., June, 28 

Commonweal, Apr. 25, °28 

Poetry, Apr., 28 

Poetry, Apr., ?28 

Poetry, Apr.,’28 

College Humor, Apr.,?28 

Jun, League M., Apr.,’28 


ALEXANDER, Este S, — Sonnet to a Rejected Sonnet 


Attic Salt, Feb. 18,728 


ALEXANDER, JoHN — Analytical Chromatics 


It is Written 

Suggestion 

Please 

Dignity, A Portrait in Water 


ALEXANDER, Lewis — Day and Night 
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Harp, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
Harp, May-June, ’28 
Harp, May-June, ’28 
Harp, May-June, ’28 
Harp, May-June, ’28 
Opportunity, Dec.,?27 


A Tree, To M. V. C., Crisis, May, ’28 
Quest Crisis, July, 28 

ALFRED, ExizaBETH —'The Rainbow 
Foot Prints, Nov.-Dec., ’27 


Sam’s Colt Foot Prints, Mar.-Apr., 28 
The Aviator’s Mother Sings Amer. Poet, May,’28 
AuLEeN, ALvin—I Cannot Speak Harp?, Sept.-Oct., ’27 


ALLEN, CaroLinE — On an English Spring 
Scribner’s, May, ’28 
ALLEN, Devore — Job Seeker New Republic, Aug. 31,’27 


ALLEN, ELEANOR — Challenge Harp, Nov.-Dec., ’27 
The Satyr Muse & Mirror, Dec.,’27 
Purple Beauty (For Louis) Echo, Mar., ’28 
A Prayer Cont. Verse, June-July, ’28 
The Swift Runner Japm, July 16,’28 

AtuEen, Georce L.— Twilight Fancy Crisis, Dec., ?27 

ALLEN, Harsor—A Grace in Death Poetry, Sept., ?27 

Auten, I. J.— Moonlight Night Pasque Petals, Mar.,’28 
Apple Blossoms Pasque Petals, June,’28 

Auuinc, KENNETH SLADE — Chance Voices, Oct., 727 
Candle Voices, Oct., ?27 
Desireless Voices, Oct., 727 
Sonnet Voices, Dec., ?27 
Autumnal Voices, Dec., ’27 
The Myriad Number Voices, Dec., 27 
What Follows Voices, Dec., 27 
Rusted Voices, Dec., ’27 
Anachrenism Voices, Dec., ?27 
The Stars Are Silent Voices, Dec., ?27 
Variety Cont. Verse, Dec.-Jan., ’27-’28 
Astronomers Voices, Feb., °28 
Pasha Voices, Feb., ’28 
Earthquake Voices, Mar., ?28 
A Modern Milton Voices, Mar., ’28 
Darkness Voices, Apr., °28 
I Came On Chaos Voices, Apr.,’28 


Axurnson, Brent Dow — Sacco and Vanzetti—Dead! 
Unity, Aug. 22,’27 
ALMEDINGEN, Epiry M.-— Ave, Immortalis 
Good Counsel, Apr.,’28 
AuyEA, DororHy Cotiina — Lament for a Husband 
Boxart, May-June, ’28 
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Rhyme and Reason Japm, July 2,28 
Silence Bozart, July-Aug., ’28 

AMBELANGE, Pau.is— Night in a Temple 
Palo Verde, May,’28 


Night in a Temple Palo Verde, May,’28 
Ames, Lucite Perry — Fountains Abbey Lyric W., Nov.,’27 
Fishes Voices, Apr., 28 


AnpveErson, Bernice G, — Wak-cha-zi (Sunflower) 
Harp, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
ANDERSON, KaTHERINE Finnican — Whither, Whither 


Am I Drifting? Stratford, Mag., June, ’28 
AnpvErson, Louts—The Ferryman Amer. Poet, May,’28 
Remembered Amer. Poet, June, ’28 


AnpREws, GEeorcE Lawrence — The Wedding 
Lit. Lan., Aug. 8,’27 


Then and Now America, Sept. 24,727 
Nocturne Good Counsel, Nov.,’27 
In Dreams Amer. Poetry, June, ’28 


Anprews, Mary Raymonp SuipMan — Blue Jewels 
Scribner’s, Feb., ?28 


ANKENBRAND, JR., Frank — Violet Lantern, Oct.,?27 
Mad Smoker Free Verse, Autumn, ’27 
Sea Harp Cont. Verse, June-July, ’28 
Grotesque Musician Cont. Verse, June-July, 28 
Bituminous Shadows Stratford Mag., June,’28 
Black Skeletons Stratford Mag., June, ’28 


Flames of Splendor Walking Stratford Mag., June, ’28 
Anton, Haroup — Instructions to My Contempo- 
raries Free Verse, Autumn, ’27 
ARCHER, JosEPHINE E. — Bursted Bubbles 
Pasque Petals, Mar.,’28 
Armstronc, Exuiorr Cursry — What Is the Sky? 
Attic Salt, Dec. 10, °27 
Arruur, CuarLotre—For a Misty Day Poetry, Apr., 728 


Asuiey, Littan A. — Chopin Lyric W., Oct.,’27 
Ungarnered Prism, Nov.,?27 
Who Would Forego! Oracle, Mar., 728 
A Song in Exile Amer, Poetry, June, 28 


AswELL, James—Indian Summer of a Bi | Ds 
College Humor, Dec.,?27 
The Last Class College Humor, Apr.,’28 
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Atias, Leopotp L. — Cavalier 
Books: N. Y. Her.-Trib., July, ’28 


AtwaTER, Rutu— The Dancer Tanager, Jan., 28 
Pillows Tanager, July,’28 
Incense Tanager, July, ’28 
Mirror Tanager, July, ’28 

AUSLANDER, JosEPH—In Memoriam Har per’s, Aug.,’27 
Gray Hours Independent, Sept. 3,27 
Net New Republic, Sept. 9,’27 
Ambuscade Harper’s, Dec.,’?27 
A Song of Praise Voices, Jan., 28 
The Death of Adonis Dial, Feb., ’28 
Moon Indep., July, ’28 

Austin, Mary—I Have Known Poets Nation, Feb. 8,’28 
San Isidro Commonweal, May 23,728 
Sounds Poetry, June, ’28 
Caller of Buffalo Poetry, June, ’28 
Litany for New Mexico Poetry, June, ’28 
Rio Abajo Poetry, June, ’28 
Pressure Nation, June 6,28 
Santa Doucelina Commonweal, July 25,728 


Avery, CiarinsgEL WeExKs— The Bride’s Prayer 
Interludes, Winter, ’27-’28 


My Children Interludes, Winter, ?27-’28 
Heath Dwellers Interludes, Spring, ’28 
The Star Bridler Harp, July-Aug., ?27 
Unless Bret?’s, Mar., ’28 
The Mountain Top Good Counsel, Mar.,’28 
Drift of the Sea Good Counsel, Mar.,’28 
House Doors Good Counsel, Apr.,’28 
Forge Song of Regin the Smith Lyric, June, ’28 
Poet and Planter Cont, Verse, June-July, ’28 
AxTELL, ReEves—The Cripple Lyric W., Dec., ’27 
AYLEN, ExiseE —A Lyric Interludes, Sum., ?27 


Ay.warp, AticE — Winnowing, To Theodore May- 
nard, On Reading “Condemned”, 
Commonweal, Aug. 17,27 


B., E. L., — Dragons Jun, League M., Mar.,’28 

B. J. W. —South Dakota the Beautiful Swashine M., Feb. 28 

Bans, Sanora—Then I Shall Know Har, Jan.-Feb. ?28 

Reward Japm, July 16, ’28 
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Bascocx, CuarLotre F.— Church Windows 
Lyric W., Nov.,’27 


New Poetry Cont. V., Apr.-May, ’28 
Bacon, Lronarp—Gilbert White Meditates at 

Selborne Sat, Rev. of Lit., Aug. 6,27 
From a New Dunciad Sat. Rev. of Lit., Sept. 3,27 
For a New Dunciad Sa. Reo. of Lity Oct. ll, 27 
On a New Philosophy Sat. Rev. of Lit., May 19,28 
Sonnet Sat. Rev. of Lit.,’28 
Other People’s Business Sat. Rev. of Lit.,’28 


There But for the Grace of God Sat. Reo. of Lit.,’28 
Bacstap, Anna E.—Say No More of Me 
Pasque Petals, Aug.,’27 


Skyfarer Pasque Petals, Apr.,’28 
Baitey, KarHertne A.—Rain Muse & Mirror, Dec.,’27 
Identity Muse & Mirror, Dec.,’27 
Baiscu, SteLxA P. — Lady Slipper Pasque Petals, Jan.,’28 
Hoarfrost Pasque Petals, Apr., 28 
My North Star Pasque Petals, June, 28 


Baker, Arson — When I Want You 
Ky. Folk-Lore & Poetry, Oct., 27 


Baker, Exstr M. — Longing Amer. Poetry, Sept., ?27 
Pro Memoria— George Sterling Amer. Poetry, Feb.,’28 
Sanctuary Amer. Poetry, May, ’28 

Baker, JEANNETTE — Autumn Foot Prints, Nov.-Dec., ’?27 
Purple Foot Prints, Mar.-Apr., 28 

Baker, May — Snow in the City Lyric, Jan., ’28 

Batpwin, ELEanor— Mary Remembers Bookman, Dec.,’27 
Three Mothers of Bethlehem Bookman, Dec.,’27 


Batpwin, Farrn — The Song of the Wheat 
Amer. Poetry, Aug.,’27 


Beauty Amer. Poetry, Sept.,’27 
Sonnet for an Anniversary Amer. Poetry, Nov.,’27 
The: Tree Amer. Poetry, Dec., 27 
For a Title-Page Independent, Dec. 17,27 
Uptown Jun. League M., Feb.,’28 
Anorexia Jun. League M., Feb.,’28 
Unaccepted Invitation Jun, League M., Apr.,’28 
Meadow Lark Amer. Poetry, Apr.,’28 
Batt, ArtHur W.- Blind Gypsy, Winter, ?27 
The Seven Strong Knights Gypsy, Spring, ’27 
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Dreams Gypsy, June, ’28 


Batu, Frances — Sunrise Crisis, July, 28 
The Singing Class Crisis, July, 28 
Smiles Crisis, July, ’28 

BaLLarp, Cuarves— Epitaph Cont. Verse, Oct.-Nov., ’27 
The Wild Doves Living Church, Mar. 31,728 
Forbidden Boxart, Mar.-Apr., ’28 


A House With a Broken Roof 
N.Y. Eve. Post, Apr. 23; ’28 


Swan Lit. Lan., Apr. 29,28 
To a Norway Pine N. Y. Eve. Post, May 11,728 
Pictures of Ships N. Y. Eve. Post, May 22,728 
The Scribe of God Will-o’-the-W., May-June, ’28 
Herm N. Y. Eve. Post, June 7,728 
Prayer Supreme Japm, July 2,’28 
Rollin and Me Commonweal, July 25,28 


Batiarp, Mary IsapeL — Tete A Tete 
College Humor, Sept.,’?27 
BancrorT, ALBERTA — Prayer Lyrie W., Oct, ?27 
Banos, JaNET Norris — Venture Amer. Poetry, June, ’28 
BarBeR, Mary FinettrE—To a Man of Action 
Poetry, Nov., ’27 
Iliad Step Ladder, Feb.,’28 
BarcaL, Maurine Baxer — It Is My Fault! 
Century, Aug., 27 


Barb, JosEF — Aurea Mediocritas Dial, Mar., ’28 
Barp, W. E. — Discovery Harp, Nov.-Dec., ’27 
Barker, S. Omar—Dream Dust Adventure, Feb., 28 
Cowboy Memories Adventure, Mar., ’28 
Ranch Mother Ranch Romances, June,’28 
Blue Doors Sunset Mag., July, ’28 


BarnaRD, Epwarp W.— El Camino Real 
Magnificat, May, ’28 
Barnes, Laurex — Poignancy Cont. Verse, Apr.-May, ’28 
India Japm, July 9,’28 
BarneTT, Mavis Crare — Yule Song Voices, Dec., ’28 
Barr, CiaupE A.— The Birthday Pasque Petals, May, ’28 
Barr, Ronatp WaLKER—A Requested Poem for a 


Lady Bozart, Nov.-Dec., ’?27 
Incident at Sunrise Bozart, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
Requiem for Robert Brooke Bozart, Mar.-Apr., ’28 

Barrett, L. Peart — Futility Pasque Petals, Oct., ’27 
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Barrow, ELFripa DERENNE — Gar 


Earth Change 


BarroweEs-DonaLp, H. C.— Idyll 


Ballad of the Tenth 
Under the Medusa 
Merlin and the Jongleur 
Cast of the Moon 
Astronomer’s Dream 
Local Gentlemen 


den’s End 
Poetry, Dec., ’27 
Poetry, Dec., ?27 
Voices, Oct., 727 
Voices, Dec., 727 
Voices, Dec., ?27 
Voices, Dec., ?27 
Voices, Dec., ?27 
Voices, Feb., 28 
Voices, Feb., ’28 


Exile Voices, Feb., ?28 
Toil Voices, Mar.,’28 
Finesse Voices, Mar., ’28 
Apochryphal Voices, Mar., ’28 


In the Bald Dark Weather Voices, May, ’28 
Barry, Litiian — Words Amer. Poetry, Apr., 28 
BarTLeTr, ALicE Hunt —Lizette Woodworth Reese 

Voices, May, ’28 
BarTLett, RutH Fircu— Experience 
Jun. League M., Apr.,?28 
Barton, Joun P.—To Francis Ledwidge 
Commonweal, July 18, °28 
Bassett, ANNA FLournoy — Farm Woman to the 
Earth Poetry, July, ’28 
Bates, KaTuarine Lee — Summer Nights 
Cont. Verse, Aug.-Sept., 727 


Gardens Christian End. W.., July, 14,°27 
In 1595 Cont. Verse, Aug.-Sept., 727 
The Powder Boy of the Primrose Sea Stories, Sept., 727 
Sons of God Christian End W., Sept 8,?27 


Journ. of Expression, Sept.,’27 
Bozart, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
St. Nicholas, Feb.,’28 
Christian Cent., Mar. 8,728 
Christian Sci. Mon., Apr. 24,728 
Forsythia Bost. Herald, May 1,728 
For a Golden Wedding Delineator, June 2,728 
Welcome of the First Pilgrims to the British 
Pilgrimage of 1928 Congregationalist, July 5,28 
Bears, CarLteTon — Word Juggling Interludes, Spring, ’28 
Bearp, IRENE Hanpiey — Miss Susan Ann 
Foot Prints, Jan.-Feb., ’28 


Indian Summer 
Sonnette: Dent Du Midi 
At Valley Forge 

The Research Laboratory 
No Bargain 
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A Mechanic’s Answer to a Poet Foot Prints, Mar.-Apr, ’28 
Brarpv, Mary Mi ier — Blind and Grey 
Amer. Poetry, Nov.,’27 
Beattiz, Nettie E.—D, A. R.—S. A. R. 
Pasque Petals, Jane, ’28 
Brecx, E. Leone —-A Modern Miracle 
Foot Prints, Mar.-Apr., ’28 
Old Hopewell Burying Ground Foot Prints, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
Beck, ExizaBeTH —’To Our Unknown Dead 
Amer. Poetry, May, ’28 
BecKER, CHARLOTTE — An Old Missal 
Commonweal, Mar. 7,’28 
Brecxwitu, CeLtesre — At Her Housework 
Foot Prints, Jan.-Feb.,’28 
Voiceless (Trizad) Foot Prints, Mar.-Apr., ’28 
BepsauL, Exxa — Beautiful Black Hills Region 
Sunshine M., Oct., ?27 
Welcome to the Black Hills Sunshine M., Oct., ?27 
BEELER, FLorENcE AsHLey — Nocturne 
Muse & Mirror, Dec., ?27 


Lodestars Amer. Poetry, Jan.,’28 
Winter Poets Scroll, Jan.,’28 
A Prayer Poets Scroll, Jan.,’28 
House of Dreams Pegasus, Feb.,’28 
Wonder, Oracle, Mar., ’28 
The Two Amelias Poets Scroll, Mar.,’28 
He Knew From Experience Am. School B. J., Mar.,’28 
The Prodigal Poets Scroll, Apr., ?28 
The Fir Forest Sunday Oregonian, Apr. 15,’28 
Augury Pegasus, May, ’28 
Old Songs Sunday Oregonian, May 15,’28 
Villanelle of Mother’s Day Poets Scroll, June,’28 
Jewels Poets Scroll, June, ’28 
Blossoms Poets Scroll, June, ’28 
Brrr, Morris Apex — Appraisal Voices, Feb., ’28 


BeGuToL, Cuartes—In Old Tucson Troubadour, June, ’28 
BeLxnap, Joun—The Spirit of Christmas on 


Euclid Avenue Foot Prints, Nov.-Dec., ’27 
Beit, Karuerine — Futility Opportunity, Dec., ?27 
Bett, Lucta Osporne — Mates Lantern, Dec., ’27 

Love Is Like a Silver Sail Attic Salt, Feb. 18,28 
The Violet Isles Will-o-the-W., Mar.-Apr., 28 
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Bett, RurH—The Drug Store Cat Harp, July-Aug., ’27 
Bemis, ARTHUR RoszELLE — Retribution 
Amer. Poetry, Mar.,’28 
BENEDICT, VERNE TayLor — Comrade 
Will-o’-the-W., May-June, ’28 
BenEt, Rosemary Carr — Advice To My Daughter 
Sat. Rev. of Lit., May 19,28 
BENET, STEPHEN VINCENT — American Names 
Voice React. .727 
BenET, Wixu1AM Ross — Panic Inc., Dusk Division 
Sat. Rev. of Lit., Sept. 10, ’27 
The Persian Tale Sat. Rev. of Lit., Nov. 12,’27 
The Knight’s Lady, Death and the Devil 
Sat. Rev. of Lit., Dec. 24,’27 


Ominous House Sat. Rev. of Lit., Feb. 18,28 
Ghost Actaeon Sat, Rev. of Lit., May 12,’28 
Benjamin, Isaac— Old Lover Free Verse, Autumn, ’27 
Words for the Chisel Echo, Sept., 27 
What Is Spring To Me? Echo, Sept., 27 
Old Violin Lyric W., Oct., ’27 
Rest Palms, Jan.,’28 
Allentown Incident Palms, Jan., ’28 
Dreams Attic Salt, Mar. 17,28 
Rain Voices, Apr., 28 
Twilight Voices, Apr., 28 
Praise Voices, Apr., °28 
Walls, Opportunity, Apr., °28 
Lesson Echo, May, ’28 
Return Will-o-the-W., May-June, ’26 
Jap Prints Commonweal, June 20,28 


BenNETT, GERTRUDE RypeEr — Separation 
Churchman, Nov. 5,727 


Autumn Churchman, Nov. 26,27 
Songs of the Wind Amer. Poetry, Jan.,’28 
Venice Step Ladder, Jan.,’28 
Venetian Glass Glass Container, Jan.,’28 
May Churchan, May 19,’28 
Life Commonweal, June 13,’28 
Making Memories Churchman, July 7,’28 


BENNETT, GWENPOLYN —To a Dark Girl 
Opportunity, Oct.,’27 
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BEenneETT, S. E.—A Child’s Christmas Eve 

Good Counsel, Dec.,’27 
Benny, LirrLe— Don It Nise College Humor, Apr., 28 
Benoit, Muie. Raymonve — Distant Song (trans. 


by Gardner Wilson) Harp, Sept.-Oct., ’27 
BERENBERG, Davin P. — Hannah Oracle, Sept., 727 
Berry, Wivuiam — Travail Bozart, Jan.-Feb., ’28 


BERSTECHER, THEKLA N, — Comradeship 
Foot Prints, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
The Closed Door Foot Prints, Mar.-Apr., 28 
BERTLESEN, CHARLOTTE LoutsE — Immortals 
Pasque Petals, Oct., 27 


Tempted Pasque Petals, Jan.,’28 
Circumstantial Evidence Sunshine M., Mar.,’28 
Wwe. Pasque Petals, Apr.,’28 
Best, ExizasetH Dartinc—That Awful Perkins 
Boy Treasure Chest, June, ’28 
Beynon, Marcaret E.—Night Foot Prints, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
Winter Wind Foot Prints, Mar.-Apr., ’28 
Bryrer, C. Dorn — Fragments Troubadour, June, ’28 


Biatk, Exizapetu — Back O” the Yards Poetry, Apr., ’28 
Bick.tEy, Beutan Vick — Her Heaven 
Step Ladder, Feb., 28 


Birk, Juiia— Prayer Lyric W., Dec., ?27 
Birt, JosEPHINE SIEVERSs — Foot Prints, Mar.-Apr., ’28 
BisHop, MERRILL — Carnegie Library, San Antonio, 

Texas Gypsy, Autumn, ’27 


Bisuop, O. P.— Comfort of the Tree 
Ky. Folk-Lore & Poetry,Apr., 28 


Brack, Macknicut — Fly-Wheel Dial, Oct..227 
Corliss Engine Dial, Oct., ?27 

Brack, Jr., R. JerE—The Public Life of Helen 
of ‘Troy College Humor, Apr.,’?28 


BiaisDELL, ExinoreE — A Buddhist in Vermont 
Voices, Apr., ?28 
The Witch Speaks in Her Own Defence 
Bozart, July-Aug., ’28 


BiaxE, Cuirron E. — Par Drift-Wind, Mar., ’28 
June Night-fall: Vermont Drift-Wind, Mar., ?28 
Buake, Marie — Protest Commonweal, Sept. 21, ?27 
Emigrant America, Oct. 22, ?27 
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BuianpENn, Cuaries G.— The Nile Tanager, Nov., ’27 


Alcibiades Step Ladder, May.,’28 
Anthony Step Ladder, May,’28 
Cleopatra Step Ladder, May, 28 
Lincoln Step Ladder, May, ’26 
White Magic Will-o’-the-W., May-June, ’28 

Bianpinc, HENRIETTE DE Saussure — Effigy 
Har per’s, Sept.,?27 


BiayKEr, Mary Avis— Armoured Glances 
San Franciscan, 1st Anniversary, Nov., ’27 


Briss, Marion Louise — October Poetry, Oct.,?27 
Bioom, Louise D.—The Vase Stratford, Mar.,’28 
Buiunt, Lup., Hucu F. — Comforter of the 
Afflicted Magnificat, Nov.,?27 
The First Christmas Magnificat, Dec., 27 
Home Land Amer. Poetry, Feb.,’28 
The Return of Saint Boniface Magnificat, Apr., ?28 
The Woman of Augustine Magnificat, June, ’28 
Bozo, Detmoro — Beauty Opportunity, Oct., ?27 
BocKovEN, Ciara Exiine — Love Pasque Petals, Oct.,’27 
Evening Sunshine M., Dec., 27 
Temper Sunshine M., Dec.,?27 
The Search Pasque Petals, Jan.,’28 
onSael,. Pasque Petals, Apr.,’28 
Home Pasque Petals, June, ’28 


BopDENHEIM, MaxweE.u — Poet to His Love 


College Humor, July, ’28 


Bocan, LoutsE— Tears in Sleep Nation, Sept. 7,’27 
Late Nation, Sept. 7,727 
The Cupola, New Republic, Sept. 28, 27 
Didactic Piece Poetry, Mar., ?28 


Boces, THomas V.— To Pittsburgh 
Commonweal, Mar. 21,28 


Boum, E izaBeTu — Letters Lyric W., Nov., ’27 
Bouna, Eruer Sapp—At Selina’s Treasure Chest, June, 28 
Boies, Jason — Night-Piece Frontier, Mar., 28 

Short Girls Frontier, May.,’28 


Bone, Harotp M.— Alone With God Amer. Poet, June ’28 
Boner, H.— Conversation Overheard in a New York 
Subway Excavation Window, Nov. 5,’27 
Bonn, S. J., Joun L.—The Upper Room 
America, May 26,28 
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Bonner, Jr., Roperr H.-A New Day 
Opportunity, Feb., ’28 
BontTemMps, Arna — Angela Crisis, Aug., ?27 
Miracles Commonweal, May 23,728 
Boors, CHarLes Frances — Folding-Screens 
Cont. Verse, Aug.-Sept., 27 
Borg, LysserH Boyp —Too Salty 
Jun, League M., Oct.,’27 


Showing Off Jun. League M., Oct.,’27 
“Sorry, Simon!” Jun. League M., April, ’28 
Bortanp, Mary—The Moon Interludes, Summer, ’27 
In Mock of Wisdom Cont. Verse, Dec.-Jan., ’27-28 
The Cliff Top Jun. League M., April,’28 


Borst, RicHarp Warner — Virgin Timber 
Midland, Aug.,’27 
Chores Midland, Aug.,’27 
BosTELMANN, Cart Joun — Marcelline 
Cont. Verse, Feb.-Mar., 28 


The Poet Cont. Verse, April-May, ’28 
Admonition Bozart, May-June, ’28 
Four O’Clock Resolution Dial, July, ’28 
Two Blind Boys Walked Together Dial, July, ’28 


I Have Wet My Feet in Many Waters Dial, July, ’28 

Borxin, B. A.—Going to the Store Har, Mar.-April, ’28 

Spiders Stratford Mag., June, ’28 
Bowpen, IrENE—To Unity Contributors 

Unity, Sept. 19, ’27 

Bower, HELEN Frazer — Symmetry . Amer, Poetry, May, ’28 


The Prayer of the Air Man Unity, Dec. 5, ’27 
Bowman, Louise Morey — John Milton and Crom- 
well Poetry, Aug., ?27 
John Knox and Queen Mary Poetry, Aug., ’27 
Boyce, Farru — Pathways Magnificat, May, ’28 
Boyp, Auta Smiru — Ghost Flowers Pasque Petals, Jan.,’28 
Visions Pasque Petals, May, 28 


Boyp, Marion M.-— Guinevere to Lancelot 
Stratford, Mar., ’28 
Boypen, Marcarer Louiss — He Walks Alone 
Voices, April, ’28 
BoyLE, MacpaLENE Epren — The Spoilers 
Pasque Petals, Oct., 27 
Brace, Leritia— His Mistress Speaks Echo, Oct., ?27 
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A Light Lady Echo, Dec.3’27 
Braprorp, GamMaLiEL — The Rider 
Southwest Rev., Summer, ’27 


The Cricket Amer. Poetry, Aug.,’27 
The Fall of the Curtain Boxart, Sept.-Oct., ?27 
Books Lyric, Oct.,’27 
A Blessing Bozart, Nov.-Dec., ’27 
The Story Lyric, Dec.,°27 
Perhaps Century, Feb., ’28 
The Goal Lyric, April, ’28 
Neighbors Lyric, April, ’28 


Brapy, Marcaret Carroii — Marie Antoinette 
Muse & Mirror, Dec.,’27 
BRAITHWAITE, KaTHEeRINE Keats— Trees, After 


‘Tomorrow Clarion, Spring, ’28 
BraiTHwalTEe, Wixiiiam StanteEY—This Bright 
Conversion Cont. Verse, April-May, ’27 


BraLEy, Berton — The Rolling Stone’s Apology 
College Humor, Oct., 27 
BraNnaGaN, THERESE CarR—Flax Magnificat, May, ’28 
Branp, Juuia A.— Pal of My Heart Pasgue Petals, June,’28 
Brayton, TErREsA—In Glendalough Magnificat, Mar.,’28 
Brearton, Marjgorir — Vagabond and a Breeze 
Pasque Petals, June, ’28 
Brécy, KaTHEeRINE — Song of a Smiling Lady 
Commonweal, Dec. 28, 27 
Saint’s Magic Good Counsel, Mar., 28 
April Fools America, May 5,28 
BresNaN, CATHERINE Mary — Coincidence 
America, Dec. 24,727 
Eternals America, Feb. 11,28 
Brewer, Masie Wiironc — November 
Amer, Poetry, Nov.,’27 
BripcE, SyitviA V. Orme — An Order for a Bridal Robe 
America, Feb. 25,28 
Briccs, Marcaret Perkins — Forsaken Hills 
Harp, Sept.-Oct., 727 


Moving Day Harp, Sept.-Oct., 27 
Lost Harvest Harp, Sept.-Oct., ’27 
Where She Sleeps Harp, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
BriGHT, VERNE — Sea Song Beaverton Rev., Aug.,’27 
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In the Vastness of the Sea Attic Salt, Nov. 19,’27 


Stars Muse & Mirror, Dec.,’?27 
Experience Interludes, Winter, ’27-28 
Old Woman Amer. Poetry, Feb., 28 
Open Windows to the Sea Oracle, Mar., ’28 
Love’s Cup Muse &§ Mirror, Sammer, ’28 


Brink, Carnot Byri—e—A Picture by Veneziano 
Commonweal, Jan. 4,’28 


Sea Pastures Commonweal, Feb., 1,728 
The Face Gypsy, June, ’28 
Fishwife Commonweal, June 13,728 


Brinker, Mary Fox— Amour Propre 
Troubadour, June, ’28 


Brinkitey, May — Pebbles Commonweal, Aug. 17,27 
Kismet Bozart, Nov.-Dec., ’?27 
Sea-Born Will-o’-the-W., Mar.-April, ’28 


Brockett, Frances Hatyey — Romance 


Pasque Petals, Sept.,’27 


Quest Pasque Petals, Jan.,’28 
To a Certain Poet Pasque Petals, Apr.,’28 
Fragment Pasgue Petals, June, ’28 
Morning Comes Pasque Petals, June, ’28 


BropEt1, Liryian Boranp—Snow Amer. Poetry, Jan., ’28 
Brooker, Louisa J.— Autumn Thoughts 
Foot Prints, Nov.-Dec., ’27 
Winter Thoughts Foot Prints, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
Tides Foot Prints, Mar.-Apr., 28 
BroomELL, Myron H.-— Three Translations from Catullus 
Window, Nov. 5, ’27 


The Historian Window, Feb. 14, ’28 
The Return of Goliath Window, Feb. 14, ’28 
Idyll Window, Spring, ’28 
Brown, Eart BicrLtow —Time America, Oct. 8, ’27 


A Bridge (To the Utica Jubilee Singers) 
Opportunity, May, ’28 
Brown, Forman —If I Should Go Dial, Aug., ?27 
Brown, Frances Smiru — Seeing the Light 
Messenger, Nov., ?27 
Maidens of My Race Messenger, Nov.,’27 
Brown, Freperick R.— The Moonlit Sea 
Unity, June 18, ’28 
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Brown, Grace Evetyn — Lovely the Earth 
Boxart, Sept.-Oct., ?27 
How Many Lights There Are 
Foot Prints, Nov.-Dec., ?27 
Brown, Juiia Fretp — Wind Song Harp, May-June, ’28 
Brown, Marion Francis — Armistice 
Amer. Poetry, Nov.,’?27 
A Scandal-Monger Amer. Poetry, Nov.,?27 
On a Hill Poetry, Feb., 28 
Aliens Amer. Poetry, Apt.,?28 
Brown, Vircinia — Triolet Window, Nov. 5,’27 
Brown-FiLuinceEr, LuciLe — Anniversary 
Attic Salt, Dec. 10, ’27 
Bruce, AuBERT Epcar — Aviator’s Hymn 
Amer. Poetry, Mar.,’28 
BruENn, Laurie — Today and Tomorrow 
Step Ladder, June, ’28 
Bruner, Marcaret E.— Alone 


Midsummer 

Lone Woman 
Request 

Dormant 

High Brow 

The Dream Picture 
All But the Dreamers 
These Songs 

In An Art Gallery 
Fatigue 

Old Orchards 
Altar 

Cruelty 

Strange Mother 
The Sea, Calling 
Proof 





Amer. Poetry, Aug., 27 
Amer. Poetry, Aug., ?27 
Art Digest, Sept.,?27 
Lariat, Sept., ?27 

Harp, Sept.-Oct., ’27 
Art Digest, Nov.,’27 
Lariat, Dec., ?27 

Step Ladder, Feb., 28 
Art Digest, Feb., 28 
Amer. Poetry, Feb., ’28 
Amer. Poetry, May, ’28 
Amer. Poetry, May, ’28 
Boxart, May-June, ’28 
Amer. Poetry, June, ’28 
Amer. Poetry, June, ’28 
Bozart, July-Aug., ’28 


BruNNER, Frank — False Prophets Anent the End 


of the World 


BruNNER, Frank F.—To Mildred 
Bruton, Iva Purpum— The Foundling 


Sunshine M., Mar.,’28 
Lantern, Oct., 727 


Amer. Poetry, Sept.,’27 


When Winter Stamps and Whistles at the Door 


Bryan, JENNIE Moore — Cicatrix 


Amer. Poetry, Dec., ’27 
Gypsy, Spring, ’28 


Bryan, Joun — The Spider Voices, Feb., ’28 
The Lady Commonweal, Mar., 7,728 
Bryson, CLARENCE — Jungle Magic 

Foot Prints, Nov.-Dec., ’?27 

In the Hills of Kayes Foot Prints, Jan.-Feb., ’28 

The Soudan Foot Prints, Mar.-Apr., ’28 
BuckBEE, Epna—'The Clipper Ship 

Treasure Chest, Aug.,’27 


Buckes, Katuryn — Invitation Window, Spring, ’28 
Bucxey, Nancy — Questioning Gypsy, Winter, ’27 

Refuge Magnificat, Jan.,’28 
Buty, Marcaret — Candles Stratford Mag.,’ June, ’28 


BuNKER, Joun—As Once in Bethlehem 
Commonweal, Jan. 4, 28 
Burvett, Dororuy—I Thought I Had Forgotten 
Lantern, Feb.-Mar., ’28 


Burcess, Ropert Louis— Now Let the Blue 


Alfalfa Flower Voices, Nov., ’27 
Burke, Mary — Sonnet Good Counsel, Aug., 27 
To a Church Spire Good Counsel, Sept., 27 
Cities Good Counsel, June, ’28 
Burnett, Natuan —An Eclipse Crisis, June, ’28 


Burns, AuBrEY — The Wart-Hog 
Southwest Rev., Winter, ’28 
Burns, Cuartes— Palms and Fingertips 
Palo Verde, May,’28 
Burns, CoLetreE M.— The Clock 
Foot Prints, Nov.-Dec., ’27 


The Tramp Foot Prints, Mar.-Apr., ’28 
Burns, Dororura R.—Sketch: An Early Winter 

Evening Foot Prints, Nov.-Dec., ?27 

Silver Ghosts Foot Prints, Mar.-Apr.,’28 


Burns, Tom E.— The Pot of Gold Messenger, Apr.,’28 
Burnsuaw, Srantey — To a Young Girl Sleeping 
Cont, Verse, Apr.-May, 28 
BuRMEISTER, Macpaen — Lilacs Amer. Poetry, Apr., 28 
Burton, Karuerine — Faith Living Church, Mar. 31,28 
Holy Thursday Living Church, Mar. 31, ’28 
Busry, Garreta — An Infidelity Nation, July 25,28 
Busy, Berry A.—White Birches Inlander, Jan., ’28 
Bususy, D. Marrianp — First Snow 
Interludes, Winter, ’27-28 
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Approaching Storm Palo Verde, May, ’28 


Dusk Palo Verde, May, ’28 
Summer Shower Palo Verde, May, ’28 
Sand Dunes at Night Palo Verde, May,’28 
Skyline Palo Verde, May, ’28 
Sunrise Palo Verde, May,’28 


Butier, Daisy Dean — Daughter O’ Mine 
Pasque Petals, Sept.,’27 
Never Min., Pasque Petals, Jan.,’28 
In the Fog Pasque Petals, May,’28 
BuTLer, J. ALPHEus— The City by the Sea 
Opportunity, July, 28 


BuTLeErR, Louisa — Job’s Coffin Inlander, Jan.,’28 
Contemplation Inlander, April, ’28 
Thursday Morning Inlander, April, ’28 

ButLer, THomas — Electus America, Nov. 26,27 


ByNNER, WITTER — The Condemned 
New Republic, Aug. 17,°27 
Once More, O Commonwealth 
New Republic, Aug. 23,727 


With the Gods Nation, Aug. 24, ’27 
Descent Sat, KR. of Lit., Sept.;’27 
Arthur and Louise Bookman, Sept., ?27 
Philosophy New Republic, Nov. 9,’27 
Grotesque New Republic, Nov.16,’27 
To a Modern Girl Nation, Mar. 7,’28 
Owls Yale Rev., July, ’28 
Tule Yale Rev., July, ’28 
Volcano Yale Rev., July,’28 
A Sunset on Lake Chapala Yale Rev., July, ’28 
Men of Music Yale Rev., July, ’28 
A Weaver From Jocotepec Yale Rev., July, ’28 
Byrne, ALEexa — Wrangling Poetry, Aug., 727 
The Sheepherder Poetry, Aug., ?27 


Capr, Davin W. Jack Cade of Kent 
Sunshine M., May, ’28 
Capy, Dante L. — Viridimontana Immedicabilis 
Drift-Wind, Mar.,’28 
Caun, Juxia Lots — Big Sister Foot Prints, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
Hokku Sequence Foot Prints, Mar.-Apr., ’28 
Carr, Harriet — Heartsease Interludes, Summer, ?27 
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“Who Wears Grief Long.” Poetry, Sept.,?27 


Poplar Harp, Sept.-Oct., ?27 
Treasure Lyrte. W 5 Octis?27 
Cairns, Doris— Autumn at Home Lyric, Nov., ’27 


CaLDWELL, Cuar.es V.—A Fable for Critics 
Pasque Petals, Sept., 27 


The Modern Girl Pasque Petals, Dec.,’27 
CaLpwWELL, CiypE B.—Antopodean Bozart, Mar.-Apr., ’28 
Catxins, Ciincu — Back, Wolf Nation, Feb. 8, ’28 


CaLiacHan, GertTruvE — Boardwalk Ballyhoo 
Voices, Nov., ’27 


Arab N.Y. Su7-Mar. 3,728 
One Way N. Y. Sun, Mar. 3,728 
Now She Is Quiet Commonweal, Apr. 11,728 
Second Love Voices, May, ’28 
Vanity N. Y. Sun, May 19,28 
Wind N. Y. Sun, June, ’28 
Catianp, AnnicE-—Salt Winds Calif. Southland, Mar.,’28 
Sheep Commonweal, June 20,28 
CamMPBELL, Amy — Blue Lyric W., Dec., 727 


CaMPBELL, HELEN Stanton — Supreme 
Amer. Poetry, June, ’28 
CampBeLi, Lacuian — Repletion Harp, Nov.-Dec., ’27 
CampBELL, Matcotm — The Aged Reader 
Lantern, Dec., ?27 


Cane, Metvirte—I Have Heard Dial, Sept., ?27 
Through a Bed-Room Window Voices, Dec., ?27 
From a Deck Chair Dial, May, ’28 
Houdini Harper's, May, ’28 

CanFIELpD, AuiceE L. — Possessions Attic Salt, Feb. 18, ?28 

Canrit, Lots—'The Shut-Up House Gypsy, Winter, ’?27 
Spirit Sonnet Gypsy, Spring, ’28 

Canty, Caruat — Consecration America, Oct. 22, ’27 


Carin, Francis—'The Grammar Class 
America, Oct. 15, ?27 


The Quick America, Dec. 17, ?27 
White Christmas America, Dec. 24, ?27 
Servant-Boy’s Song America, Jan.,’28 
Ballade of Agnes’ Eve, America, Feb. 4,’28 
Altars America, Mar. 17,28 
Carson, Avis D. — Trees Harp, Sept.-Oct., ’27 
Dullness Harp, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
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Cartson, Orca — The Roaming Elf 
Treasure Chest, Oct.,’?27 
CarNEVALI, Emanuet — Visiting Winds, Furnished 
Room Rhapsody, Sketch of Self, Night 
Poetry, July, ’28 
Caroxan, I. T.— Discretion College Humor, May, ’28 
Carr, Lura Putnam — Proof Pasque Petals, Oct.,’27 
Carr, Mary — (singer of the following folk-song) 
Poor Ellen Smith Ky. Folk-Lore & Poetry, July, 28 
Carr, Mary Jane —A Child’s Thoughts at Christmas 
America, Dec. 17,°27 
Just Supposing America, July, ’28 
Who Would Be Afraid at Night? America, July, ’28 
Carr, Merritt Quick—A Prayer to Mary 
Amer. Poetry, Dec., ?27 
CarrincTon, James B.— The Autumn Weaver 
Scribner’s, Oct., ?27 


I Planted Little Trees To-Day Scribner’s, May, ’28 
Carrincton, Mary Coies— Doubt Lyric, Aug., ?27 
Listening Amer. Poetry, Nov., 27 
Blind Lyric, June, ’28 
Carrott, C. S. C., Parrick J.—The Blind Man 
of Jericho America, Nov. 5,727 
Three Leaves of Shamrock America, Mar. 17,728 
CarroLL, ELt—EN M.—Widowhood Jnterludes, Summer, ’27 
Bitter Song Harp, July-Aug., 27 
The Pampered Woman Boxart, Sept.-Oct., ’27 
There Is Something Strange Lit. Lan., Sept. 19, ?27 
Color Intrigues Me Lantern, Oct., ?27 
Dust of the Street Attic Salt, Oct. 15,727 
Refrain Amer. Poetry, Nov.,?27 
An Appreciation Foot Prints, Nov.-Dec., ?27 
South Carolina Marshes in Autumn Lit, Lan., Nov. 14, 27 
Desire Fulfilled Muse & Mirror, Dec., ?27 
The Young Wife of Old Croesus Boxart, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
A Little While Cont. Verse, Apr.-May, ’28 
On a Gray Dawn Will-o’-the-W., May-June, ’28 


June Has Brought Loveliness to Birth 
Cont. Verse, June-July, ’28 
July Night Japm, July 2,’28 
CarrotL, Mary Netit—And Ten Years After 
Commonweal, Oct. 5,’27 
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Carstairs, CarroLu — Field Burial Stratford Mag., June, ’28 
CaruTHERS, Maze V.— Marching Rocks 
Lyric W., Oct., 27 


Cary, Roperr — Anaesthesia Harp, July-Aug., ’27 
Armistice Amer. Poetry, Nov.,’27 
March Winds Amer. Poetry, Mar.,’28 
World Mother St. Paul Pioneer P., May 13,’28 
Mountain Mists Bozart, May-June, ’28 


CasE, CaTHERINE LucILLE — Procession 
Interludes, Sammer, ’27 
Casz, ExizapeTu — Bittersweet  Commonzweal, Apr. 11, ’28 
Cassatt, ANNA — Manners Cont. Verse, Oct.-Nov., ?27 
How He Came Amer. Poetry, Dec., ’27 
Oh, Why Am I Always Singing To You? 
Amer. Poetry, May,’28 
Casstpy, Ina Sizer — Pueblo Warrior’s Invocation 
Interludes, Winter, ?27-28 


CasTLEREIGH, Fritz — Contest Palo Verde, May, ’28 
Caution, Eruen M.—To... Crisis, Dec., ?27 
Cavin, Miriam — Dirge Poetry, Aug., ’27 
Wondering Poetry, Aug., ?27 
Crcit, Emma Tarzor — Memories of My Old Ken- 
tucky Home Ky. Folk-Lore & Poetry, Oct., 27 


CHAFFEE, ELEANoR ALLETTA — Moods 
Attic Salt, Nov. 19,27 


Futility Lantern, Dec., ’27 

Dedication Attic Salt, Mar. 17,°28 
CuaFFEE, Porter Myron — Death Thoughts of a 

Pantheist Lyric W., Oct.,?27 


Cuatuiss, James Courtney— The Abandoned Temple 
Echo, Aug., 27 


The Poet Born Echo, Dec., ?27 
Dawn Dust Interludes, Spring, 28 
An Hour in a Law Office Cont. Verse, Apr.-May, ’28 
CuaMBERatn, Witt — Comparison Pasque Petals, Sept.,’27 
Only a Moment Pasque Petals, Dec.,?27 
Quest for Beauty Pasque Petals, Jan.,’28 
Charmaine, Amer. Poetry, Jan.,?28 
Sitting Bull Pasque Petals, Feb.,’28 
Stones Pasque Petals, May,’28 
Am Old Sioux in the City Pasque Petals, June, ’28 


Cuaney, Denr—A Song for Vashti DePauzw M., May, ’28 
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Cuapin, Karuertne Garrison — First Snew 
Century, Nov., ’27 
Nancy Hanks Scribner’s, Feb.,’28 
To a Young Nun on the Train 
Cont, Verse, Apr.-May, ’28 
Young Tree Scribner’s, July, ’28 
Cuar.es, Jack — Tit Fa Tonn Foot Prints, Nov.-Dec., ’27 
Cuen, Kwei— Thinking of Child-Time: Com- 


panion Words Dial, Aug., 27 
My Friend The Bachelor Dial, Aug., 27 
The Room Remains Commonweal, Aug. 10,27 
New Year Day Dial, Jan.,’28 
If Life Is A Tree World Tomorrow, Jan.,’28 


Greetings to America (By a Citizen of China) 

Unity, Feb. 27, 28 
Grandmother Nation, Apr.,’28 
Of Tung-Ting Lake I Am Reminded Dial, Apr., 28 
Even the Birds Seek Friends Cot. Verse, June-July, ’28 


CHERRINGTON, EpiTH — Stars Commonweal, Sept. 28,27 
Vacation Cont. Verse, Oct.-Nov., ’27 
CuEyNey, Ratpu — Except for Love Gypsy, Autumn, ’27 
Morning Free Verse, Autumn, ’27 
Promise Oracle, Sept., 27 
The Cynics World Tomorrow, Sept.,’27 


The Wider Lovex (To My Wife) Boxart, Sept.-Oct., 27 
Storm Twin Towers! (Editorial) 
Cont. Verse, Oct.-Nov., ’27 


Love’s Ritual Lyric W., Nov., 27 
Love and the Shadow Foot Prints, Nov.-Dec., ’27 
Scribe Boxart, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
Electric Arc Poetry Folio, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
“All the World’s a Stage.” Poetry Folio, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
Painted on Snow Gypsy, Spring, ’28 
The Brand of Beauty Interludes, Spring, ’28 
“Unity” and History Unity, Mar. 5,28 
Bluebeard Harp, Mar.-Apr., ’28 
To the Ghost of a Past Love Opportunity, Apr., ’28 
God’s Little Brothers Modern Quarterly, Winter, ’28 
A Child Is Born Cont, Verse, June-July, ’28 
My Me and I Boxart, July-Aug., ’28 


CurwesTer, Kare M. — Birthdays and Milestones 
Pasque Petals, Sept.,’27 
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Adventure Pasque Petals, Dec.,’27 
My Belief Commonweal, June, ’28 
CuiLpE, WiLFrrip — A Romancer in Thule 
Commonweal, Feb. 15,728 
CuiLes, THELMA— Moon Whimsey Harp, Sept.-Oct., 27 
Snow Whimsey Har?, Sept.-Oct., ’27 
Cuitwoop, Witiiam Hankins — The Poetry Clinic 
Step Ladder, Sept., ’27 
CurisTENSEN, EsrHer M.—Sonnet 
Jun. League M., May,’28 
Curistrman, W. W.—The Oak and I Voices, Jan., 728 
Curisry, ArTHUR E.—Two Poems (trans. from 


Chinese of Wang Wei (699-759 A. D.) of 


T’ang Dynasty) Voices, Apr.,’28 
The Stone Well (trans. from the Chinese of 
Tsuen Hui) Cont. Verse, Apr.-May, ’28 
River Travel (trans. from the Chinese of Tsuen 
Hui) Cont. Verse, May, ’28 
Cuurcu, WituiamM PENNANCE — Mike Banek of 
the Vistula Oracle, Sept., ?27 
CrarrmonT, Rosert-— Lillian Free Verse, Autumn, ’27 
Yet, Can Blaze or Will Yet Free Verse, Autumn, ’27 


Crapp, Mary Brennan — “Close-up” of a Red Tulip 
Frontier, May, ’28 


Criarkx, BapGER — Hometown Scribner’s, Oct., ?27 
The Assay Pasque Petals, Mar.,’28 
Nancy Lincoln Pasque Petals, May, ’28 

Crark, ErHa JEANNE — Triumph Lyric. W.;\Nov.,?27 


Crark, FannrE Hunrer—The Rider 
Pasque Petals, May,’28 
Crark, IMocEeNn — Holy Hay Commonweal, Dec. 21, ’27 


Crark, Marcuerite Dixon —Ice Storm Lyric, Jan.,’28 
CLaupEL, Paut—The Child Jesus of Prague 
(trans. by Henry Van Dyke) Forum, Aug.,’?27 
Fragments from ‘‘Poems De Guerre” (trans. by 
Emily Farrington) Gypsy, Autumn, ’27 
Craunta, S. C., SisreER Mary — Washington — Napoleon 
Brownson Magnificat, Mar., ?28 
Crear, A. E. — Paradox Commonweal, Oct. 5, ?27 


CrEecHorN, SaraH N.—The Life of Water 
World Tomorrow, Nov., 27 
Fra Rusticus Drift-Wind, Mar.,’28 
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The Godmother 


CxLexLanp, Maset — The Search 
For a Little Child Dead 


CLEMENT, ALBERT Epwarp — Primeval 


Contrast 
Truth 
It was Work 


Drift-Wind, Mar.,’28 
Commonweal, Nov. 9, ?27 
Commonweal, July 25,28 


No. Light, Jan.-Mar., 28 
No. Light, Jan.-Mar., ’28 
No. Light, Jan.-Mar., ’28 

Japm, July 30,728 


Crements, J. R.— There Is No Death 


Cine, Leonarp — Tenebrae 


Commonweal, Oct. 19, ’27 
Nation, Feb. 15,728 


CiiveTTE, Juanyta— Under Beauty’s Spell Lariat, Oct., ’27 
Coates, Grace StonE—Dry Land  Jterludes, Summer, ’27 


The Visionary 
Response 
Postscripts 

At Breakfast 
By Default 
Setting 

Not You Nor I 
Roadhouse 
Makers of Song 
Cessation 
Aliens 

The Egotist 
Trickster 
Admonished 
Swan Dive 
The Cloak 
Under the Trees 
Giant Cactus 
Cognizance 
The Road 
Maybe 

Late Chores 
Abandoned 
Priests 
Seigniory 
Meaning 


Freeman, Aug.,’27 

Amer. Mercury, Sept., ?27 
Amer. Mercury, Sept.,’27 
Amer. Mercury, Sept., 27 
Lariat, Nov.,’27 

Lariat, Nov., ?27 

Palms, Nov., ?27 

Palms, Nov., ?27 

Frontier, Nov., ’27 

Amer. Poetry, Feb., ’28 
Interludes, Spring, ?28 
Amer. Poetry, Mar.,’28 
Homestead, Apr.,’28 
Amer. Poetry, Apr., 28 
Calif. Southland, May, ’28 
Frontier, May, ’28 
Frontier, May,’28 

Echo, May, ’28 

Midland, May-June, ’28 
Midland, May-June, ’28 
Breezy Stories, June, ’28 
Visions, June, ’28 
Commonweal, June 27,28 
Opportunity, July, 28 
Lariat, July, ’28 

Lariat, July, ’28 


CoatswortH, Evizapetu — The Old Lady, Convalescent 


The Furrows of the Unicorn 


Har per’s, Aug., ’27 
Bookman, Sept., ?27 


Laplandia Bookman, Sept.,?27 


For Seven Years Harper's, Nov.,’27 
Now Autumn Is Here Commonweal, Nov. 30,27 
The First Rain Voices, Dec., ?27 
Mexicans Voices, Dec., ’27 
Calling the Cat Dial, Dec: 227 
To Motor Cars Commonweal, Feb. 15,728 


The Automobile and the Cat 
Books: N. Y. Her.-Trib., Mar. 4,28 


Hang Fu Dial, Apr., 728 
Lajoie Southwest Rev., Apr.,’28 
Baja California Commonweal, Apr. 25,728 
The Lady Sat. Rev. of Lit., May 5,’28 
Ceremonial, Hunt Sat. Rev, of Lit., May 19,’28 
In Walpi Sat. Rev. of Lit., May 19,’28 
The Navajo Sat. Rev. of Lit., May 19,28 
The Well Yale Rev., July, ’28 
The Realm Yale Rev., July, ’28 


Copp, Mase Ruccres — Liberated Lyric W., Sept., ?27 
CoBLentTz, CaTHERINE Cate — The Opium Sacrifice 
Advocate of Peace, Aug.,’27 


To Some Owl Andirons Phila. Bulletin, Aug. 18,27 
Jehovah Drift-Wind, Sept., ’27 
The Minds of Men Drift-Wind, Sept., 27 
Oh, Ye of Little Faith Ch. Century, Sept. 3,27 
The Housewife Congregationalist, Sept. 18, ’27 
Altars Granite Mo., Oct., ?27 
Wet Wood Lyric, Nov., ’27 
Boundaries Ch. Century, Nov. 8, ?27 
Imperishable Harp, Nov.-Dec., ?27 
White Swans Drift-Wind, Jan., 28 
The Way to the Arbutus Commonweal, Apr. 18,28 
New Englanders Drift-Wind, May, ’28 


CosLEentz, Stanton A. — Out of a Window 
Japm, July 2,28 


The Failure Bozart, Sept.-Oct., ’27 
Dead Poets Bozart, Nov.-Dec., ’27 
Darkened Ways Voices, Mar., ’28 
On Broadway Voices, Mar., ’28 
A Thousand Years from Now Voices, Mar., ’28 
Beyond the Sunset Bozart, May-June, ’28 
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Cocxcrort, Junia Watcorr — Sunset 


Copy, ALEXANDER J. — Lethe 
Bethlehem 
Patmore 


Interludes, Spring, ’28 
Magnificat, Oct., ?27 
Magnificat, Dec., 27 
Magnificat, Jan.,’28 


CoppincTon, Epna S.— To a Primrose 


Pasqua Petals, Dec., ?27 


CorFin, Rosert P. Tristram — Wild Geese 


The Three Songs 
Marriage 


Bookman, Aug.,’27 


Sat, Rev, of Lit., July 28, ’28 


Independent, Oct. 15,’27 


What Do You Want of Me, Moon? 


The Hour of Moths 
Old Ballad 
I Shall Be in Other Places 


Da IAN lb (OXCn, AVA, AT 
Sat. Rev. of Lit., Feb. 11, ’28 


Cont. Verse, Apr.-May, ’28 
Nation, May 9,28 


Coteman, RatF M.—A Song of Youth 


Sat. Eve. Quill, June, ’28 


Couns, JosEpH Kinney —Ghosts of the Sea 


Cotuins, Juuia E. — The Island 


Couurns, Lititian Foster — Souls 
Couns, Loyp — Second Fortune 
Coitum, Papratc — Macaws 


Dublin Roads 
CotwEL1, JANE L. — Cheated 
Incongruity 


Comstock, Mary Enpcar — Fantasy 


Commonweal, Dec. 7,’27 
Amer. Poetry, Jan.,’28 
Amer. Poetry, Feb., 28 

Voices, Dechie2y, 


World Tomorrow, Aug.,’27 


Dial, Feb. 28 
Muse & Mirror, Dec., ?27 
Muse & Mirror, Dec.,’27 
Oracle, Sept., ?27 


ConanT, IsaBeL Fiske — Words Everlasting 


Intimations 

Open Season 

Last Judging 
Petition 

Social Antiphon 
Carpenter 
Breath-Puff 
Before Departure 
Awakening Again 
On the Levee 
Advancing Shadow 
Andromeda Ascends 
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Harp, July-Aug., ’27 
Oracle, Sept., ?27 
Granite M., Oct., ?27 
Cont. Verse, Oct.-Nov., ?27 
Magnificat, Nov.,’27 
Bozart, Nov.-Dec., ’27 
Voices, Dec., ?27 
Voices, Jan., 28 
Voices, Jan., 28 
Voices, Jan., 28 
Voices, Jan.,’28 
Voices, Jan., ’28 
Voices, Jan., ’28 


Path Interludes, Spring, ’28 


Liberated Voices, Mar., ’28 
A Revederla Voices, Mar., ’28 
Homesick Bozart, Mar.-April, ’28 
Saxifrage Independent, April 14, ’28 
Hearth-Rug Bozart, May-June, ’28 
Farm Dog Boxart, July-Aug., ’28 
Slow Silver Gypsy, June, ’?28 
Conkiinc, Grace Hazarp—From a Mallorca 
Diary Commonweal, Apr., 25’ 728 
Salamander Books: N. Y. Her.-Trib., May 13,728 
Tree for Music Books: N. Y. Her.-Trib., June, ’28 
Mountains Commonweal, June 27,28 
Conner, Rutu Irvine — Sanctuary Lyric, Aug.,’27 
Stealth Step Ladder, Nov.,’27 
Someone Speaks Step Ladder, Nov.,’27 
Conover, Marion Grac—E—You Sat, Eve. Quill, June, ’28 
Voices Sat. Eve. Quill, June, ’28 
Quest Sat. Eve. Quill, June, ’28 
Comment Sat. Eve. Quill, June, ’28 
Fancy Sat. Eve. Quill, June, ’28 
Coox, Harotp Lewis—The Barren Tree Dial, April, ’28 
I Am a Slow Thing Poetry, June, ’28 
Fugue Poetry, June, ’28 
Coward Poetry, June, ’28 
The Island Poetry, June, 728 
Spell Against Death Poetry, June, ’28 
Cooks, Lr Baron — In a Garden Spur, Aug., 27 
Half Reproach Town and Country, Oct., 27 
To You Town and Country, Dec.,’27 
Epitaph of an Actress Town Topics, Feb. 9,’28 
Under Scrutiny Town Topics, Feb. 16,’28 
You and I Town Topics, Feb. 23,28 
New England Spring Poetry, Apr., ?28 
Fantasy Town and Country, Mar.,’28 
Assassin Town and Country, Mar.,’?28 
From a Height Spur, May, ’28 
Another Story Spur, May, 28 
The Breeze Stag, June, ’28 


Epitaph of a Complaining Wife 
Americas Humor, July, ’28 
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CooxsLey, S. Berr-—Shattuck Forest 


The Pig 
Sunday Afternoon 
Mary 
Girls 
Legend 
Traveler (To B. V. L.) 
Fragment For Ladies 
For Sale 
The Ant 
Earth Song 
Late Visitor 
For Elaine 
From Forty to Eight 
Sonnet In Bronze 
Advice 
Philosophy 
Higher Mathematics 
The Potato Bug 
For G. S. 
Bed-Spread 
Love Poem 
Bugs 
Deep Stuff 
The Gnat 
Night Comes to the Shore 
Portrait 
River Pilot 
Night is a Time to Weep 
John Fabre 
Blue Magic 
Sand Sprinkler’s Sonnet 
Wedge 
Haunted Houses 
Conclusion 
Lucas 
The River 
The Sardine 
Coon, Marron — Bon Voyage 
Music 


Cooper, Anita Hecx — Luis 
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Treasure Chest, Aug., 27 
Treasure Chest, Aug.,’27 
Treasure Chest, Aug.,’27 
Treasure Chest, Aug.,’27 
Treasure Chest, Aug.,’27 

Echo, Aug., 27 


Cont. Verse, Aug.-Sept., 727 


Gypsy, Autumn, 27 
Treasure Chest, Sept., 27 
Treasure Chest, Sept., ?27 

Overland M., Sept., ?27 
Poetry, Sept., ?27 

Poetry, Sept., ?27 

Poetry, Sept., 27 

Har, Sept.-Oct., 727 
Treasure Chest, Oct., ?27 
Treasure Chest, Oct., 27 
Treasure Chest, Oct.,’27 
Treasure Chest, Oct.,°27 
Overland M., Nov., ’27 
Treasure Chest., Nov.,’?27 
Treasure Chest, Nov.,?27 
Treasure Chest, Nov., ?27 
Treasure Chest, Nov.,?27 
Treasure Chest, Nov., 27 
Treasure Chest, Nov.,?27 
Sunset, Jan., 28 

Sunset, Feb., 28 

Nation, Feb. 22, ’28 
Voices, Mar., 28 

Echo, Mar.,’28 

Sunset, Mar., ?28 


New American, Mar.,’?28 


N.Y. Times, Mar. 5,28 


N.Y. Times, Mar. 25, ’28 


Dial, April, 28 
Commonweal, Mar., ’28 
Treasure Chest, June, ’28 
Amer. Poetry, Aug., 27 
AgiicisaitnOct. 154027 
Echo, Aug., 27 


Cooper, JosEPHINE — On Seeing an Old Woman 
Amer. Poetry, Feb., 728 
Cooper, Mary Hate —The Hand Invisible 
Ky. Folk-Lore & Poetry, Apr.,’28 
The Black Tulip Ky. Folk-Lore & Poetry, July, ’28 
Copass, BLANCHE CoLuiER — Disillusioned 
Amer. Poetry, Sept.,?27 
Corninc, Howarp McKintey — Seasonal Sequence 
Cont. Verse, Aug.-Sept., ’27 
Wilderness Dayfall—Oregon Free Verse, Autumn, ’27 


Ante Over Free Verse, Autumn, ’27 
The Last Hound Amer. Poetry, Sept., ?27 
Eaves of Autumn Amer. Poetry, Oct., 27 
Hearts in the Tree of Life Voices, Oct., ’27 
Antiquary Commonweal, Oct. 19,’27 
Minnow Spring Voices, Nov., ?27 
Rodsman Voices, Nov., ’27 
Autumn Bird Voices, Nov. 27 


An Old Man’s Five O’Clock Tea 
Muse & Mirror, Dec., 27 


The Fertile-Hearted Commonweal, Dec. 7,27 
Pilgrimage Interludes, Winter, ?27-’28 
Alembic Commonweal, Jan. 25,728 
Only the Dead Are Rich Bozart, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
Chant for the Brethren of Dust Poetry, Mar., ’28 
Snow Race Poetry, Mar., ’28 
Seeing How Surely Death Poetry, Mar., ’28 
Willow Hedge Frontier, Mar.,’28 
Railastor a Calf Frontier, Mar., ’28 
Two in a Mountain Shack Frontier, Mar., ’28 
Mind’s Loaf Voices, Mar., ’28 
Lesson Voices, Mar., ’28 
Of a Gravestone Cast in Hauling Boxart, Mar.-Apr., ’28 
Winter Solstice: Oregon Voices, April, ’28 
Man in the Sun Cont. Verse, April-May, ’28 
Rider to Hounds: Night Harp, May-June, ’28 
Grace Note Harp, May-June, ’28 
Cory, Cece1ia — Elinore Boulevardier, Sept.,’27 
Waste Basket Stuff Boulevardier, Mar., 28 
River Wind Boulevardier, Mar., 28 


Coscrove, S. J., Raymonp R.-— St. Joan’s Hills 
America, Aug. 20, ’27 
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Heaven Is Mine Tonight America, Dec. 24, ’27 
Coucuman, Evetyn — Music Gypsy, Autumn, ’27 
CoveRLEY, Harry M.-— Just Above a Whisper 

San Francisco, July, ’28 
Cowpery, Mar V.— The Wind Blows 
Opportunity, Oct., ?27 

Longings Crisis, Dec.,?27 

Lamps Crisis, Dec., ?27 
Cownin, JasPER BarnetrT— Adventuress ; 

Boxart, Sept.-Oct., 27 


Egotism Attic Salt, Feb. 18,728 
Satiety Boxart, Mar.-April, ’28 
Man’s Place in the Universe Boxart, Mar-June, ?28 
CowLey, Matcom — Leander Dial, Sept., ’27 
Cox, M. H. — Rest Ky. Folk-Lore &@ Poetry, Oct.,’27 
Cox, Sipney — Color Bookman, Aug.,?27 


CoxuEeap, Mary J.—A Christmas Tale 
Jun. League M., Dec.,?27 
Cozzens, EvANGELINE CHAPMAN — Candle-Light 
Commonweal, July 18,28 


Crane, Harr — Powhatan’s Daughter Dial, Oct., ?27 
O Carib Isle! Poetry, Oct., 27 
Cutty Sark Poetry, Oct., 727 
The Air Plant Dial, Feb., ?28 


CrapsEy, ALGERNON SipNEy— What Is Your Life? 
Unity, Jan. 16, ’28 
CrawForp, Lypia Benepict — Sensing the South 
Amer. Poetry, May, ’28 
CrawForpD, Netson ANTRIM — Proud Ladies 
Harp, Mar.-April, 28 
Literary Adventure Nation, June 6,728 
Cresson, ApicalL — Ridicule Poetry, Sept.,?27 
Creswick, Paut—Do You Remember Gypsy, Autumn, ’27 
CriTzMEN, BLancHE Wua.en — Drift-Wood 
Pasque Petals, Jan.,’28 
Crocker, Maria Brisco— Ultime Lantern, Feb.-Mar., ’28 
Crort-CooxE, Rupert — Downstairs, That Pueblo, 
Three Miles from Tilbury Poetry, July, ’28 
CroMWELL, Raymonp A.—She Walks Alone 
Crisis, Aug.,?27 
Crook, Kite — Portrait Cont. Verse, Aug.-Sept., ?27 
God Draws a Breath World Tomorrow, May, ’28 
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Crossy, Parricia — Sanctuary Commonweal, Nov. 2,727 
Cross, Lestie—-A Girl’s Hair Amer. Poetry, Sept., 27 
Cross, MarcareTt Vircinia— Sonnet for Schipa 
Muse & Mirror, Dec.,’27 
Crowe, KaruertneE W.-—Kismet—Or God? 
Attic Salt, Nov. 19, 27 


To City Folk Attic Salt, Dec. 10, ’27 
Leaven Attic Salt, May 12,728 
CrowELL, Grace Noxu — Portrait Prism, Sept., ?27 
Walking at Night Harp, Sept.-Oct., 727 
A Deserted Garden Century, Oct., ?27 
O For a Field of Clover Century, Dec., ?27 
Texas Autumn Southwest Rev., Winter, ’28 
Life—Death Century, Mar., ’28 


CrowELL, MerteE—A Crimson Cloud 
Harp, Mar.-April, ’28 
Crow ey, Litian Haru — Premonition 
Harp, May-June, ’28 
Crum, ETHEL — Yosemite Lyric W., Oct.,?27 
CuLBertson, Amy — Tide Fingers Oracle, Sept., ?27 
CuLLen, CounTEE —A Thorn Forever in the Breast 
Opportunity, Aug.,?27 


The Proud Heart Poetry Folio, Jan.-Feb., 28 

Black Majesty Opportunity, May, 28 
Cummins, Ruspy ELreanora — Wa-wa-kah-hah, An Osage 

Indian Lullaby Harp, Jan.-Feb., ’28 


Cuney, Warinc — Interior Decoration 
Opportunity, Aug.,?27 


Jes’ Moochin’ Along Sat. Eve. Quill, June, ’28 
Pick Song Sat. Eve. Quill, June, ’28 
Hammer Song Sat, Eve. Quill, June, ’28 
Murder Blues Sat, Eve. Quill, June, ’28 
Old Man Death Sat. Eve. Quill, June, ’28 
CunnincHaM, B, Nora— Winter Peace Midland, Sept.,’27 
Inexperience Midland, Oct.,?27 
I Forget Midland, Oct., 27 
Query Midland, Oct.,’27 
Authors’ Club Midland, Oct., ’27 
Portrait Midland, Oct., ?27 
Definitions Commonweal, Oct. 12,727 
The Readers Tanager, Nov.,’27 
The Feast Commonweal, Dec. 28, ’27 
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When Company Goes Harp, Jan.-Feb., ’28 


Achievement Commonweal, Jan. 25,’28 

“T Wish” Midland, May-June, ’28 
CunnincHaM, Marcaret Louisk — Exiled 

Magnificat, Aug., ’27 

Little Things Magnificat, Mar., ’28 

Ancilla Domini Magnificat, May, ’28 


Currey, Lirtian Mary—October Amer. Poetry, Oct., 27 
Curran, CHARLOTTE —The War Mother 
Sunshine M., Dec., ?27 
Curran, Pautine Garner—A Little Tune o’ Tears 
Lyric W., Nov., 27 
Currier, Rutu— Moonlight Attic Salt, Feb. 18, 28 
Change Attic Salt, May 12,728 
Curry, Roperr Newron — The Engagement 
Attic Salt, Nov. 19, ?27 
Fourth Attic Salt, Mar. 17,’28 
CusuMan, Repecca — The Heart Speaks of the Tongue 
Journ. of Expression, Dec., ?27 
Custer, Norron—In a Room Frontier, Mar., ?28 
Curajar, Mary Wicut -— ‘Silver Feet 
Attic Salt, Mar. 12,28 


CuTHBERT, CLiFTon — Testament Voices, Oct., ?27 
Wife Bozart, Nov.-Dec., ’27 
Bookworm Nation, Nov. 2, ’27 
Autumn Gypsy, Winter, ’27 
Henrietta Chinder Bozart, Mar.-April, ’28 


CuTHBERT, M. V.-— Black Flute Opportunity, May, ’28 
Cuter, Anna Bemis— True Confessions Oracle, Sept., ’27 
Apportionment Harp, Sept.-Oct., ?27 
Cypriano, JosepH—A Prayer Commonweal, May 30,’28 

Cyrus, Emma Maertz—A Citizen of the World 
Unity, Oct. 17,727 


p’ALLICE, Watton — Sonnets of a Spinster 
Drift-Wind, Mar.,’28 


Darton, Power — Need America, Aug. 13,27 
None So Blind America, Aug. 27,’27 
Inheritance Voices, Nov., ?27 
Wind in the Tomb Voices, Nov., ?27 
Whom Do You Dream Voices, Nov., ’27 
Perennial of the Spring Commonweal, May 2,’28 
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Damon, S, Fosrer —Image and After-Image Dial, July, ’28 
Darcan, Outve — Interferin’ World Tomorrow, Mar.,’28 
DaruincTon, Jessica —'The Melancholy Marketer 

Jun, League M., June, ’28 


Davenport, Joun-— First Address Dial, May, ’28 
Etude Dial, May, ’28 
Davipson, Gustav — After Empedocles Voices, Nov., ?27 
Maladie Du Pays Commonweal, Dec. 7,727 
In Obitum Commonweal, Feb. 29,728 
Where Love is Given Voices, Mar., ’28 
This Bright Siege Commonweal, June 27,28 
Davipson, WiInIFRED — Beginners College Humor, Oct.,’27 
Oricles Amer. Poetry, June, ’28 


Davies, Mary Carotyn — Beach Sunset 
Amer. Poetry, Sept., 27 


Immortality Lyric W., Sept., ’27 
Complimentary Poetry, Sept., 727 
Circe to Eve Echo, Oct., ’27 
And If My Heart’s a Gypsy Born Hollana’s M., Oct., ’27 
Mother Autumn Lyric W., Qet.,?27 
Life is a Little House N. Y. Eve. Graphic, Oct. 5,’27 
To a Danseuse Commonweal, Oct. 12, ?27 
Song Echo, Nov., 27 
A Beloved Woman Speaks Comt. Verse, Dec.-Jan., 27-28 
Salome Har per’s, Jan., ?28 
Heaven Has a Window Amer. Poetry, Jan.,’28 
Anyone Under Twenty-Four Cont. Verse, April-May, ’28 
Second Marriage Echo, Mar., ’28 
Davies, W. H.—'To a Contemporary Har per’s, Dec., ?28 
Old Or Young Harper’s, Feb.,’28 
The Skylark New Republic, Mar. 7,’28 
Contented Hearts Bookman, April, ’28 
Davis, ALLIson — College Athlete Crisis, Mar., ’28 
Northern—College Girl Crisis, Mar., ’28 
College Girl Crisis, Mar., ’28 
Lawyer Crisis, Mar., ?28 
Minister, I Crisis, Mar., 28 
Minister, II Crisis, Mar., ?28 
Physician I Crisis, Mar., ’28 
Physician II Crisis, Mar., ’28 
Fighters Opportunity, June, ’28 
To All Negroes Everywhere Crisis, July, ’28 
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Fighters Crisis, July, ’28 
The Leader Crisis, July, 28 
Davis, GEorcE W.—To Beauty 

Journ. of Expression, Dec.,’27 

Davis, HELEN BayLey — Escape Amer. Poetry, April, ’28 

The Boy of Nazareth Lyric, Det.5 27 
Davis, JR., Joun Sraice —The College Widow Speaks 

College Humor, Oct., ?27 


Davis, JuL1a JoHNson — September Lyric, Sept.,’27 
On Visiting St. Peter’s, in Rome Lyric, May, ’28 
Davison, Epwarp — Pause Century, Aug., ?27 
Davison, Ross — Life Passing By Unity, Sept. 5,727 
The Bishop Unity, Jan. 23,728 


Dawson, GracE STRICKLER — Western City 
Harp, Jan.-Feb., ’28 


Conversation Poetry, July, ’28 
Dawson, HEerBerT Forpes—On the Spaniard’s 
Contentment Commonweal, Mar. 21,28 


Dean, Acnes Loutse — Dorothy in Heaven 
Commonweal, May 2,’28 
Des, Sri Sanxar—An Indian Poem Unity, Feb. 6,28 
De BerniERE, Goprrey— The Half-Wit Heart 
Voices, Feb., ’28 
De Forp, Miriam ALLEN — Marsyas Step Ladder, Mar., 28 
An Old Cry Cont. Verse, April-May, ’28 
De La Mare, Water — The Sea-Ghosts 
Books: N.Y. Her.-Trib., May 27,28 
De L. Wetcu, Marie — Song Nation, Oct. 12,27 
Sky-Eaters Poetry, Sept., ?27 
Devaney, Marcaret—The Desert Land 
Pasque-Petals, Aug., 27 
De Lone, Ruopa— To the Wanderer Troubadour, June, 28 
Nirvana Troubadour, June, ’28 
De Menit, ALEXANDER — The Song of Spring Leaflet, °28 
Denuam, Witt S.—Conjuw’ Mammy Harp, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
Dennis, O. M.—Fragmentum Aureum 
Sat. Rev. of Lit., Feb. 18, ’28 
Denny, Ereanor M.—At the Summit Harp., Jan.-Feb., ’28 
Dre Routet, Marie ANTOINETTE — Little White 


Ships America, Aug. 27,27 
Challenge America, Oct. 22,727 
One Way of Beauty America, Jan. 7,728 
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Chicago Skyline Commonweal, Jan. 18,728 
I Long for Ships! America, Feb. 11,728 
Loneliness America, Mar. 10,28 
You Bid Me Look Into My Heart and Sing 

America, July, ’28 
Deutscu, Basetre — Savage Lines on Mean-Spirited 


Reviewers Bookman, Oct.,?27 
After False Spring Virginia Quart Rev., Oct., 27 
At the Sign of the Balance New Republic, Oct. 10, ’27 
Prisoner Virginia. Quart. Rev., Jan.,’28 
Elegy For An Evening Virginia Quart. Revo., Jan.,’28 
The Laurels Are all Cut New Republic, Feb. 29, 28 
Soliloquy, Yale R., Apr., 728 
The Circus Books: N. Y. Her.-Trib., April 22, ’28 


Devitt, PautineE LEwevuinc —Into Each Life 


Harp, May-June, ’28 


Dewitt, Grace AticE—A Toast Attic Salt, Oct. 15,727 


Veritas Attic Salt, Dec. 10, ’27 
Home Attic Salt, May 12,728 
Dickinson, BLANCHE TayLor —’To One Who Thinks 
of Suicide Crisis, Jan.,’28 
Dickinson, Emity — Change Attic Salt, Mar. 17,728 


Dicxson, MarcarETTE Batt — The Cherry Blossoms 
Sunshine M., Sept.,’27 
Walled In Pasque Petals, Sept.,’?27 
Whence the Ribboned Roads Run Down 
Sunshine M., Sept., ?27 


Hearts and Masks Sunshine M., Sept., ?27 
““God’s In His Heavens” Sunshine M., Sept.,?27 
Poetry Lantern, Oct., ?27 
Old Age Foot Prints, Nov.-Dec., ’?27 
He Can Not Die Sunshine M., Dec., ?27 
How Like a Harp Pasque Petals, Dec.,?27 
Adoration Amer. Poetry, Dec.,’27 


Though Sacred Ashes: To Thomas Hardy 
Attic Salt, Feb. 18, ?28 


Jim Tucker Messenger, Mar.,’28 
City Hall At Night Amer. Poetry, Mar., 28 
Three Quatrains Oracle, Mar., ’28 
The Red Hot Poker Pasque Petals, April, ’28 
Another—A Better Way Messenger, April, ’28 
Via Dolorosa Messenger, April, ’28 
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Aura Pasque Petals, June, ’28 


With Silver Strings Pasque Petals, June, 28 
Symbols Messenger, June, 28 
The Sign—A Legend Sunshine M., June, ’28 
The Last Landing Field Amer. Poetry, June, ’28 


Dieui, Joun— The Master to His Dog 
Treasure Chest, Aug.,’27 


August Treasure Chest, Aug.,?27 
DigHNEL, Exvuie Tatum — Liberty (From the Bo- 

hemian of Jan Neruda) Harp, July-Aug., ’27 

Contrast Amer. Poetry, Dec.,’27 


Dieman, Dorotuy—A Father Speaks to His Son 
Window, Feb. 14,28 
Drier, CaroLtinE Lawrence — The Deserted Town 
(Nevadaville, Colo.) Echo, Nov.,’27 
DrieTHEIM, Sara Konntz—Candles at Sunset 
Magnificat, Mar., 28 
Hilaire Belloc as a Poet Good Counsel, June, ’28 
DIrFENDERFER, CLARA Grace — Aftermath 
Interludes, Winter,’27-’28 
Dituey, Minutcent Davis — Autumn-Time 
Umity, Oct23,’°27 


DitiincuaMm, Pau.ineE — Blue Foot Prints, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
Ditton, Georce H.—Dream World Tomorrow, Sept., ’27 
Mother World Tomorrow, Sept.,’?27 
City of Wind W orld Tomorrow, Oct.,’?27 
Hands World Tomorrow, Nov.,?27 
Autumn Movement New Republic, Nov. 2,’27 
Into the Mind Voices, April, ’28 
Divine, CuarxeEs — What to Say Bozart, Sept.-Oct., ?27 
Around Jefferson Market Cont. Verse, April-May, ’28 
Nocturne Cont. Verse, June-July, ’28 


Down Rector Street (To Syrian Town) 
Sat. Rev. of Lit., June 30, 28 
Dopp, Lee Witson — Publicity 
Sat. Rev. of Lit., Sept. 17, ?27 
Boon Yale R., Jan., 28 
Dopcr, ANNE ATwoop — Serendip and T'aprobanem 
Harpers, Aug., ?27 
Doe, Cuarues F.— For All the Gladness of Life 
Unity, Dec. 26, ?27 
Doxson, Eucene C.— John Reed Poetry, Aug.,?27 
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Donovan, Aviva Davis — Apple Blossoms 
Amer. Poetry, May, ’28 
Ophelia Roses Amer. Poetry, June, ’28 
Donovan, Lo1s — The Soul in Purgatory 
Magnificat, May, ’28 
Dootey, Joser L.—The Sun Good Counsel, Sept.,’27 
Doran, Carotyn Rutu — New Litany America, Feb, 25,728 
Easter Day America, April 7,’28 
Doucuerty, J. P.—Sitting Bull Pasque Petals, Feb.,’28 
Doucuty, Lronarp — Lord of the Land 
Southwest Rev., April, 28 
Master Francois Villon Greets Death Poetry, May, ’28 
Dovcrias, GiLEAN — Wisdom Amer. Poetry, Aug.,?27 
Dow, Dororuy — There Was a Time 
College Humor, Nov.,’27 


Night Club College Humor, Dec.,?27 
Avocation College Humor, April, ’28 
Here Is the Spot College Humor, May,’28 


That Terribly Popular Girl College Humor, May,’28 
Lines to a Gentleman With a Walking stick 
College Humor, June, ’28 


Love Letter College Humor, July, ’28 
Down, Harrison — Diplomatic Sonnet Nation, Sept., 727 
Dow.in, JEssiE M.—Spring Magic Amer. Poetry, May,’28 
Doyte, Anna Cecixta — Dreams Magnificat, Aug.,?27 

Retrospect Magnificat, June, ’28 
Dore, Louis F.—The Return Commonweal, Aug. 10,’27 

Renunciation America, Aug. 13,27 
Doyie, Marron — Alone Lantern, Feb.-Mar., ’28 
DracHMAN, JULIAN — Outcast Cont. Verse, Feb.-Mar.,’28 


Drake, Harrier H.— The Setting Hen 
Sunshine M., Mar.,’28 
Drake, Sipney— Blind Boy Reading Midland, Dec., ?27 
Vespers Midland, Dec., ’27 
Drange, Dora-— Love’s Measure Century, Dec.,?27 
DransFIELD, JANE —'To a Lovely Woman 
Century, July, ’28 
Draper, Beatrice ALLEN — Carcassonne Century, Aug., 27 


Drennan, Marie — My Boy Sits There at the 


Window Step Ladder, Jan.,’28 
Drespacu, GLENN Warp — Wild Night Harp, July-Aug., ’27 
The Ring Midland, Aug.,’27 
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I Am One Who Has Stood 
Autumn Cobwebs 

The Well 

The Grand Canyon 

The Embrace 

A Stag Comes to Drink 
Autumn Landscape 


Inscription on a Cabin Door 


Corn Shocks in Moonlight 
Targets 

Cobweb Festoons 
Beneath the Leaves 
The Chase 

Song 

The Gnawing Mouse 
Mountain Water 
Snowbird 

Birds in the Wind 
Drifted Lane 

The Lash 
Tumble-Weeds 

The Crow’s Nest 
Tropic Port 

Full Moon 

Glory 

Sky Garden 

Journey 

A Fawn’s First Rain 


Burro Bells in the Moonlight 


The Forge 

Wild Poppies 
Garden of the Gods 
Wind Rivers 

Main Street—E1 Dorado 
Christophe’s Citadel 
Jeweled Miniature 
Moonlight Sonata 
The Story of a House 
To a Weather-Cock 
Song 

The Herd 
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Amer. Poetry, Aug., ’27 
Midland, Sept.,’27 
Midland, Sept., 27 

Step Ladder, Sept., ?27 
Commonweal, Sept.14,’27 
Commonweal, Sept. 28, ’27 
Amer. Poetry, Oct., 27 
Commonweal, Oct. 12,27 
Commonweal, Oct.19, ’27 
Cont. Verse, Oct.-Nov., ’27 
Amer. Poetry, Nov., 27 
Amer. Poetry, Nov.,’27 
Commonweal, Nov. 9, ’27 
Poetry, Jan.,’28 

Poetry, Jan., 28 

Poetry, Jan., 28 

Poetry, Jan.,’28 

Poetry, Jan.,’28 
Commonweal, Jan. 4,728 
Midland, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
Harp, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
Commonweal, Feb, 15,728 
Voices, Mar., ’28 

Voices, Mar., ’28 

Midland, Mar.-Apr., ’28 
Amer. Poetry, Apr.,’28 
Cont. Verse, Apr.-May, ’28 
Commonweal, Apr. 11,728 
Step Ladder, May, ’28 
Step Ladder, May,’28 
Step Ladder, May,’28 
Step Ladder, May, ’28 
Step Ladder, May,’28 
Step Ladder, May,’28 
Voices, May, ’28 
Commonweal, May 2,28 
Step Ladder, June, ’28 
Stratford Mag., June, ’28 
Cont. Verse, June-July, 28 
Japm, July 9,’28 

Japm, July 30,28 


Drewry, Guy CarLteton—In Praise of Cows 
Books: N. Y. Her.-Trib., June 24, 28 


Dreysprinc, Mary — Trumpery Voices, May, ’28 
The Old One Voices, May, ’28 
Blue Mountains Voices, May, ’28 
Astronomy Voices, May, ’28 

DrinxwaTeER, JoHN— Persephone Bookman, Aug., 27 
The Madrigal Singers Virginia Quart. Rev., Apr.,’28 
Enrichment Virginia Quart. Rev., Apr.,’28 
Estate Agent’s Clerk: Sloane Square Bookman, June, ’28 

DriscoLti, Louisr — Testament Bozart, Nov.-Dec., ’27 
Fugitive Commonweal, Dec. 28, ’27 
Apple-tree Song Bozart, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
Intrusion World Tomorrow, June, ’28 
Patronage Poetry, July, 28 


Durry, P. J. O’?Connor— The Two Miracles 

America, Oct. 22,727 
Duccan, E1LeEEN — The Bushfeller’s Wife 

Commonweal, Nov. 9,’27 
Resurrection Commonweal, Feb. 22,728 
Dreams Commonweal, Dec. 14, ?27 

Duncan, Maser S.—Charm for One Inland 
Step Ladder, Feb., 28 
Duncan, THomas W.— Huntress College Humor, Sept.,’27 


Dunwap, Lorn — Limericks College Humor, Sept., 27 
Neighbours Stratford Mag., Mar., 28 
Dunninc, RatpH CHEEVER— Meditation Dial, Nov., 27 
Durant, Aucusta—A Song Amer. Poetry, Nov.,’?27 
Martial Music Amer. Poetry, May, ’28 
DuruHam, ExvizaseETH MatcomeE—On a Ghostie 
Night Harp, July-Aug.,’27 


Durtoo, RENEE Potrer—Green Amer. Poetry, June, ’28 
Duryea, Mary Bavuarp — Portrait 
Jun. League M., Apr.,’28 
Du TriEvILLE, Erste Taytor— The New Negro 
Crisis, May, 28 
Dwyer, Mary H.-— Orphan’s Song 
Commonweal, Aug. 17,27 
Dye, Joun Homer—Inconstant Phillips Bulletin, Oct.,?27 
Wanderer Phillips Bulletin, Jan.,’28 
Age Speaks to Youth Phillips Bulletin, Apr.,’28 
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Farts, S. J., Micuarn— For a Little Child 
America, Oct. 1,’27 

Eaton, CHARLoTTE — The Cottage Revisited 
Commonweal, Apr. 11,28 


Answer Commonweal, Mar. 2,28 
Essitt, Jupiru — Love’s Day Magnificat, Aug.,’27 
Eseruart, Ricuarp — Song Poetry, Nov., ?27 

Search Poetry, Nov., ?27 

Twenty-Two Poetry, Nov., ?27 

Windy Poetry, Nov., ’27 

Schopenhauer Poetry, Nov., 27 

The Village Daily Poetry, Nov.,’27 

Looking Down Poetry, Nov., ’27 

Under the Hill Poetry, Nov.,’27 


Eccres, J. O.— Prayer for Easter Monday 
Magnificat, Apr.,?28 
EcxarpT, Frances — “Sainte Genevieve Veille Sur 
La Ville Endormie” DePauw M., May, ’28 
Ecxe., Exizapetu — The Lamb and the Shepherd 
Living Church, Mar. 31,28 
Eppy, Lera Morsz— Convincements Lantern, Oct., ?27 
Epeitman, KaTuHerine — An Irish Mother’s Wail 
Harp, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
Epman, Irwin — Cryptic Century, Nov., ?27 
Epmonps, Mary — The Stain Harp, July-Aug., ?27 
Epsati, Ricuarp Linn — The Weeping Siren 
Commonweal, Nov. 16, ?27 


The Nativity Commonweal, Dec. 21,’27 
The Phoenix Commonweal, Mar. 21, ’28 
The Conquered America, Apr. 7,’28 
“Lead Thou Me On” America, July 21,28 


Epwarpbs, JEANETTE — For Remembrance 
No. Light, Jan.-Mar., 28 
Eccieston, AMy W.— Their Golden Wedding 
Magnificat, Jan., 28 


Ecieston, WiniFRED — Wrinkles Pasque Petals, Dec., ?27 
Sunshine Pasque Petals, Jan.,?28 
A Prairie Prayer Sunshine M., May, ’28 

Ecuinton, JouHn — New Poems Dial, Feb., 28 


Erpom, Francis Rupo_pu — Queer Thoughts 
Harp, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
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Exper, Marion — “Pass the Sugar, Please!” 
Treasure Chest, June, 28 


Exiot, T. S. — Salutation Sat. Rev. of Lit., Dec. 10, ’27 
Exurs, AvVERIL Huck — Snow Sunshine M., Oct., ?27 
Climbing Mountains Sunshine M., May,’28 
High Hopes Pasque Petals, June,’28 
Extis Hopcson, Marrua—Afternoon Sun in a 
Blue Room Jun, League M., June,’28 
Surfeit Jun. League M., June, ’28 
Propriety Jun, League M., June,’28 
Exuis, VERNE S. — Vacation Echo, Sept., ?27 
Verne-acular Verse Echa, Oct;,°27 


Exuisron, GrorGcE — Garden Peace 
Catholic Women’s News, Aug.,?27 
Lost Talisman Oracle, Sept., 27 
The Meadow of the Dead 
Catholic Women’s News, Aug.,’27 


Lost Talisman Oracle, Sept.,’27 
April In My Garden Catholic W., Apr.,’28 
Death’s Gift Foot Prints, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
Ancient House Foot Prints, Sept.-Oct.,’27 
Talk Springfield Rep., Nov.,?27 
Empty House Good Counsel, Feb.,’28 
Answer and the Call Gypsy, Spring, ’28 
Guess Commonweal, June 6,’28 
Snow Princess N. Y. Times, Jan.,?28 


Ex_menporr, Mary J.— King David Lay Dying 
Lyric W., Oct.,’27 


The Blind Amer. Poetry, Dec.,’27 
Tapers in the Wind Muse & Mirror, Dec., ?27 
Paradox Muse & Mirror, Dec.,’27 
Day Dreams Gypsy, Spring, ?28 
White Rose Poetry, May, ’28 
Beauty’s the Thing Poetry, May, ’28 
Jasper Poetry, May, 28 
An Old Man Harp, May-June, ’28 
Three Grey Women Gypsy, June, ’28 
Empry, JACQUELINE — Presto Century, Sept., ?27 
A-ha! Century, Sept., ?27 
Circus Flashback Century, Apr., ’28 
A Lost Lady for Lucifer New Yorker, Apr.,’28 
Grandfather Har per’s, Feb., 24 
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O Pity Poets New Yorker, Apr. 7,28 


The Jilt Century, May, ’28 
Emery, Jane Accumulation Inlander, Nov.,?27 
Emitio, MarGuERITE — A Hymn Unity, Nov. 14, ’27 

Unlighted Souls Unity, Dec. 5,27 

The New Christmas, A Hymn Unity, Dec. 19, 727 

Spring, A Hymn Unity, May 14,’28 

Jesus Unity, June 18,28 

For Strength in Conflict Unity, July 16,28 


Emory, Witu1am Crosson — Be Still 
Sat. Rev. of Lit., May 19,28 
Virtue Midland, May-June, ’28 
Encets, Norsert—Come, Walk With Me 
America, Aug 20,27 


In Gascony America, Nov. 12,’27 
Sin? America, Feb. 18,28 
On a Sermon America, Mar. 10,28 
Dawn to Dusk America, June 2, ’28 
Today America, June 23,28 
Sainte Germaine De Pre America, July, ’28 
EnceExs, Vincent — Avignon Commonweal, Aug. 31,’27 
Pride Commonweal, Mar. 21,28 


ErsKINE, GLapys SHaw — Sea Mood 
Cont. Verse, Aug.-Sept., ’27 


Couplets Cont. Verse, Apr. May, ’28 
Erste, SELcHAR — Soul Searchings Free Verse, Autumn, ?27 
A-Musing Free Verse, Autumn, ’27 


Erwin, Heten Biopcerr — The Secret 

Jun. League M., Mar.,’28 
The Secret Jun. League M., June, ’28 

EuvaiaA, StisrER Mary—A Spring Snow-Storm 
Good Counsel, Apr.,’28 
Loss and Gain Commonweal, Mar. 28,28 
Evans, LucitLe — Song and Star Amer. Poetry, May, ’28 
Evans, Treva B. — Best-Beloved Amer. Poetry, May, ’28 


My Birthright Amer. Poetry, June, ’28 
F., A.,— Your Birthday Good Counsel, Sept.,’27 
FaiRLEIGH-STONE, JANE — Duality Muse & Mirror, Dec.,’27 
Facin N. Bryuuion — Life Free Verse, Autumn, ’27 


On Rereading Even an Outline of English Poetry 
Step Ladder, Feb.,’28 
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Farnum, Louise Kosse— Uncommon Ground 
Jun. League M., June,’28 


Farrar, JoHN — Flood Time Drift-Wind, Mar.,’28 
Farrer, Ora May — Weeds Stratford Mag., Mar.,’28 
Fauset, Jessie — Stars in Alabama Crisis, Jan.,?28 
Faust, Henrr—Autumn Threshold Lyric W., Sept.,’27 
To My Dark Mother Harp, Sept.-Oct., ’27 
“These Stealthy Leaves” Harp, Sept.-Oct., ’27 
This Dust Voices, Nov., ?27 
Fever Lyric, Dec., ?27 
White Requiem Commonweal, Jan. 25,’28 
What Lately Was So Beautiful Lyric, Apr., 728 
Still Lovers Go Dreaming Lyric, Apr.,’28 
Formula Cont. Verse, Apr.-May, ’28 
From Wall to Wall Cont. Verse, Apr.-May, ’28 
Toward Oneness Voices, May, ’28 
Consolation For Puritans Voices, May,’28 
Sonnet for Beauty Bozart, July-Aug., ’28 


Frarinc, Kennetu — Breakfast With Hilda 
Free Verse, Autumn, ’27 


Minnie and Mrs. Hoyne Menorah Journ., June, ’28 
No War Menorah Journ., June, ’28 
Nocturne Menorah Journ., Jane,’28 
Saturday Night Menorah Journ., June, ’28 


FEENEY, Leonarp — The Organ Blower 
Sat, Reo. of Lit., Aug. 20,’27 


Song of Egypt America, Oct. 8,27 
Two Little Girls in Bethlehem America, Dec. 24, ’27 
A Matter for Calculus America, Mar. 24,28 
Fris, RurH Srantey-Brown — August Gypsy, June, ’28 
Shelby County, Kentucky Gypsy, June, ’28 
Pardigon, France Gypsy, June, ’28 


FENERTY, CLarE Geratp— The Angelus 
America, Nov. 5,27 
Ferrit, THomas Hornspy — Ocean Nation, Nov. 30, ’27 
All Years Are Odd as 1849 Amer. Mercury, Mar.,’28 
John Colter Books: N. Y. Her-Trib., Apr. 1,728 
Daniel Boone Books: N. Y. Her-Trib., May 13,’28 
Fry, Guy —Sea Miasma Oracle, Sept., ’27 

Ficxr, ArtHuR Davinson — Prayer 

Sat. R. of Lit., Sept. 24, ’27 
Prayer in Massachusetts Cont. Verse, Oct.-Nov., ’27 
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Winter Day Sat. Rev. of Lit., Dec. 10, ’27 
Naked Girl, Beside Blossoming Cherry-Tree 
Sat. Reo. of Lit., Apr. 7,28 
FieLp, Apuna BErTEL— You Night Harp, Nov.-Dec., ’27 
Autumn Leaf Harp, Nov.-Dec., ’27 
FieLtp, BEn-—A Cup of Cold Water 
Interludes, Winter ?27-’28 
Fietp, Mitprep FowLer— Woman Gardens 
Midland, Jan.-Feb.,’28 
Fretp, Sara Barp— Quaker Pagan Nation, Sept. 28, ’27 
Fietp, Wricut — The Mischief Maker Harp, July-Aug., ’27 
FixspaL, R. AticE—The Legend of the Pasque 
Flower Pasque Petals, May,’28 
FINERAN, JoHN Kincston — The Pilgrim 
Cont. Verse, Apr.-May, ’28 
Finx, Ropert O. — Preferences Poetry, Apr.,’28 
FINLEY, LorratnE Nort —To an Astrologer 
Voices, Jan., 28 


FisHER, Manton Leonarp — Dual Voices, Mar.,’28 
FisHER, VaRpis — Swift Voices, Oct., ?27 
Konrad Myrdton Voices, Mar., ?28 
Susan Hemp Voices, Mar., 28 
Slim Scott Voices, Mar., ’28 


FiskE, Horace SpENcER — Aspiration 
Stratford Mag., June, ’28 
Fitcu, EpirH Mepsery — Patch Work 
Pasque Petals, Oct.,’?27 


Down Weigand Way Pasque Petals, June, ’28 
FirzceraLp, Mary S. — Flight Amer. Poetry, Oct.,’27 
Frackx, G. M.— Winter Pictures Sunshine M., Feb.,’28 

The Spirit Way Sunshine M., Mar., 28 

Winter Pictures Lantern, Feb.-Mar., ’28 
Fracc, Francis — Exile Cont. Verse, June-July, ’28 


Fiacc, James Montcomery — Fillustrators 
College Humor, Mar.,’28 
FiaicE, ELEANora — Tzigane Tanager, Jan.,’28 
FiaKoLi, ArTHUR-—Pipe Dreams Pasgue Petals, June, ’28 
Frianacan, Dororuy Brite — Absurd Child 
Bookman, Feb.,’28 


All the Day Long Commonweal, Feb. 1,’28 
Witch Look Cont. Verse, Apr.-May, ’28 
Frantic Prayer Japm, July 30, 28 
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Changeling Bozart, July-Aug., 28 
Frianican, Mary Leepy—Ruthie Amer. Poetry, Sept.,’27 


Winter Poetry, Jan., 28 
FLanpErRs, HELEN ExizaBETH — An Old Song 
Japm, July 9,’28 


FLANDERS, HELEN Hartness— The Upper Mowing 
Sat. Rev. of Lit., May 26,’28 
FLANNER, H1LDEGARDE—A Wreath for Ashes 
Poetry, Sept., ’27 


God Pity Them Poetry, Sept., ?27 
To My Books Who Perished by Fire Poetry, Sept., ?27 
Burial of the Mocking Bird Poetry, Sept., ?27 
The Rain Poetry, Sept., ?27 
Storm Poetry, Sept., 727 
A Bird Sings at Night Poetry, Sept.,’?27 


FLEemiInG, CuarrE CaLtitanan — What’s the Use 
Attic Salt, May 12,28 
FLETCHER, JouN GouLtp— The Unfamiliar House 
Nation, Aug. 10,°27 
Second Advent Nation, Dec. 7, ?27 
The Black Rock—To Thomas Hardy 
Yale R., Apr., 28 


Magnolia Virginia Quart. Rev., July,’28 
Song of the Moderns Nation, July 4,28 
FLExNER, Horrense — Residuum Voices, Nov., ’27 
‘Triumph Voices, Mar., ’28 
Frour, Natarie — Desideratum Gypsy, Winter, 727 
Blizzard Interludes, Winter, ’27-28 
Challenge Opportunity, Apr., 28 
Fo.ey, Vircinia J. — Sleep Commonweal, Sept. 14, ’27 
Forsom, FRANKLIN — Sonnet Window, Nov. 5,27 
Poem Window, Spring, ’28 


Portrait of the Lone One at Spring 
Window, Spring, ’28 


Forp, Auice — Invitation Inlander, Apr.,’28 
Nostalgia Inlander, Apr.,’28 
Prodigal Child Inlander, Apr.,’28 

Forp, Cuaries Henri—Interlude N. Yorker, Aug. 20, 27 
Masks and Memories Lariat, Sept., ?27 
Incident Bozart, Mar.-Apr., ’28 
Dead Dancer Echo, Apr.,’?28 
Epitaph on a Barren Life Palo Verde, May, ’28 
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Lady Japm, July 2,°28 

Poem that Doesn’t Matter Boxart, July-Aug., ’28 

Forp, James Co.uier — Belief Amer. Poetry, Sept.,’27 
Fortune, JAN IspELLE—One Evening 

Cont. Verse, Apr.-May, ’28 

Foster, KarHLEEN — The Lonely One Poetry, Sept., ’27 

Fox, Ciara —Life in a Minor Key Pasgue Petals, Sept.,’27 


Twilight Pasque Petals, Jan.,’28 
Limitations Pasque Petals, May,’28 
Frapa, JoHanna— Universal Good Unity, June 4, ’28 
Vagabonds Unity, July 16,28 
Francis, Ropert C,— Aramoon Gypsy, Winter, ’27 
Vigil Voices, Feb., ’28 
Winter Trees Voices, Feb., 728 
Mythological Voices, Feb.,’28 
Wind Song Gypsy, Spring, ’27 
Endowment Bozart, May-June, ’28 
Asteroids Harp, May-June, ’28 
Inscription For a Moment Harp, May-June, ’28 
Ecological Observation Harp, May-June, ’28 
Water Gypsy, June, ’28 


FRANKEL, Micuaret — Minstrel-Wise 
Amer, Poetry, Dec. 27 


Mendicant Gypsy, Spring, ’28 
De Morte Opportunity, Mar., ’28 
Swan-Death Cont. Verse, Apr.-May, ’28 
Direction Cont. Verse, Apr.-May, ’28 
City Streets Crisis, May, ’28 
The Mother Superior Tells a Story Harp, May-June, ’28 
Night Wonder Gypsy, June, ’28 


Frant-WatsH, JosEPH — A Going 
Commonweal, Aug. 10, ’27 


The Door Commonweal, Oct. 12, ?27 
The Unknown Commonweal, Nov. 2,727 
Fraser, Harry L.—The Exile Amer. Poetry, Apr.,’28 
Frazier, GertrupE Lyn—Punaluu Gypsy, Autumn, ’27 


Frazier, Marte Brown — Dancing Fool 
Messenger, Feb.,’28 
In a Jar Opportunity, June, ’28 
Frazier, Mary JANE—Nature Plans Sunshine M., Feb.,’28 
Freperick, Maser B, — Thanatopsis—1926 
Pasque Petals, Jan.,’28 
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Bargain Day 


Pasque Petals, Mar.,’28 


FREEDMAN, JULEs— Nothing Shall Stir Him Now 


Cont. Verse, Aug.-Sept., 727 


Reflections, On the Execution of Sacco and Van- 


zettl 


Unity, May 7,728 


FrEEL, Carrie M.—The Answer Amer. Poetry, May,’28 


FREEMAN, JEAN Drew - Lyrics 


Dawn in Spring 


Pasque Petals, Mar.,’28 
Pasque Petals, June, ’28 


Freeman, Nortne Wintrow — Lies . Amer. Poetry, May,’28 
Fripre, ETHoLLE Ione — Physician, You 


Amer. Poetry, Feb.,’28 


Frispi—E, ANNE ELizaBETH — The Mermaid and the 


Mariner 


A Child’s Song to the River 


Treasure Chest, Oct.,?27 
Treasure Chest, Oct.,?27 


FRoLICHER, JoHN — River Driver’s Death Frontier, Mar.,’28 


Cave-in 


Frost, ExizaBeTH Ho uisTeR — Tryst 


Cataclysm 

You 

The Hours 
Prescience 
Asearch 

Toys 

News 

In Store 

The Lost Lyrist 
Take Care! 


Joy, He Was a Lightsome Lad 


If 
When 
Perhaps 
Rendez-Vous 
Blown Hair 
Blessings 





The Golden Ball 


Blown Leaves 
Time 

Spring 

Blessings 

The Golden Ball 
Laggard in Sleep 


Frost, Frances M — Unbound 


Frontier, May, ’28 
Dial, Feb.,’28 
Dial, Feb., ’28 
Har per’s, Feb., 28 
Har per’s, Feb., ’28 
Har per’s, Feb., ?28 
Har per’s, Feb., ’28 
Harper's, Feb., 28 
Har per’s, Feb., ’28 
Harper's, Feb.,’28 
Har per’s, Feb., 28 
Har per’s, Apr., ?28 
Har per’s, Apr., 728 
Har per’s, Apr., 728 
Harpers, Apr.,’28 
Har per’s, Apr.,’28 
Har per’s, Apr., 28 
Har per’s, Apr., ’28 
Outlook, May 23, ’28 
Outlook, May 23, ’28 
Outlook, May 23, ’28 
Outlook, May 23, ’28 
Outlook, May 23,28 
Outlook, May 23,28 
Outlook, May 23,’28 
Sat. Rev. of Lit., July 21,28 
Poetry, Jan., ’28 
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Hill Night 
Old Philosopher 
Frost, Ropert—The Bear 
Blood 
The Armful 
FugitTa, 
Whispers, Snow 


Fuuuer, Etva Batrerson — 


Fuuuer, Eruer Romic — Eulalie 


Slippers 
Sussex-Bred 
Corn Ripens 
Definitions 
Cynthia 
Compatibility 
Ecco, Winter 


The Smelt Go Up the Sandy 


This Mountain 
Mirage 

At a Lunch Counter 
Foreweed 

Of a Cross 

Winter Orchard 
Labyrinth 

Poverty Buys 

Dust Motes 

My Lady, The Years 
Knitting Factory 
Crushed Mint 

Bank of a Mountain 
Dawn and New Snow 


Peter Schatt: A Chronicle 


But You— 


Something Called a Shadow 
Funk, JoHn—Sunny France 
Funk, Witrrep J. — Banditti 


Jun — Morning Woods, 


No. Light, Jan.-Mar., ’28 

Stratford Mag., June, ’28 

Nation, Feb. 8, ’28 

Nation, Feb. 8, ’28 

Nation, Feb. 8,28 
Storm, Dried 

Poetry, July, ’28 

Apparition 

Muse & Mirror, Dec., ?27 

Harp, July-Aug., ’27 

Commonweal, Oct. 5,27 

Commonweal, Oct. 12,’27 

Voices, Nov., 27 

Echo, Nov., ?27 

Lyric W Wet, 2 

Muse & Mirror, Dec., ’27 

Muse & Mirror, Dec.,’27 

Muse & Mirror, Dec.,’27 

Lyme W., Deti, 27, 

Commonweal, Jan. 11,728 

Cont. Verse, Feb.-Mar., ’28 

Frontier, Mar., 28 

Poetry, Mar., ?28 

Poetry, Mar., 28 

Poetry, Mar., ’28 

Poetry, Mar., ’28 

Poetry, Mar., ’28 

Echo, Mar., 28 

Poetry, Mar., ’28 

Commonweal, Apr. 18,28 

Frontier, May, ’28 

Frontier, May, 28 

Frontier, May, ’28 

Harp, May-June, ’28 

Cont. Verse, June-July, ’28 

Bozart, May,-June, ’28 

College Humor, Apr.,’28 


Furtone, Atice E.—Ingratitude Sat. Eve. Quill, June, ’28 


To My Mother 
The Silent Watcher 
Embers 


Sat. Eve. Quill, June, ’28 
Sat. Eve. Quill, June, ’28 
Sat. Eve. Quill, June, 28 
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Furtu, Naomi Duckman — She Who Knows Not 
Japm, July 23,728 

Fuson, H. H.—The Farm Gate (To M. H. F.) 
Ky. Folk-Lore & Poetry, Oct.,’27 


Art Sublime Ky. Folk-Lore & Poetry, Apr.,’28 
Reclaimed Ky. Folk-Lore & Poetry, Oct.,’27 
G., W. L. — The Editor Nation, Mar. 28,’28 


GaBLE, NeE.uie Forses— August 
Pasque Petals, Oct., 27 
GaiLey, Eunice — Books Voices, Apr., °28 
Ga.zo, Mary Lo—A Morning at Sea 
Foot Prints, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
Gave, Carrie Liminc— The Shipwrecked Bananas 
Treasure Chest, Nov.,’27 
Gare, Marion Peruam — Cattleya Orchids 
Amer. Poetry, Sept.,?27 


GaLE, Zona — Excelsior! Unity, Mar. 12,28 
Walt Whitman (In Celebration of Whitman’s 
Birthday, May 31, 1819) Unity, May 28, 28 


GaLiacHER, ANGELA—An Old Apple Tree 
Foot Prints, Nov.-Dec., ’27 


A Flapper Foot Prints, Mar.-Apr.,’28 
Gaxuatin, Neat — Interruption * Harp, July-Aug., ’27 
The Thinking Tree Interludes, Spring, ’28 


Garp, WayHE — Macedonian Coin 
Cont. Verse, Apr.-May, ’28 
GarescuHE, S. J., Ep>warp F.—Dawn Magnificat, Aug.,?27 


The Priest America, Nov. 19, ?27 
Garrett, J. HERMAN — Parting Sunshine M., Oct., ?27 
That Knot-Hole in the Floor Sunshine M., Nov.,’27 
The Cold’s Blessing Sunshine M., Dec.,’27 
Flesh Sunshine M., Dec.,’27 
The Tryst Sunshine M., May,’28 
To Sue Preme Sunshine M., May,’28 
Journeyin’ Sunshine, M., May, ’28 
Hero and She-Lander Sunshine M., June, ’28 
GarrETT, ZULEIME — Words Foot Prints, Mar. Apr.,’28 


Garrison, Dororuy — Love and Scorn 
Interludes, Summer, 27 
Reaction Amer. Poet, May, ’28 
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Admiration Amer. Poet, May,’28 


Dust Boxart, May-June, ’28 

Old Servant’s Last Duty Amer. Poet, June,’28 
Garrison, Jr.. Wititiam Lioyp —In Memoriam, 

Louis F. Post Unity, Mar. 12,28 


In Memoriam, Charles Fletcher Dole = Uity, Apr. 9,’28 
GassNER, JoHN WaLpHorn—To the Impatient 


Revolutionist Nation, Nov. 9,’27 
Sardonics World Tomorrow, May, ’28 
Gates, VALERIE — Monday Cont. Verse, Oct. Nov.,’27 
Land Bound Inlander, Nov.,?27 
Kitchen Girl’s Thought Midland, Jan.-Feb., 28 


Transport (Palmer Christian plays the Organ) 
Inlander, Apr., 28 
First Lilacs Midland, May-June, ’28 
GazELLE, E. V.—Tatanka Yotanka—Sitting Bull 
Pasque Petals, Feb.,’28 
GerorceE Lecare— Four Poems Poetry, Sept., 27 
GeorcE, Juxtia L.— Roll, Jordon, Roll 
Ky. Folk-Lore & Poetry, July, 28 
GERRARD, ELEANOoR—Grey-Dusk Amer. Poetry, Nov.,’27 


Peace Amer. Poetry, Dec.,’27 
Gerry, HeLen— This Hour Cont. Verse, Dec.-Jan.,’27-’28 
Con Cordium Voices, Jan., 28 


GessLER, Ciirrorp — Gluck-Brahms Gavotte 
Prism; Sept 727 


Kanaka Moon Prism, Sept.;’27 
Stars Behind the Sky Poetry, Oct., ?27 
With Lilies and a Rose Amer. Poetry, May,’28 
Remembered Valley Cont. Verse, June-July, ’28 
Chinese Orchestra College Humor, July, ’28 
Road’s End Japm, July 16,28 


CuipesTEeR, Kate M.— Daisies Say He Loves Me 
Sunshine M., Feb.,?28 


Gianoul, IRENE — Mary Lou Treasure Chest, Oct.,’27 
GIAvELLI, AxiceE H.— Clouds Oracle, Sept., ?27 
Gipson, Loutsa — Confiteor Commonweal, Sept. 14, ?27 
Giptow, Exsa — Litany of Unrest Poetry, Feb., ?28 
GitBertT, ANNE KELLEpy—In Passing Gypsy, Winter, ’27 
Grief Oracle, Mar.,’28 
Signals Oracle, Mar.,’28 
Inspiration Oracle, Mar., ’28 
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Aunt Sugey’s Apocalpyse Bozart, Mar.-Apr., 28 
Irish Eyes Attic Salt, May 12,728 

GILBERT, Evia Francis— Autumn Reverie 
Catholic W., Sept., ?27 


Petition Anthonian, Jan.,’28 
Roads of Babylon Magnificat, Feb.,’28 
Imperfection Catholic W., Feb.,’28 
Omitted Our Dumb Animals, Feb.,’28 
GiLBerT, HELEN — Indifference Harp, Nov.-Dec., ’27 
GitserT, IsaBELLE S.—Biographia Bozart, May,-June, ’28 
Prayer of Irony Bozart, July-Aug., ’28 


GiLBERT, RupoLeH — The Crucifixion in Mass 
Unity, Sept. 26, ?27 
GILBERT, WiLu1aM B.-— Profit or Loss 
Commonweal, Oct. 5,727 
Gitcurist, W. M.—The Old Woods Road 
Sunshine M., Feb.,’28 


The Bad Land Wall Sunshine M., Feb.,’28 
Gitpay, Joun P.— Faith and Destiny Harp, July-Aug.,’27 
The Kismet Tree Harp, Mar.-Apr., ’28 
GitpEA, JoHN Ros—E—Somehow This Modernism 
Does Exist Free Verse, Autumn, ’27 
GiLE, BLANCHE — New Love Interludes, Summer, ’27 


GiLEs, NELLIE W.-— Age Speaks to Youth 
Pasque Petals, May, ’28 


GILLESPIE, JoHN — Requiem Poetry, Apr., ?28 
Song Poetry, Apr., ?28 
GILLEsPIE, RicHarp — After Echo, Oct., ’27 


Gitman, CuarLoTTE Perxins—A Psalm of “Lives” 
Sat. Rev. of Lit., Nov. 26, ’27 


GILTINAN, CaRoLINE—The Apparition Lyric, June, ’28 
GrnsBERG, Louts— Leviathan Menorah Journ., Aug.,’?27 
Geometry of the City Oracle, Sept., ?27 
Rainy Nightfall Cont. Verse, Oct.-Nov., ’27 
The Sculptor New Statesman, Nov.,’27 
The Traveller Bozart, Nov.-Dec., ’?27 
Divine Robbery Voices, Jan., ’28 
Requiem Voices, Jan.,?28 
Winter Night Boxart, Jan.-Feb., ’28 


Leaf from a Skeptic’s Note Book 
Stratford Mag., Apr.,’28 
Rain Cont. Verse, Apr.-May, ’28 
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Bonfire Cont. Verse, Apr.-May, ’28 


Wet Asphalt Commonweal, May 2,728 
The Hounds of the Soul Japm, July 9,728 
Rain Brith Sholom News 
Soon at Last Poetry, ’28 


Givens, EtspETH — Grace Before Teaching 
Commonweal, Feb. 29, ’28 


De Profundis Commonweal, Mar. 28, ’28 
GLapsTonE, ARTHUR — Woman Amer. Poetry, Aug.,’?27 
GLaENzER, Ricuarp BuTLER — James Branch Cabell 

(A Snap Shot) Sat. Rev. of Lit., Oct. 29, ’27 


Gunes, ELLEN — On the Road to Skull Hill 
Poetry, Dec., ?27 


The Dead Dream College Humor, Apr.,’28 
Korban Harp, May-June, ’28 
Fourth Floor Back, Little Elegy, Armistice Con- 
queror Poetry, July, ’28 
Flying-Fish Bozart, July-Aug., ’28 
Gopparp, Gtoria — Advice Voices, Mar., ’28 
Interview Voices, Mar., 28 
First Snow Voices, Mar., ’28 
Temples Cont. Verse, June-July, ’28 
GouHEEN, Grant — Today Pasque Petals, Aug.,’?27 


GotpEnson, Epitu — Sophistication Harp, Nov.-Dec., ’27 
Goopinc, HELEN Knicut — Memory 
Pasque Petals, Aug.,’27 


Lure of the Black Hills Pasque Petals, Oct.,’27 
Tiger Lilies Sunshine M., Oct., 27 
Longing Pasque Petals, Jan.,’28 
Chief of the Sioux Sunshine M., Mar.,’28 
The Hill Road Pasque Petals, May,’28 


GoopLey, Max Ausrey — For Fig Leaves 
Boxart, July-Aug., ’28 
A Lady Loved the Trees Boxart, May-June, ’28 
Goopson, Mary Woopson — Mona Lisa 
Amer. Poetry, Dec.,?27 


The Lily of the Valley Amer. Poetry, May, ’28 
Gorpvon, Don —The Lost God Oracle, Sept., ?27 
Gorman, Hersert— The Flight Dial, Aug.,’27 

Wordlings Poetry, Oct., ?27 

Tired Fencer New Republic, Nov. 2,’27 
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Fog Horns World Tomorrow, Dec.,’27 


Goss, JANE — The River Voices, May, 28 
Goutp, Atice — Unsung Lyric, Nov.,’27 
All Day Rain Step Ladder, Jan., 28 
Noblesse Oblige Commonweal, Mar. 21,’28 


Goutp, AticE Laury—7To Be Remembered 
Voices, Dec., ?27 
Goutp, Atice Lawry — Projective 
Cont. Verse, April-May, ’28 
Sea Change, From Shore Cont. Verse, June-July, ’28 
Gou.p, Cora Smitru — My Bungalow 
American Poetry, Dec., 27 


Nancy Amer, Poetry, April, ’28 
In Nassau Amer. Poetry, May,’28 
Trinidad Amer. Poetry, June, ’28 
Gowen, Herpert H.~ Blanche Nuit = Personalist, Jan., 28 
GrasBer, Epwin C. — Triad Pasque Petals, Aug.,’27 
Grapy, S. J., RicHarp F.—Pastoral Azmerica, Dec. 24,27 
Failure America, Feb. 11,28 
Super Omnia America, July, ’28 


Grarr, Epirn — Musing (An Extended Trizad) 
Foot Prints, Mar.-April, ’28 


Grauam, Evetyn — Revenge Voices, April, ’28 
A Valediction Voices, May, ’28 
Ship of Dreams Commonweal, June 13,28 
The Sleeper Bozart, July-Aug., ’28 

GrauaM, JEAN — Treasure Boxart, Mar.-April, ’?28 


GraIncER, GrorcE Lanpry — Return 
Commonweal, Aug. 17,27 
GrancER, HELEN STERLING — Wisdom 
Attic Salt, Dec. 10, ?27 
Grant, Georce S. — Black American Reveille 
Messenger, Nov., ’27 
A Black Mother’s Blessing Messenger, Nov.,’27 
Gray, Acnes Kenpricx — Wells Without Water 
Gypsy, Autumn, ’27 


The Temple David Brooded on Lyric W., Sept., ?27 
The Hermit Thrush Step Ladder, April, ’28 
Gray, Puiiip — Love Song Oracle, Sept., 27 
Duet Bozart, Sept.-Oct., ’27 
To a Beloved Coward Lyric, Oct., 727 
Paradox Lyre, Dees, 727 
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Lovers of Men World Tomorrow, Dec., ’27 


When Dreams Besiege Step Ladder, Jan.,’28 
To a Psychiatrist Lyric, Jan.,?28 
Gray, WuiTLEy — Safarai Lyric W., Oct.,?27 
And So It Is Troubadour, June, 28 
That Old Intriguing Way Troubadour, June,’28 


Green, Emma—I Thought That Beauty 
Attic Salt, Nov. 19, ?27 
Plant Gold Lilies By My Grave 
Four Leaf Clover, Dec. 12, ’27 


Wood Anemones Young Churchman, April 8,’28 
Recompense Attic Salt, April 14, ’28 
O Little Land-Locked Lake (To Oconomowoc 
Lake, Wis.) Country Bard, Summer, ’28 
GREEN, JuL1A Boynton — The Provider Voices, Jan.,’28 
A Mezzotint of Manhattan No, Light, Jan.-Mar., ’28 
A Poet—Self Slain Step Ladder, Feb.,’28 


GrEENE, Atypa F,—An Old Home Amer. Poet, May, ’28 
GREENE, VirciniA Kaut — Transition 
Bozart, Nov. Dec., ’27 


Suicide Foot Prints, Jan. -Feb., ’28 
The Vampire Bozart, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
Green-Leecu, Leacy Naytor— Farewell Voices, Mar., 28 
GREENLIEF, Irnwin W. = Fisherman Tanager, Mar., ’28 


Greer, Hitton Ross—A Beggar’s Legacy 
Southwest Rev., Winter, ’28 
GREGERSON, PEARL E.,— The Hired Man 
Pasque Petals, May,’28 
Grecory, Horace — Where Caesar Fell Poetry, Oct., ?27 
Prisoner’s Song Poetry, Oct.,?27 
Into Earth Poetry, Oct.,?27 
GreINnER, F. W.— The Ship Moves Out to Sea 
Muse & Mirror, Dec., ?27 


GrenneEy, Mary E.— Dawn Interludes, Spring, ’28 
Gress, ALIx — Query Jun, League M., Feb.,’28 
Grierson, SAMUEL— Revolution No, Light, Jan.-Mar.,’28 
GriFFITH, Ciwa— Pop’s on Ice Treasure Chest, Sept., ?27 

Pearls Treasure Chest, Nov.,?27 


GrirFitus, Hazev — Rocking Chair Travels 
Treasure Chest, Sept.,?27 


GriFFitH, WiLii1aAM — Greek Gestures 
Bookman, Feb., 28 
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Sortilege 


GrorsBEck, Hattey W. — Sonnet 


GRonBERG, FRED — Interval 
Demurrage 


Commonweal, Feb. 1,’28 
Gypsy, Winter, ’27 
Troubadour, June, ’28 
Troubadour, June, ’28 


Grove, Diana Uxine — Signs of Spring 


Pasque Petals, May,’28 


Gruss, Marion — A Chippendale Bookcase 


Gruse, Epwarp — Autumn Days 


Wayward Wings 


Gur, Bette Witiey — Love’s Hour 


Abraham Lincoln 


Sat. Rev. of Lit., June 9, ’28 
Pasque Petals, Mar., 28 
Pasque Petals, May,’28 

Lantern, Oct., ’27 
Amer. Poetry, Feb., 28 


GuiTeRMAN, ArTHUR — Harlequin 
Books: N.Y. Her.-Trib., April 22, ’28 


Diogenes 


Books: N. Y. Her.-Trib., June 17, ’28 


Gunverson, GerTrRuDE B,—The Trimmer 


To a Long-Buried Assassin 
Give Me a Singing Heart 
Alternative 
What If 
It Is Not Life 
My Petition 
Adventuring 
Angelus 
Expectant 
Transmuted 
Wild Wind 
To Sitting Bull 
In Recompense 
Tittle-Tattle 
Sacrament 
Duality 
The Song of the Mask 
Solitary 
Gunn, Exizaperu —Old Age 


Gunrer, Suiriry — Dead City 


Pasgue Petals, Aug.,’27 
Pasque Petals, Aug.,’27 
Christian Cent., Sept. 22,’27 
Christian Cent., Oct. 27, ’27 
Baptist, Oct. 29, ?27 

Pasque Petals, Nov., ’27 
Baptist, Nov. 26, ’27 

Poet’s Parchment, Nov., ?27 
Christian Cent., Jan. 5,728 
Baptist, Jan. 7,’28 

Baptist, Jan. 21, ’28 

Pasque Petals, Jan.,’28 
Pasque Petals, Feb., 28 
Christian Cent. Feb. 9,’28 
Amer. Poetry, Feb., ’28 
Christian Cent. Feb. 23,’28 
Christian Cent., June 14, ’28 
Pasque Petals, May, ’28 
Pasque Petals, July, 28 

Jun, League M., April, ’28 
Window, Feb. 14,28 


Gurney, Dororny Frances — Shepherds 


Commonweal, Sept. 28, ?27 


Hackett, Mrs. Arruur E, — Requiem 


Sunshine M., May, ?28 
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Hackett, Ratpu Emerson — Escape Century, Sept.,’27 


Knight-Errant Century, Nov., ’27 
Incoming Tide Harper's, Nov., 27 
Sonnet to a Lost Dog Century, April, ’28 
Haptey, Florence Jones— The Other Side of the 
Hill Magnificat, Oct., 27 
A Country Road at Sunset Magnificat, Nov.,?27 
At Night Magnificat, Feb., 28 
Are All the Children In? Magnificat, June, ’28 
Harcxer, M. C.— Midnight Pasque-Petals, Sept., °27 


Morning Glory Spring (To a first Granddaughter) 
Sunshine M., Feb., ’28 
Your Little Gray Home in the West 
Sunshine M., Mar.,’28 
HaeussLtEer, Liryian PauLine — Chastisement 
Amer. Poetry, Mar., ?28 
Hacer, Axice Rocrers— The Saga of the Silver Bird 
Lyric W., Nov.,’27 
Fontainebleau Gypsy, Winter, ’27 


Hacman, Bernice SmiTH — Impressions 
Pasque Petals, Mar., 28 


I'd Rather Pasque Petals, June, ’28 
Haicut, Dororuy — Requiem Commonweal, June 20,28 
Harey, Marcaret—To the Wind Interludes, Sum.,?27 
Harry, Morty AnpErson—In Appreciation of a 

Critic Cont. Verse, Aug.-Sept., 727 

“These Were His Teachers” Voices, April, ’28 

He Knew the Land Century, April, ’28 

Gold-Flecked Days Churchman, July 7,728 


Haut, Amanpa Benygamin — Without Defense 
Voices, Nov.,?27 


Didei Defensor Voices, Nov., ?27 
Jardiniere Voices, Nov., 27 
The Lost Summer Commonweal, Nov. 2,27 
“Here Sit the Aged Women” Voices, Mar., ’28 
Saint Francis Voices, Mar., ’28 
Matin Commonweal, June 27,28 
Hay, Frances—In Ballymotey Good Counsel, Mar.,’28 
There Is a Pathos Echo, Mar., ’28 
Song of Work Good Counsel, May, ’28 
The Whisling Lad Magnificat, May, ’28 
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Haut, James Norman— Year After Year, Courtyard 
of a Home for Blinded Soldiers, Paris, 1916 
Tanager, July, ’28 
Hau, JEANNIE PENDLETON — On the Prairie 
Interludes, Sum.,?27 
The Visions of Mary Interludes, Spring, 28 
Hari, T.O.—Longing Ky. Folk-Lore & Poetry, Oct.,’27 
Hatt, Witiiam L.—A Fool Never Forgives 
Muse & Mirror, Dec., ’27 


The Stars Muse & Mirror, Dec.,’27 
Hai, Wituiam Laroy —The Fall of the Leaf 
(Trans. from the Chinese) Troubadour, June, 28 


Hatverson, Frank A. — Eyes of Night 
Attic Salt, Mar. 17,28 
Haman-CoraLie Howarp — Ships That Pass 
Interludes, Winter, ?27-’28 
Hamiu, R. F.— Lost College Humor, June, ’28 
Hamitton, Ann — Saint Frideswide’s Chapel 
Voices, Dec., ’27 


Hamitton, ANNE — Anxiety Calif. Southland, Mar.,’28 
The Grasshopper Step Ladder, June, ’28 
Hamitton, Davip O.-— Epitaph Poetry, Mar., 28 
The North Wind Poetry, Mar.,’28 


Hamitton, Marion Eruet — Salt Sea Marsh 
Troubadour, June, ’28 
Cry During Anguish Commonweal, June 13,28 
Hamitton, Mary GLENN— Magdeline DePauw, Dec.,’27 
Hammonp, Hata Jean — Reincarnate (To G. S.) 
Step Ladder, Feb.,’28 


Hanes, Le1gH Buckner — Sunset Lyric, Oct.,°27 
Autumn Day Lyric, Nov., 27 
Jewel-Weed Lyric, Nov., ?27 
Snow Flakes Lyric, Jan., ?28 
Certain Signs Lyric, April, ’?28 
Mountains in Twilight Cont. Verse, June-July, ’28 

Hanton, Joun—Girl Child Commonweal, Aug. 10, ?27 
‘Triumphs Commonweal, April 11,’28 
Quietness Commonweal, April 18,28 


Hanson, Biancur — My Father’s Old Violin 
Sunshine M., Oct., ?27 
My land Where None Can See Sunshine M., Nov.,?27 
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Hanson, JosepH Mitis—Seicheprey (Sept. 12, 1918) 
Pasque Petals, Jan.,’28 


Hanson, Maser A. — Why? Pasque Petals, Oct.,’27 
Reaping a Song Sunshine M., Oct., 27 
Orbits Sunshine M,, Oct.,’?27 
Solitude Pasque Petals, Jan.,’28 
The Game Pasque Petals, Jan.,’28 
Transitory Pasque Petals, April, ’28 
If Such a Heart Had You Sunshine M., May, ’28 
Blue Bowls Sunshine M., May, ’28 
Rainbow Mists Pasque Petals, June, ’28 

Hanssen, Nora —A Swan-Song Gypsy, Spring, 727 


Harpinc, Puitie M.— Young Widower 
Cont. Verse, Apr.-May, ’28 
Moonlight Sonata (For Estelle Carrol Boissevain) 
Japm, July 16, 28 
Deserted Beach — Dawn Bozart, July-Aug., 28 
Harpy, Tuomas — “A Gentlemen’s Second-Hand Suit” 
Harper's, Mar., ’28 
Harms, Louise Pauxine — Northern Illinois 
No. Light, Jan.-Mar., 28 


Harris, Epirn — A Fall Crisis, Dec., ?27 
Harrison, Henry — Fora Sex Novel Boxart, Sept.-Oct., ?27 
Actress Bozart, Nov.-Dec., ’27 
The Fog Foot Prints, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
Request Bozart, July-Aug., ’28 
Harrison, Hiram B, — Invincible Pasque Petals, June, ’28 
The Modern Mother Sunshine M., June, 28 
Harrison, Sonia C. — Sauvity Bozart, Nov.-Dec., 27 


Hartrorp, L.— We can But View 
Jun. League M., Nov.,’27 


The Children’s Hour Jun. League M., Dec.,’27 
Hartman, Hersert — Morning Boxart, Mar.-Apr., ’28 
Redemption Voices, April, ’28 
The Lifted Lance Cont. Verse, Apr.-May, ’28 
Vintage Bozart, May-June, ’28 


Hartman, Jo.—The Desert Circle Interludes, Sum.,?27 
Two Characters from New England 
A Good Woman to Her Hearthstone 
Amer. Poetry, Sept., 27 


Shepherdess Lost—To a Boston Sewing Circle 
Amer. Poetry, Sept., ?27 
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A Fisher Phaon Lyric W., Oct., 7°27 
Hartsock, Ernest — Futility Cont. Verse, Aug.-Sept., ?27 


Imbecility Cont. Verse, Aug.-Sept., 727 
Epitaph for a Hypochondriac Oracle, Sept., 727 
To Passion Bozart, Sept.-Oct., 727 
Epitaph for Sister Helen Cont. Verse, Oct.-Nov., ’27 
Catalog Bozart, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
Advent Opportunity, Feb., 28 
Madonna in Flanders Cont. Verse, Feb.-Mar., ’28 
Christ at Eight Lit. Lan., Mar., ’28 
Euthanasia Oracle, Mar., ’28 
Qua Vadis Oracle, Mar., ’28 
Samson Agonistes Amer. Poetry, Mar.,’28 
Missionary to Mandarin Bozart, Mar.-April, ’28 
St. Simon’s Last Prayer Harp, Mar.-April, ’28 
Epitaph for Any Lady Cont. Verse, April-May, ’28 
At Carnegie Palo Verde, May, ’28 
Epitaph for a Hard-Boiled Virgin Bozart, May-June, ’28 
Pianist—Liszt Rhapsody Emory Phoenix, June, ’28 
Epitaph for God Cont. Verse, June-July, 28 
Plus Ultra Opportunity, July, 28 
Epitaph for a Newspaper Doctor Japm, July 16,’28 
Stratagem in the Woods Bozart, July-Aug., ’28 


Hartwicu, EtHEtyn Miter — Comprehension 
Pasque Petals, Sept.,’?27 


I Live a Prayer Pasque Petals, Dec., ?27 
Waiting Sunshine M., Mar.,’28 
Solitary Pasque Petals, April, ’28 
Retrospect, Sunshine M., May,’28 
Treasure Shared Pasque Petals, June, ’28 
My Shrines Abroad Pasque Petals, June, ’28 


Harvey, Victoria Unruu — Tragedy 
Harp, Mar.-April, ’28 
HasELTINE, BLANCHE SacE — Ozark Welcome 
Harp, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
Hass, KatHertine — At the Crib Magnificat, Dec., ?27 
Haste, GwEnpoLen — He’s Taken Her Back Again 
Amer. Mercury, Sept., ’27 
Sketch from Portrait Scribner’s, Mar., ’28 
Hastines, Crista — Lotus Flower 
College Humor, Sept., ’27 
The Governor Parr—Derelict Interludes, Spring, ’28 


514 


Hatren, Trerry— The Rebel Interludes, Spring, ’28 
Harton, Satire Lyrrie (Copy of Following folk- 
song) — 
Who Killed the Robin? 
Ky. Folk-Lore & Poetry, July, ’28 
Hawkins, WaLTER EvereTTE —I am Africa Crisis, July, ’28 
HawxripcE, Emma L.—A Warning Nation, Dec. 28, ’27 
HawruorneE, Haze — Criticism: English 2B 
Voices, Nov., ?27 
Even In Hell Voices, Feb., ’28 
HawruorneE, O. S. A.—Impress of the Crucifix on 
the Heart of St. Clare of Montefalco, O. S. A. 
Good Counsel, Oct., ?27 
And Christ Was Born in Bethlehem 
Good Counsel, Dec., 27 
Hayes, Florence A.— The Open Door 
Interludes, Winter, ’27-28 


Cryin’ Foh de Moon Attic Salt, Mar. 17,28 
Hayn, Marion Everett — Night Echo, Nov.,’27 
Hayne, Witiiam Hamitton — Nineteen Twenty- 

Eight Scribner’s, Jan.,’28 

The Stab Scribner’s, May, ’28 


Hays, James Lewis — Introspection 
Commonweal, Jan. 18,28 


Crickers Are Gleaners Commonweal, June 27,28 
Hazzarp, Atvira—The Penitent Sat. Eve. Quill, June, ’28 
Hearst, James— The Plowman Midland, Aug.,’27 

Belief Midland, Oct., 27 
Heatu, Gertrupe E.— The Lamb of the Shepherd 

Lad Magnificat, Dec., ?27 
Heatu, Monrok — Quaking Aspen Lyric W., Sept., ’27 

Kathryn Commonweal, Oct. 19, ?27 

Adagio Lyric W., Nov., 27 

April Hat Lyric, April, 28 

Oracle Harp, Mar.-Apr., ?28 

Parade Boxart, July-Aug., ’28 


Heazuitr, CLareEnce Warr -— Foster and His Friends 
Revisit the Old Kentucky Home 
Ky. Folk-Lore & Poetry, Oct.,’27 
Hecx, Henry J.—Ave Maria! Commonweal, Aug. 17,’27 
Hepces, Apa Hastincs — Release Poetry, Nov., 27 
Now Poetry, Nov., 27 
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Finale Muse & Mirror, Dec.,’27 


Gulls Voices, May, ’28 
One Autumn Night Voices, May, ’28 
Ebb-Tide Voices, May,’28 


Heprick, ALFRED R. — Cortot Interludes, Winter, ’27-28 


Heimpinper, B. A.— Laughter Comes Again 
Voices, May, ’28 


HeEtyjeson, L. V. — Contrast Pasque Petals, Sept., e2y 
‘Tolerance Pasque Petals, Mar.,’28 
Hidden Beauty Pasque Petals, June,’28 


HELLER, SAMUEL — Convent Landscape 
Bozart, Mar.-Apr., ’28 
Tropic Etching Lit, Lan., May 20,28 
Stars Japm, July 16,28 
Heiman, Resecca — Remembering 
Amer. Poetry, Sept., ’27 


An Old Sailor Good Counsel, Feb.,’28 
Faint-Heart Interludes, Spring, ?28 
Visit To An Old Harbor Good Counsel, Mar., 28 
Contrast Attic Salt, May 12,728 


Three Songs for a Summer Night 
Good Counsel, June, ’28 
Heminoway, Laura Cromer—An Easter Thought 
Magnificat, April, ’28 
Henverson, Daniet — Nantucket Whalers 
Step Ladder, Sept., ?27 
Song of the Virginia Colonial Planter 
Boxart, Sept.-Oct., 727 


A Dark Hour of the Revolution Voices, Feb., ’28 
Henverson, Rosz — Sea Love Step Ladder, Feb., 28 
Joseph Conrad Step Ladder, Feb.,’28 


Henpverson, Rutru Evetyn — Snobs 
College Stories, Sept., ?27 


The Touch Congregationalist, Sept. 2,’27 
Insight Congregationalist, Sept. 15,727 
Raise the Shades Teachers Guide, Oct., ’27 
Answer Midland, Oct., ’27 
Postponement Rectangle, Nov., ?27 
Assignment Harp, Nov.-Dec., ?27 
A Teacher Harp, Nov.-Dec., ’27 
Contest Living Ch., Dec. 3,727 
He Remains Real U.S, Service, Jan.,’28 
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Day’s End Homiletic R., Jan.,’28 


The Awakening of Lazarus Homiletic R., Feb., ?28 
The Party Poetry, Feb., ’28 
Crossing the Range Poetry, Feb., ’28 
Interim Poetry, Feb., ’28 
Half-Heard Poetry, Feb.,’28 
A Family of Elephants Jr. Red Cross, April, ’28 
Edipus Phi Beta Kappa Key, May,’28 
Resumé Boxart, May-June, ’28 
A Leader Boxart, July-Aug., ’?28 


Henpricks, Fora BisHor — At a University 
Poetry Folio, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
HeEnpricxs, Norma— Music from the Cornfield 
Foot Prints, Nov.-Dec., ?27 
The Mulatto Opportunity, June, ’28 
Henpricks, WaLTER — College and Pleasantly Times 
College Humor, Aug.,’27 


Poetry College Humor, Oct.,?27 
A Growing Tree Granite M., Oct., ’27 
Cosmic Saturday Poetry Folio, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
One Pebble Poetry Folio, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
Baby, Carriage, Fairy, Song College Humor, April, ’28 
Quick Acquainted College Humor, April, ’28 
Abutler in Acabaret College Humor, April, ’28 
The Farm: The Hired Man College Humor, May, ’28 
Fence Posts Cont. Verse, June-July, ’28 
HeENEGAN, HERBERT -— Pageantry Window, Spring, ’28 
HENNEBERGER, Marana A.—The Coulee Lariat, Oct., 27 
Henry, Axricre — Tempter Voices, Nov., ’27 
Henry, Nar. — First Conquest Cont. Verse, June-July, ’28 
Epitaph for Myself Cont. Verse, June-July, ’28 


HeEnton, Corie — Life’s Mightiest Truth 
Pasque Petals, Oct., ?27 
Waneeta Pasque Petals, June, ’28 
HeEwnsEL, LuisE—Puer ad Jesum Infamtem (trans. 
into Latin from the German by J. C. Plumpe) 
Commonweal, Jan. 11,’28 
Hensey, AticE Ferrin — Jewel-Words 
Pasque Petals, Sept.,’27 
Hepsurn, Eruer — Compensation Harp, Nov.-Dec., ’27 
Herap, Leon Srapian— The Ways of Death 
World Tomorrow, Oct., ’27 
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The Eagle World Tomorrow, Dec.,’ 27 


He Came; He Went Dial, Feb., 28 
Memorabilia Dial, Feb., ’28 
Phryne Dial, Feb., ’28 
A Wary Woman Poetry, July, ’28 
So To Me Poetry, July, ’28 


Hers, Sa Ran — The Legion Returns to France 
Lantern, Dec.,’27 


Herrick, JEAN — Time Gypsy, Winter, ’27 
Herrick, Roy LestizE—The Trail From the Pioneer 

Home Pasque Petals, Jan.,’28 

The Bad Lands Pasque Petals, Jan., 28 


Hersury, Hersert E.— Misanthrope Harp, Jan.-Feb.,’28 
HessLER, Wittiam —To Mother Sunshine M., May, ’28 
Heyn, Howarp — Mesa Palo Verde, May, ’28 
Hicxry, Acnes MacCarruy— To a Balloon Vender 
College Humor, Oct.,’27 
Plaint of a One-Time Green Field 
N. Y. Sun, Sept. 29, ?27 


White Street N. Y. Sun, Dec. 28,727 
Windmill N. Y. Sun, Mar. 9,728 
Disdain N.Y. Post, Mare1; 228 
Auction Rooms Harper's Bazar, Apr.,’28 
Miracle Cont. Verse, Apr., ’28 
Out of Every Day Christian Sc. Mon., Apr. 5,’28 
A Dream Came Down N. Y. Sun, Apr.13, 728 
Journeys Christian Cent., May, ’28 
May Morning Springfield R. (Sun. Mag.), 
May 27, °28 
Voyager Sign Mag., June, ’28 
Graveyard N. Y. Sun, July 2,728 
Hickman, J. G.—“An Elegy” Sunshine M., Feb., 28 
Mothers Day Sunshine M., Feb., 728 


Hicxs, Dona MErcepeEs — Question of Lovers 
Palo Verde, May, ’28 
Hicxy, Danie, WuireneEap — Little Things 
Bozart, Mar.-Apr., ?28 
Hiccrns, Joun LeE-—The Job Pasque Potals, Aug.,’27 


Escape Lit. Lan., Aug. 21,°27 
Elves and Fireflies Stratford Mag., Aug.,’?27 
And To the Poet Poet Lore, Autumn, ’27 
Disillusioned Pegasus, Nov., ?27 
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Nostalgia Lit. Lan., Dec.,’27 


Wings Stratford Mag., Feb., 28 
Weariness Pegasus, Feb., 28 
Quest Muse & Mirror, Summer, ’28 
Under the Skin Boxart, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
On the Sea-Wall Step Ladder, Feb.,’28 
A. D. 2000 Boxart, Mar.-April, ’28 
Hiiy, Cuester S.—Love Wise Attic Salt, Dec. 10, ?27 


Hixxy, EsrHer Crark — Of Beauty’s Fineness 
Harp, Sept.-Oct., ’27 
Hitz, Franx Ernest — This Is the Day When the 
Leaves Hang Voices, May, ’28 
Hii, Joun — Indian Girl Amer, Poet, June, ’28 
Hitt Marvin Luter— White Boughs 
Amer. Poetry, Aug.,’?27 


At Dawn Amer. Poetry, Oct.,?27 
The Artist Voices, Jan., ’28 
Free Amer. Poetry, Feb. ,’28 
White Morning Echo, April, 728 
The Hounds of Dawn Echo, April, ’28 
Hitt, Nicer — Song Voices, April, ’28 
HiLyiarp, FLorence T.—Mastery Aftic Salt, Oct. 15,?27 
Satiety Attic Salt, Feb. 18,728 
Banditry Attic Salt, May 12,728 
Hitman, Joun W. — Vignette DePauw M., Oct., ’28 
Hixryer, Evinor— A Mood Boxart, Jan.-Feb., ’28 


HI.iyeEr, Rospert — Remember Also 
Independent, Jan. 7,728 
Repartee Harp, Mar.-Apr., ’28 
Manorbier (To Mr. and Mrs. Arthur Machen) 
Dial, June, ’28 


_ Himuinsxy, Sa Ra -— Immaturity Harp, Dec., ’27 
Light Harp, Nov.-Dec., ’27 
The Butcher Foot Prints, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
Green Grass Foot Prints, Mar.-Apr.,’28 

Hincuman, Wa ter S. — Souls Harp, July-Aug., ?27 


Hopces, ExizasetH McCurxioucu — Spendthrift 
Amer. Poet, June, ’28 
Independence Amer. Poet, June, ’28 
Hopeson, Cecit E. C.— The Garden Pool 
Lyric W., Nov., 27 
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Honces, ExizapetTH McCutioucnH — The Thaw 
Amer. Poet, May,’28 


Hocan, STEVE — Maze Amer. Mercury, Sept., 27 

My Father Frontier, Mar.,’28 
Hocue, RicHarp WALLACE — Black Brother 

Opportunity, April, ?28 

Hour, Evetyn — To the Crocus Pasque Petals, May, 28 


Hoisincron, May FoLwELi — Druid to Roman 
Cont. Verse, Oct. Nov., ?27 


Atavism Foot Prints, Nov.-Dec., ’27 
Counting Sheep Bozart, Nov.-Dec., 27 
To One Who Flung the Dust Aside (Ruth Mason 


Rise) Attic Salt, Nov. 19,’27 
Her Nurse’s Dirge for Nola Gypsy, Winter, 27 
Fire-Weed in Autumn Attic Salt, Feb. 18,28 
A Time and Half-A-Time Harp, Mar.-April, ’28 
Greatness Amer. Poetry, May,’28 
The Bell Echo, May, ’28 


Meadow-Flute and Grass-Harp Attic Salt, May 12,’28 
Hoxserc, RutH Lancianp — November Findings 
World Tomorrow, Nov.,’27 


Communion Voices, Nov., ’27 
White Fire Voices, Nov., ?28 
Walden Pond Voices, Mar., ’28 
June World Tomorrow, June, ’28 
Bird-Flower Commonweal, July 25,28 


Hoxproox, WeaRE — Eddie Marony (ne Rabinowitz) 
College Humor, Nov.,’27 


Scarlet Synonyms College Humor, Dec., 27 
Celibrate College Humor, April, ’28 
Waiting for the Wagon College Humor, May,’ 28 


Hotven, Barpara—Sam—My Brother 
Treasure Chest, Aug.,’27 
Mother and Dad Treasure Chest, Nov.,?27 
Upon My Ship Treasure Chest, Nov.,’27 
Houpen, RayMonp — The Systems and Fellowmen 
Poetry, Sept., ?27 


Whom Wisdom Bewitched Poetry, Sept., 27 
To Quiet the Bitter Heart Poetry, Sept., ?27 
This Nation New Republic, Nov. 9,’27 
Awake Under Stars Nation, Feb. 1,’28 
Winter Among the Days New Republic, Feb. 29, ’28 
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Hotioway, Roperta—A Man Who Is at Home 
Within Himself Nation, May 30, ’28 
Houst, Marcir—Mary’s Disobeying Skates 
Treasure Chest, June, 28 
Horme, Jamie Sexton — Hunger Harp, July-Aug., ’27 
Old Sailors Cont. Verse, Aug.-Sept., 27 
Homes, A. JEAN — The Grass Comes 
Jasque Petals, May,’28 
Hoimes, Grorce Sanrorp—A Moment Only— 


Armistice Day Amer. Poetry, Nov., 27 
Houmes, Joun A.—Peter at His Mirror Poetry, Aug., ?27 
Remembering You, Long After Poetry, Aug., ’27 
Hormes, Joun Hayes— The Ballad of Charlestown 
Gaol Unity, Sept. 5, ?27 
Christmas—1917 Unity, Dec. 26, ’27 


Hoimes, Marcaret Exizapetu — Reflections 
Commonweal, July 25,28 
Homans, Dorornuy — The Paramount 
Sat. Rev. of Lit., May 19, ’28 
The Aquarium Sat. Rev. of Lit., May 19, ’28 
New York Skyline—7 P. M. 
Sat. Rev. of Lit., May 19, ’28 
Homes, GrorcE Sanrorp — January Amer. Poetry, Jan.,’28 
Hoop, Franx B. — Stick to Your Own Post and Win 
Messenger, April, ’28 
Hoopes, HELEN Ruopa—A La Carte Harp, Sept.-Oct., ’27 
Milton’s Daughters yc Way Oct. 27 
When Henry VIII. was King, Deborah Dreamed 
Amer. Poetry, Oct., ?27 


Wisdom of Pine Trees Harp, Nov.-Dec., ’27 
King’s Favor Bozart, Nov.-Dec., ’27 
Sunday Excursion Bozart, Nov.-Dec., ’27 
The Receipt of Fern Seed Amer. Poetry, Feb., ’28 
Woodcuts of Kansas Harp, Mar.-April, ’28 
Reversal Bozart, July-Aug., ’28 


Hoor, Freperick Ten —The Lame Brother 
Midland, Jan.-Feb., ’28 


The Bright Lights Midland, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
The Moon Midland, Jan.-Feb., 28 
The Prodigal Repents Midland, Mar.-April, ’28 
Towards Something Midland, Mar.-April, ’28 


Learning to Go on Bare Feet Midland, Mar.-April, ’28 
521 


The Talking House Midland, May-June, ’28 


Horxins, Rutu E. — Portrait Lyric, Dec., ?27 
Morning Poetry, July, ’28 
Horxins, Minnie Case — Prices Har per’s, Feb., 28 
Horcan, Paut — Wings Palo Verde, May,’28 
Mood Palo Verde, May, ’28 
The Curtain Palo Verde, May, ’28 
In the Corner Palo Verde, May, ’28 
A Notion Palo Verde, May, ’28 
And An Open Window Palo Verde, May,’28 
Grey Horizon Palo Verde, May,’28 
Some Blackbirds Palo Verde, May, ’28 
A Long Path Palo Verde, May, ’28 


Horne, Frank — Harlem, The Black Minstrel Sings 
Crisis, June, ’28 


Horntuat, Larry—Preference Harper's Bazaar, Jan., ’28 


Houck, Amy -— Silver Sewing Lyric W., Oct., °27 
Housman, A. E.— Letters and Comment: Fragment 
of a Greek Tragedy Yale R., Jan. 28 
Houwink, Epna — Midsummer Amer. Poetry, Aug., 27 
Hovey, Mary — The Rose Amer. Poet, May,’28 
Howarp, Sarau M. — Plans Oracle, Sept., 27 
Howe, Fave —A Forest Pool Gypsy, Winter, ’27 
All My Aprils Gypsy, Spring, ?28 


HoweEtt, ExizasetH — The Mountain 
Cont. Verse, June-July, ’28 
Howe ut, Ricuarp Cuirron — Dim Prayer 
Lyric W., Dec.,?27 
Howes, Hannan Cusuman — Silver Moon Oracle, Sept.,’27 
Message: To Ruth Mason Rice Attic Salt, Oct. 15, ?27 
The Pool Foot Prints, Nov.-Dec., ?27 
Hussey, Linptey Wituiams — Ghost Lyric, Nov., ?27 
Huser, Firorence M.—The Thousand Isles 
Harp, Sept.-Oct., ’27 
Hvesscu, Arina— Russia, To Unity Unity, Mar. 5,728 
Huesron, Cora M.—Welcome Guest Lantern, Dec.,?27 


Hucues, AuinE E. — Reality Stratford Mag., Mar.,’28 
Hucues, Lancsron — Freedom Seeker Crisis, Oct., ?27 
Being Old Crisis, Oct., ?27 


I Thought It was Tangiers I Wanted 
Opportunity, Dec., ?27 
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Hucues, RussELL MrerRtwETHER— The Drouth 
Interludes, Sum., ?27 


Adolescence Amer. Poetry, Jan.,’28 
Directions Bozart, Jan.-Feb., 28 
Saddle Song Amer. Poetry, April, ’28 


Hucuey, Rurn Witxarp — Blue Flame 
Harp, May-June, ’28 
Humpurigs, JosEPHINE — Nocturne 
Emory Phoenix, June, 28 
Hunn, KaTuerine — Aspiration 
Will-o’-the-W., May-June, ’28 
Hunt, Ropert Booxer— Choice for Pirrette 
Lyric, Dec., 727 


Elusive Mouse Bozart, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
Military Orders Bozart, Mar.-Apr., ’28 
Piano Solo Bozart, May-June, ’28 
Hunt, Rutu —Irish Song Inlander, April, ’28 


Hunter, Fanny Mippieton — One Day’s Dream 
Ky. Folk-Lore & Poetry, April, ’28 
One Day’s Dream Ky. Folk-Lore & Poetry, April, ’28 
Hunter, Grace — Chiaroscuro Midland, Aug.’27 
Old J.D: Tanager, Mar., ’28 
Hunter, W. F.—“A Balm in Gilead” 
Ky. Folk-Lore & Poetry, Oct., 27 
Hurp, Harry Ermore—A Hilltop Rendezvous 
Amer. Poetry, Aug.,’27 
Hurn, Douctas — “In Quires and Places” 
Muse & Mirror, Dec.,’27 
Hurst, Minnie Carvin — This Dawn 
Troubadour, June, ’28 
Hurcuison, Hazei Cotuisrer — Fall Night 
Foot Prints, Nov.-Dec., ’27 


Ways Foot Prints, Jan.-Feb.,’28 
Interior Nation, May, ’28 
So Voices, Feb., ’28 
Hyper, Crara—With Beauty Woo Me Gypsy, Winter, ’27 
Query z Gypsy, Spring, 728 
Hype, Cuarves L. — Winter Pasque Petals, April, 28 
Hype, Roperr—The Hermit Crab Dial, June, ’28 


VAnson, AticE — Chapultepec No. Light, Jan.-Mar., ’28 
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J., J. L.— Justice Unity, Mar. 19, 28 
Jackson, CorinnE HuntincTon — Subsistence 

Pasque Petals, May, ’28 
Jacxson, FLtorencre Frencu — The Sleeping Hill of 


Frankfort Ky. Folk-Lore & Poetry, Oct.,?27 
Jackson, WiniFRED VirciniA — Sickle Scythes 

The Main Bulletin 

Crooked Sticks The North East Journ, 

Jimmy Joe John Main Bulletin 


Jacogs, H. H.—Lil’ Tite Rope Walker 
Harp, May-June, ’28 
Jacogson, ExizasetH — To Death 
Foot Prints, Mar.-April, ’28 
Jacozpson, Eruen C. — Sitting Bull Speaks 
Pasque Petals, Feb.,’28 
Jarrray, Norman R. — Wanderlust 
College Humor, Dec.,’27 


Ballade of Heroes College Humor, Dec.,’27 
James, Berry — Disillusionment Pasque Petals, June, ’28 
James, SranLey B.— The Priest Magnificat, Mar.,’28 

Resurrection Magnificat, April, ’28 
JannaTH, Hepa — Harlem: Easter Messenger, May,’28 


JARRBOE, GEorGE — Abe the Olympian 
No, Light, Jan.-Mar., ’28 
JerrcoaT, Averitt —Ice Covered Barberry 
Harp, Jan.-Feb., 28 
Jerrers, Roprnson — The Women on Cythaeron 
Poetry, Jan.,’28 


The Trumpet Poetry, Jan.,’28 
Birth-Dues Poetry, Jan., ’28 
Stars Bookman, Mar.,’28 
Hurt Hawks Nation, Mar., ’28 
To a Young Artist Nation, Mar., 28 
Jerrries, J. Graypon — Truce Stratford, Sept., ?27 
Before the Dawn Will-o-the-W., Nov.-Dec., ?27 
The Earth Speaks Lariat, Dec., ?27 
Pinpoint Exhibit Poetry, Jan., ’28 
Snow at Night Stratford, Feb.,’28 
My Love Will-o’-the-W., Mar.-Apr., ’28 
White Violets Lariat, Apr., ’28 
Symbols Prism, May-June, ’28 
Fragment Cont. Verse, June-July, ’28 
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Pond in Winter Cont. Verse, June-July, ’28 


Sky-Writers Cont. Verse, June-July, 28 
Candles Cont. Verse, June-July, ’28 
Son of a Man Boxart, Mar.-April, ?28 
Jenxins, Marte — Coral Caves Tanager, May, ’28 


Jenkins, MarqueriTE DE Lorimer — Romance 
Inlander, Nov., 27 
Jenkins, OLIVER— New England Coast 
N.Y... World, septog,. 27 


Young Witch N. Y. World, Nov.16, ?27 
Orchid Harper's Bazaar, Des.,’27 
Portrait of Two Forge, Jan., °28 
Cigarette Poetry, Jan.,’28 
Prodigy Poetry, Jan.,’28 
Faithful Poetry, Jan., 28 
Miniature College Humor, April, ’28 
Puritan Cont. Verse, April-May, ’28 
Nostalgic Note N; Yorker, June 2, 728 
Old Mariners: Salem N.Y. World, June 11,728 
Hub Japm, July 30,28 
Decoration Japm, July 2,28 
Jenness, Mary—A Carol of Color Opportunity, Dec.,’27 
Race Opportunity, June, 28 


Jenney, Apetine M. — Pussy Willows 
Pasque Petals, Sept., ?27 


Jubilate Pasque Petals, Dec.,’27 
Ice Witcheries Pasque Petals, April, ’28 
A Quartrain To a Mother Pasque Petals, April, ’28 
The Eyes That Weep Sunshine M., June, ?28 
Jennincs, Amy S. — Atheist Japm, July 9, ’28 
Jennincs, Frances — Salvage Inlander, Novy.,?27 
Road in the Rain Inlander, Jan.,’28 


Jennincs, Leste NELson — The Gulls Know Best 
Nation, Aug. 31,27 
JeRNIGAN, GRACE Gappis— Heritage Harp, Nov.-Dec., 27 
Jouns, ANNE Pace—A Fir-Tree Prays Scribner’s, Jan.,’28 

Jouns, Epva—Oh, Wilful Thoughts 

Amer. Home, Sept. 15,27 
Poppies Behind Billboards Muse & Mirror, Dec.,’27 
Jounson, A. E.— The Potter’s Field Har per’s, June, ’28 
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Jounson, Atcyona—A Wild Rose Speaks 
Ky. Folk-Lore — Poetry, Oct.,’27 
Jounson, Cora Bappirr—A Prayer Pasque Petals, May,’28 
Jounson, Dororuy Cooper — Infidelity 
Step Ladder, April, ’28 
Jounson, Erta M.— Translated Foot Prints, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
Lenses Foot Prints, Mar.-April, ’28 
Jounston, Exxta Cotter — Summer 


Good Housekeeping, Aug.,’27 


The Quiet House Prism, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
The Poet Classmate, July 7,’28 
Revenants Gypsy, June, ’28 
Jounson, Fenton — Sweet Love O’Dusk Crisis, Oct., ?27 


The Mother o’ Dusk and Her Babe Crisis, Jan.,’28 
Jounson, Grorrrey — The Norwich Road 
Virginia Quart. Rev., July, ’28 
Jounson, Grorcia Douctas — Hope Crisis, June, ’28 
Jounson, JosEPHINE — “Die Down, Bright Fountain—” 
Harp, Nov.-Dec., ’27 


Peter Palms, Feb. 28, 28 
Possum Palms, Feb., ’28 
Snow Lyric, May, 28 
Summoned Will-o’-the-Wisp 


Jounson, Ricuarp V.—The Seasons Opportunity, Mar., ’28 
Jounson, S. Mitter—For the Shop Girl 


Messenger, Nov.,?27 


Jounson, Stppre Jor — After Echo, Apr.,’28 
Ballad of the Old Woman Amer. Poetry, May, ’28 
Jounson, W1LLarp — Whisper Palo Verde, May,’28 
Jonas, ALEXANDER — We are Three Jolly River Boys 
Forester 
On The Headworks Forester 
The Song of Fair Kate Loring Forester 
In The Crew of Red MacPhee Forester 
Jonas, Rosarrz M. — Hail and Farewell Crisis, Aug., ?27 
Jones, Eres — Daybreak Pasque Petals, April,’28 
Jones, Lipa Davis — Borrowers Bozart, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
Jones, Norma Knicur — Secret Bread Harp, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
Jones, Pametia Peart — Joy Lariat, Oct., ?27 
The Quest Lariat, Oct., ?27 
A Marine Pastel Lariat, Oct., ?27 
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I Have No Love for Things Alike 
Muse & Mirror, Dec.,’27 


Three Things Amer. Poetry, Nov.,?27 
Prophecy Voices, April, 28 
To the Great Lover Voices, April, 28 
Jongs, Suz Carmopy — Paradox Harp, Jan.-Feb., 28 


Jones, Jr., THomas S. — Quatrains 
Bost, Eve. Transcript, April 14, ’28 


Jones, Vincent — De-Wived Boulevardier, Sept., ?28 
An Earth-Worm Ponders Palo Verde, May, ’28 
The Bonnet on the Rail Lariat, Aug.,’27 
Mother Lariat, Aug., 27 
Possessions Calif. Southland, Aug.,’?27 
Echo Answered Poets Parchment, Aug.,?27 
Eileen Poets Scroll, Aug.,?27 
Tryst in Silver Wasp, Aug. 6,27 
You Are Not Alone Lariat, Sept.,’27 
Seek Ye the Law Truth Seeker, Sept. 17,27 
Thanks Bookmakers Folio, Summer, ’27 
Destiny Wasp, Sept. 10, ’27 
Catechetical Saturday Night, Oct. 8,’27 
Far Roams the Eye Poets’ Parchment, Oct.,?27 
Tactics Poets Scroll, Oct., ?27 
Yellow Cat Prism, Nov.-Dec., ’27 
Emancipation Lariat, Nov., ?27 
By Nothing Agitated Circle, Nov.-Dec., ’27 
Our Sea of Dreams Wasp, Nov. 5,’27 
Ballad of Bolivar Brant Pegasus, Nov., ?27 
If You But Knew Poets Scroll, Nov., 27 
To One in a Hurry Poets Parchment, Nov.,’27 
Lowland Pastel Lariat, Dec., ’27 
Verily Wasp, Dec. 3,727 
Vm Turning Away (Sun. Mag.), Times, Jan. 8,’28 
Petition Denied Prism, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
A Fiend Goes Gibbering Wasp, Jan. 7,28 
The Night Looked In Wasp, Jan. 14,28 
A Song Shall Rise Golden Rule Magaxine, Feb.,’28 
The Hidden Way Pegasus, Feb., 28 
The Black Oak Road Pioneer, Feb., ?28 
Two Moods Wasp, Feb. 18, 28 
Those Who Pray Golden Rule Magazine, Mar.,’28 
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Euphorbia 

Many Mosses 

That Smiling Swede 
Motor in the Mountains 
What I Remember 
The Mystagogue 
Jocosity 

An Ichthyic Idyl 

The Forgotten Prisoner 
Leaving Father’s Farm 
O Smite These Chains 
Connubial Crepe 
Bursting Bubbles 

Out of the Treadmill 
Blushing Unseen 

Fear 

If God Made Cooties 
A Wanton Calls 

A Test of New Thought 
Samarkand 

The Woods-Monarch 
Wood’s Longing 

Forest Memory 

Logging in the Rain 
Autumn 

Jonson, ArTHUR — Narcissus 
Plea 

Lake Nanhou 

The Three Princesses 
Girl at the Mirror 

Cycle of the Seasons 
Northern Death 
Madinore 

Todays and Yesterdays 

I Heard Children Singing 
The Hounds of Night 
Beauty 

Spring Rain 


( 


Saturday Night, Mar. 10,728 
Wasp, Mar. 3,728 

Wasp, Mar. 24,28 

Wasp, Mar. 31,728 

Van, Apr., 28 

Truth Seeker, Apr. 14,728 
Visions, Apr., ?28 

Sun. Mag.), Times, Apr. 29,28 
Overland Monthly, May,’28 
Pegasus, May, ’28 

Reason, May-July, ’28 

Wasp, May 5,728 


Golden Rule Magazine, June, ’28 


Wasp, June 16,28 

Wasp, June 16,28 

Wasp, June 30,28 

Wasp, June 30,728 
Visions, June-July, ’28 
Wasp, July 21,28 

Poets Parchment, Sept., ?27 
Poets Scroll, Sept., 27 
Poets Scroll, Sept.,?27 
Poets Scroll, Sept., ?27 
Poets’ Scroll, Sept., ?27 
Poets? Scroll, Sept., ?27 
Lyric W., Sept., 727 

Lyric W., Sept.,°27 

Lyric W., Sept., ?27 

Lyric W., Sept., ?27 

Echo, Sept., ?27 

Lariat, Oct., ?27 

Voices, Oct., ?27 

Lariat, Oct., ?27 

Poets Scroll, Feb., ’28 
Poets Parchment, Feb.,’?28 
Poets Scroll, Apr.,’28 
Poets’ Parchment, Apr.,’28 
Poets’ Parchment, May,’28 


Juute, Sister — To Mary 
Justice, Witiiam M. — Inspiration 


Ky. Folk-Lore & Poetry, Oct., ?27 
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Commonweal, May 9,’28 


Kacouara, Frank — Song of the Lost in Love 
Window, Spring, ’28 
Kaun, Heten R.—If 1 Had Known America, July 21,’28 
Karrn, Brooxs — The Desert Frontier, May, ’28 
KaLuLEnBAcH, Marie ScHuute — Vigil Lights 
Commonweal, Dec. 21,’27 
Via Crucis Commonweal, May 2,28 
Kantor, Macxinuay — Excursion Tickets, $3.00 
College Humor, Aug.,?27 
Miss Dor’thea College Humor, Sept., 27 
Run-Sheep-Run Voices, Oct., ?27 
Sonnet on Hocking One’s Watch 
College Humor, Oct., 27 


Pegasa Voices, Jan., 28 
The Last Boar Amer. Poetry, Mar., 728 
Rumble Seat College Humor, June, ’28 
Old Gensman and the Elves Amer. Poetry, June, ’28 


KapsTEin, IsraEL JamEs— New York Skyline 
Poetry, June, ’28 
KasLte, Mrs. Sam — Notes for a Modern History of 
the Jews Menorah Journ., Aug.,’27 
Kay, Ropert— The Rainbow’s Message 
Amer. Poet, June, 28 
Kearns, Joun —Song of the Umbrella Mender 
Sunshine M., Nov.,’?27 


The Golden Wedding Sunshine M., Mar., 28 
The Crocus Sunshine M., Mar.,’28 
Keecu, Litytian SuE— Deserted Circle, Oct., 727 
The Wraith Circle, Nov.-Dec., ’?27 
Winter Granite M., Jan.,’28 
American ‘Tapestry Lariat, July, ’28 
Free Amer. Poetry, July,’28 
The Farmer’s Wife The Granite Monthly, May, ’28 
The Financier Bozart, July-Aug., ’28 
New Times Ky. Folk-Lore & Poetry, July, ’28 


Keiiey, Erne. —The Flaming Sword Bookman, Aug.,’27 
Kexitocc, Lucie — Lone Worshipper 
Foot Prints, Jan.-Feb., 28 
Tenacious Poet Will-o’-the W., Apr., ’28 
Revenge Harp, May-June, ’28 
Kexzy, Saran HammMonp — A Woman’s Last Word 
Echo, Nov., ?27 
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‘Motive Echo, Mar., 28 


Courage Commonweal, July 18,728 
Ker, Forrest M. — May Pasque Petals, Oct.,’27 
Twilight Pasque Petals, Apr.,’28 
Fate Pasque Petals, June,’28 
The Spirit of Spring Pasque Petals, June, ’28 


Kemp, Harry — Lines to a Ship-Model 
Sat. Rev. of Lit., Aug. 13,727 


I am Not One Who Holds Harper's, Apr., 728 
Mediocrities Nation, Apr. 4,728 
Kennepy, Leo — Mad Boy’s Song America, Apr. 11,728 
Blind Girl Commonweal, June 20,28 


Kenny, S. J.. Micuaet — The Parting of Nazareth 
America, Apr. 14,’28 
Kenyon, BerniceE—Sombre Serenade Scribmer’s, Mar., 28 
Kenyon, THEpDA— Two in a Taxicab Voices, Feb., ’28 
Kroucu, Epna-—In the Park San Franciscan, July, 28 
Kerr, Fioy — Lethe Sunshine M., Dec.,’27 
Kerr, S. J.. Epwarp A.—A Reflection (Of a Young 
Priest after His First Mass) Magnificat, June, ’28 
KETTELL, RussELL H. — Skyscrapers 
Independent, Feb. 18,28 
KeysNer, BLANCHE WuitTinc — Etching 
Commonweal, Mar. 28, ’28 


Winter Gardens House and Garden, Jan.,’28 
Kipp, WatLTEeR Evans—'Two Faces Free Verse, Autumn, ’27 
Late Autumn Muse & Mirror, Dec., ?27 


Dusk at the Rainbow’s Edge Muse & Mirror, Dec.,’27 
Bedding Cattle against the First Snow 
Commonweal, Dec. 14, ?27 


Thirst and Hunger Voices, Jan., 728 
Her Unseen Harvest No, Light, Jan.-Mar., ’28 
Snow Smoke Commonweal, Mar. 7,’28 
Sea Petals Poetry, Mar., ’28 
Cattle Shading In Poetry, Mar., 28 
The Old Ranch Widow Poetry, Mar., ’28 
New England Bachelor Poetry, Mar., ’28 
Her Marble Sleep Poetry, Mar.,’28 
Black Orchards Poetry, Mar., ’28 
Spring Comes to the Ranch Frontier, Mar.,?28 


Kimpsron, JANET — Pumpkin Rind Dolls 
Pasque Petals, Jan.,’28 
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Frost Tonight Pasque Petals, May,’28 
Kimets, Sopnie B.— Humility Inlander, Apt.,?28 
Krinper, Carotine M.-— April Ist Ammer. Poetry, Apr.,’28 
Kinc, AnNrE GraHamM—An Easter Message 

Magnificat, Apr., ?28 


Kinc, Emma B.—A Petition Amer, Poetry, Oct., ?27 
Kinc, Jr., James Gore — Once Voices,. Apr., 28 
KInKADE, Epwarp — Sunset Interludes, Summer, ’?27 
KrnsoLvinc, Satty Bruce — April Dusk Lyric, Apr., 28 

Spring No. Amer. Rev., May, 28 


Kirx, Murray Ketrcuam — The Black Hills 
Amer. Poetry, Aug.,’27 
The Flag of Hope, Sunshine M., Dec.,’27 
The Sunset Trail Pasque Petals, Jan.,’28 
Summer Morn at Sylvan Lake  Pasgue Petals, June, ’28 


Kirxpatrick, Marie Buett — Fond Memory 
Sunshine M.,’Nov.,’27 


My Mountains Sunshine M., Dec., 27 
Kit, Jesse Weser—The Analyst Interludes, Summer, ’27 
Windward Attic Salt, Feb. 18,28 
Kier, ApranamM M.—Haman Menorah Journ., Nov.,’27 
Esther Menorah Journ., Nov.,’27 
Mordecai Menorah Journ., Nov.,’?27 
Vashti Menorah Journ., Nov.,’27 
Ahasuerus Menorah Journ., Nov.,’27 


Kxrock, E. H. — Twilight Longings 
Sunshine M., Feb.,’28 


When You Need a Friend Sunshine M., May,’28 
Wide Open Spaces Sunshine M., May, ’28 
Knicut, Anita G .— Peace Harp, May-June, ’28 
To a Poet From His Patron Harp, May-June, ’28 
Knox, Eruet Loutsr — Lady Macbeth Voices, Dec., ?27 
Knox, JouHn — Possessions Voices, Mar., 28 
The Martyr Voices, Mar.,’28 
The Alligator in the Park Voices, Mar., ’28 
Knox, Minnie Farcre — Echoes From the Painted 
Porch Pasque Petals, June, ’28 


Kornic, ELeanor C. — Another Spring 
Cont. Verse, Aug.-Sept., 27 
The Shadow Voices, Oct.,’27 
Listener Commonweal, Oct. 5,27 
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Holy Communion in Childhood 
Commonweal, Jan. 18,’28 
The Grave Woman Poetry, July, ’28 
Koun, Waiter F.— Enchantment by Water 
Midland, Jan.-Feb.,’28 
KonIGNACHER, ADELLE— Autumn Dawn 
Treasure Chest, Sept., 27 
Krarr, M.—The Mole Lyric W., Oct.,°27 
KraMer, ARTHUR— The Old Age of Eve 
Poetry, Dec., ’?27 
KraMErR, Epcar DaniEL—Mendicant Magnificat, Aug.,’27 


Talents Magnificat, Oct., 27 
Fairy Child America, Oct. 1,27 
Free Magnificat, Nov.,’27 
Sybil America, Jan. 7,728 
Parting Magnificat, Jan.,’28 
First Snow Magnificat, Feb., 28 
Last Night Magnificat, Mar.,’28 
Inevitable America, Mar. 24, ’28 
Growth America, Apr. 21,28 
Friends Magnificat, June, ’28 
Rebel America, July 7,’28 
Krapr, C. P.P.S., Martin A.—7To Christ the 
King Magnificat, Oct., 27 
“Tenebre Factz Sunt” Commonweal, Feb. 22,28 
Krarup, Miriam HetipeEmMan—In Memory of a 
Musician Good Counsel, Mar.,’28 


KresEnsky, RayMonp — His World Free Verse, Autumn, ’27 
Prayer for One Who Loves Winds 
Commonweal, Sept. 28, ?27 


Revolt Echo, Oct., ?27 
He Had a Way Amer. Poetry, Jan.,’28 
Finality Bozart, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
Snow Bells Midland, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
Lullaby Midland, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
Good Farmers Midland, \an.-Feb., ’28 
No Man Speaks Midland, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
Nothing Ever Changes Here Midland, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
No More a Dead Tree Midland, Jan.-Feb.,’28 
Winter Sparrows Voices, Jan., 28 
My Mother’s Dress Commonweal, Jan. 4,728 
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Wall-Paper for a Child’s Room 


Commonweal, Feb. 8,’28 


Blue Gold Commonweal, Mar. 28,28 
In Other People’s Houses Commonweal, Mar. 7,28 
Protection College Humor, Apr.,?28 
Two Birds Flying Cont. Verse, June-July, ’28 
Steel Tanager, July, °28 
Kreymporc, ALFRED — Humanity Poetry, Aug.,?27 
Poet Poetry, Aug., 27 
‘Thieves Poetry, Aug.,’27 
This Grave Poetry, Aug.,?27 
Contemporary Poetry, Aug., °27 
Hobe Poetry, Aug.,°27 
Two Weeks Poetry, Aug.,?27 
Manhattan Epitaphs Poetry, Aug.,?27 


August 22nd: A Red-Letter Day 
Cont. Verse, Oct.-Nov., ’27 


Stranger and Stranger Har per’s, Feb., ?28 
Credo Harp, Mar.-Apr., 28 
Skeptic Harp, Mar.-Apr., 28 


Youth and the Future Lose Another Marathon 
Harp, Mar.-Apr., 28 


Hand in Hand Harp, Mar.-Apr., ’28 
Not Too Reticent Now! Harper’s, May, ’28 
Cape Cod Confession Bookman, May,’28 
Conrad and I Bookman, May, ’28 
Caissa Nods Bookman, May, ’28 
Bass River and The Nile Bookman, May, ’28 
An Open Door Nation, May 23, ’28 


The Lost Sail, The Hand of Understanding 
Poetry, July, ’28 
Krucer, Dororuy — Love Crisis, Aug.,?27 
Homing Pigeons Cont. Verse, Aug.-Sept., 727 
The Tea Room Called the Hole in the Wall 
College Humor, Dec.,’27 
Now You Are With Me Everywhere 
Cont. Verse, June-July, ’28 
Kusku.is, EvizaBeTH — Going Echo, Dec,, ’27 
Kurnicx, SamueL—I Played the Piper 
Foot Prints, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
Pondering Foot Prints, Mar.-Apr., ’28 
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TEAR Bs—eLovAS Ie Jun. League M., Feb.,’28 
La FoLuertre, SuzANNE — The Wind on the Heath 
Harper's, Nov., 27 


Ulysses Century, Dec., 27 
LaipLaw, Louise Burton — Life Spur, Feb., 28 
Each Season’s Wine Poetry of Today, June-July, ’2 
Hermes Ascendant Poetry of Today, June-July, ’28 
Wolfclouds Cont. Verse, June-July, ’28 
Latinc, ALEXANDER — Colvin’s Son Century, Sept., ’27 


Norwich Mill Pond: Winter Afternoon 
Independent, Nov. 19,27 


Portrait of a Believer Voices, Jan., 28 
A Woman’s Debt to Women Voices, Mar., ’28 
The Last Romantic Independent, Mar. 3,’28 


The Taken Citadel Books: N. Y. Her.-Trib, Apr.,8,’28 
Lairp, CHaRLTon Grant — He Who Gets Slapped 
Harp, Nov.-Dec., ?27 


Lairp, Fioy Davis— Mona Lisa Harp, Nov-Dec., ’27 
LaxE, GreorcE Burr — Dance Step Ladder, Sept.,’27 
LatuLau, AquaH — Poem Crisis, Oct., ?27 
Lams, MarcareT ZERELDA-—-You Must Not Bind 

My Thoughts Jun, League M., Oct.,’27 


LamBert, A. E.—South Dakota Sunshine M., Feb., 28 
Lamson, Martua Newton — Thrift Harp, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
Lanprum, Grace Warren — Autumn at Westhamp- 


ton (ToiN.C..C,) Interludes, Winter, ’27-28 
Lanuam, C. T.—Chinese Lanterns America, Oct. 1, ?27 
Adjuration America, Nov. 12,27 
The Fourth Magus America, Jan. 7,728 
Flakes of Snow America, Feb. 11,728 
Conquest America, Mar. 3, ’28 
West Point Har per’s May, ’28 
The New House America, May 12,’28 
For One Lost America, July 7,28 


Laramore, Vivian YEISER— Three Mornings 
Harp, July-Aug., ’27 


Under the Stars Amer. Poetry, Oct., ?27 
Sleep Larte, Oct, 227 
The Poet Lyric, Oct.,?27 
Autumn from an Omnibus Voices, Dec., ?27 
Tryst Lyric, Dec., ?27 
Etching Amer. Poetry, Jan.,’28 
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December Amer. Poetry, Dec.,’27 
Capella Amer. Poetry, Feb.,’28 
Waiting Amer. Poetry, Apr.,’28 
LarocquE, EL1zABETH — What Becomes of Love 
Scribner's, May, ’28 
Larsson, R. Ettswortu — Three Pages for an Auto- 


biography Dial, Dec., ?27 
LaruE, Joun WeELiincton— When Days Grow 
Old Gypsy, June, ’28 
Lattimore, RicHmMonp — Lucretius Voices, Apr., 28 
Leave Taking in September Voices, Apr.,’28 
The Lonely Man Voices, Apr., ?28 
Those Who Died Voices, Apr., °28 
We Three Voices, Apr., 28 
Clytaemnestra Voices, Apr., 28 
LawrENcE, AnN—Roses and Thorns Messenger, Apr.,’28 
New York Messenger, Apr., 28 
The Country Storm Messenger, May, ’28 


LawrRENCE, Gorpon — Museum Piece 
World Tomorrow, Apr.,’28 
Lawrence, H. G.—South Dakota  Pasgue Petals, Apr.,’28 
LawrENCcE, Irma C. — Bondage 
Will-o’-the-W., May-June, ’28 
LawrENcE, Marianne — Before the Sunrise 
Voices, May, ’28 
Lawson, ANNA— When Ma Goes Out Crisis, Dec., ?27 
Lawson, ELEANoR EversFiE Lp — Life 
Interludes, Winter, ’27-28 
Lawson, ExisaneTu (Singer of the following folk- 
song)—I am On My Way 
Ky. Folk-Lore & Poetry, July, ’28 
Lawton, Gerorce — Spring Japm, July 16,728 
Lea, Peter A. — Gratitude Attic Salt, Oct. 15,27 
Leacu, Marcia Lewis—A True Loving Cup 
Stretford Mag., June, ’28 
Leaver, Pautine —The Rejected Lover: A Block 
of Images Poetry, Feb., 28 
The Delusion Poetry, Feb.,’28 
Lesotp, Mepprz Maze — Shanghai Town Artist 
Lariat, Sept., ?27 
Bittersweet Amer. Poetry, Oct.,?27 
Ashes Lariat, Dec., ’27 
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Uta Muse & Mirror, Dec.,’27 
LEcHLITNER, RutH— Old Barn 
Books: N. Y. Her.-Trib., May 20,28 


The Radical Nation, July 25,728 
LEDERER, SapIE — The Visitor Foot Prints, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
Tanka Foot Prints, Mar.-Apr., ’28 
Ler, AcNneEs — Having Read Lenotre Poetry, Oct., ?27 
In an Old Homestead Poetry, Oct., ?27 
A Man Walks Home Poetry, Oct., ?27 
Lee, Borcuitp — Sound Commonweal, Sept. 21,727 
The Runner Muse & Mirror, Dec.,’27 
Factory Girl Muse & Mirror, Dec.,’27 
My Mother’s Mother Speaks Poetry, Feb., ’28 
Newcomer Ragna Poetry, Feb.,’28 
Sorrow’s Seed Harp, May-June, ’28 
Altitudes Japm, July 23,728 
Ler, Lawrence — The Cherry Tree Bozart, Nov.-Dec., ’27 
Brief Men Bozart, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
To a Native State Virginia Quart Rev., Apr.,’28 
A Letter to Albermarle Scribner’s, June, ’28 
Headstone for a Quarrel Century, July, ’28 
Along This Sand Virginia Quart Rev., July,’28 


Ler, Muna — Villanelle of His Preference 


Commonweal, Nov. 23,27 


Portrait America, Feb. 4,728 
The Unforgotten America, Feb. 18,728 
An Old Story America, Apr. 28,28 
Last Word America, June 23,28 


Ler, Ropertr Cranston — Searchlights 

Amer. Home, 
Lees, Karrina S.— Sublimation Jun. League M., Nov.,’27 
LEEPER, GERTRUDE Bryan-— Protest Palo Verde, May, ’28 


Protest Palo Verde, May,’28 
LeFF, Auicr — This Is Sleep Pasque Petals, Aug.,’27 
A Child’s Silent Farewell Pasque Petals, Dec., 27 


LeHMER, Derrick Norman — Militarism 
Step Ladder, Apr.,’28 
Lerrcu, Mary Sinton —The Ring of Brandon 
Lyric, Aug., ?27 


Wings Commonweal, Sept. 7,’27 
The Empty Sepulchre Lyric, Nov.,’?27 
Earthquake Personalist, Jan.,’28 
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To a Doomed Man 
Sea Words 


Harpers Bazaar, Feb.,’28 
Lyric, May, ’28 
Fun’ral Sermon Lyric, May, ’28 
Thomas Hardy: Agnostic Lyric, May, ’28 
Fire Lyric, June, ’28 
The Bo’s’n Bozart, July-Aug., ’28 
Leire, Viota— August Rain Pasque Petals, June, ’28 
LeLanp, Exsa Tupor—To Sacco and Vanzetti 
Unity, Oct. 24, ?27 
Pasque Petals, Aug.,’?27 
Pasque Petals, Dec.,’27 
Pasque Petals, Apr.,’28 


Lempeck, Mrerite— The Puddle 
The Gum Drop Rose 
Moon Paths 
Lemont, JesstE—Sea-Gull and Love 
Cont. Verse, Aug.-Sept., ?27 
LENpDRUM, FREDERICK —In His Own Image 
Inlander, Apt.,’28 
Lreonarp, AMy Barron—Two Women 
Harp, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
Lronarp, Dorotuy — Faith Unity, Feb. 13, ’28 
Winter Wealth Commonweal, Mar. 7,’28 
Birthday in Bed Commonweal, Mar. 21,’28 
“ixace Books: N. Y. Her.-Trib., Apr. 29, ’28 
“For What We Have Received” Unity, May 7,728 
Black Roads Unity, May 21,728 
Eloi— Unity, May 28, ’28 
The Trapper (Old Style) Unity, June 11,728 
Lerts, WinirreD M.—The Road to School 
Commonweal, June 13,’28 
LeveTTE, Harry — The Aster Opportunity, Oct.,’27 
Lewis, Constance Deminc — Road 
Interludes, Winter, ?27-?28 
Lewis, Cora G. Before I take the Unknown Way 
Harp, Mar.-Apr., ’28 
Lewis, Evinor Coox — Fugitive Japm, July 30,28 
Lewis, J. Frank — Philosopher DePauw M., Dec.,’27 
Lewis, Litian — Time Lyric W., Sept., ’27 
Lewis, May—The Spirit of a Dead Eagle Ad- 
dresses His Stuffed Form Voices, Oct., ?27 


Then Suddenly— 
Winter Bison 
Midwinter Walk 
Elect 


Voices, Oct., 27 


Commonweal, Nov.30, ?27 


Commonweal, Jan. 4,728 
Voices, Feb., 28 


Bridges Voices, Feb., ’28 


February Voices, Feb.,’28 
Birds Voices, Feb.,’28 
The Book Voices, Feb.,’28 
Lewis, Sytvia — Optimism Lyric W., Sept., 727 
LreBERMAN, E isa — Black Magic Nation, Dec. 28, ’27 
At the Restaurant Table Cont. Verse, Apr.-May, ’26 


LinpBERc, J. C.—You Are Wonderful in Death 
Pasque Petals, Oct., 27 


Retaliation Pasque Petals, Mar.,’28 
For Five Long Years Pasque Petals, June, 28 
LinDERMAN, Frank B.-— Old Bateese Frontier, May, ’28 
Linpsay, [RENE — Dust Pasque Petals, June, ’28 


Linpsey, Nerra— Give Me Flowers Now 
Pasque Petals, Aug.,’27 


LinpsEy, THEREsE — White-Oaks Voices, Dec., ?27 
Linton, Martua—Fulfillment Foot Prints, Nov.-Dec., ’27 
The Best Poem Foot Prints, Mar.-Apr., 28 


LippMANN, ARTHUR L. — Father’s Comic Stripling 
College Humor, Oct., 27 
Ballad of the Overwhelming Power of Love 
College Humor, Oct.,’27 
Wall Motto for a Grouch’s Guest Room 
College Humor, Apr.,’28 
LisLE, CHARLEs J.— When I Came West Lariat, Oct., 27 


LisTER, QUEENE B.— Maydie Voices, Nov., ’27 
But a Crowded Street Muse & Mirror, Dec., ’27 
From a Young Girl’s Grave Muse & Mirror, Dec.,’27 
“My Maw—” Muse & Mirror, Dec.,’27 
The Witch Who Sinned Independent, Dec. 3,27 
Mary Walks Commonweal, Dec. 21,’27 
A Gould Ob Tea Voices, Jan.,’28 
Sophronia Lumley Voices, Jan., 28 


Lirrie, B. BELLE —Sodden Leaves Azer. Poetry, Mar., 28 

Lirrite, KarHertne Day — The Cloud-Racer 
Scribner’s, Apt.,’28 

LirrLEwortTH, Dororuy —’The Negro Child 
Opportunity, Feb., 28 

Litsey, Epwin CaruisLE — The End of the Road 

Ky. Folk-Lore & Poetry, Oct., ’27 
Lirsey, Saran — Progression Cont. Verse, Feb.-Mar., ’28 
Old Ladies Home Japm, July 23,28 
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Livencoop, Marcaret AnN—A Sailor’s Song 
of the Sea Ky. Folk-Lore & Poetry, Apr., 28 
Livesay, Dorotuy K.— Sympathy 
Cont. Verse, June-July, ’28 
LivincsToNE, Manet — The Garden 
World Tomorrow, Aug., 27 


Luoyp, ANNE — Home-Coming Commonweal, Dec. 7,27 
LocHBILER, Don — Dam Dial, Mar., ’28 
Delancey Street Overture Dial, Mar., ’28 
The Head Dial, Mar., ’28 


Locke, ELEanor — “The Treasure Chest” 
Treasure Chest, Aug., 27 


If I Were a Squirrel Treasure Chest, Aug.,?27 
A Little Boy of My Dream Treasure Chest, Oct.,’27 
Lillian and Marjory Treasure Chest, June, ’28 


LockHarT, ARTHUR JoHN— The Lesbian Lady 
Step Ladder, Dec.,’27 
Locxwoop, MapeLinE WarTELL — River Boat 
Stratford Mag., June, 28 
LoEscHER, IRENE—In Bethlehem Foot Prints, Nov.-Dec., ’27 
Locan, Joun A.—Spring Time in Kentucky 
Ky. Folk-Lore & Poetry, Oct., ?27 
Lome, Rosertr LippEeuu — Pick-Pocket Echo, Apr.,’28 
Loncest, AmMy M.-— Written in Kowloon, China 
Ky. Folk-Lore & Poetry, Oct., ?27 


Moonlight Ky. Folk-Lore & Poetry, Oct., ?27 
LoncFELLow, HEersBert H. — Youth Lyric, Jan.» °28 
Mary Lyric, Apr.,’28 
LoncLey, Snow — Imitation Lyric, W., Dec, ?2.7 
Libraries Lyric, W 5, Deéc.5°27 


LoorBuRROW, LuciLeE — Restrictions 
Poetry Folio, Jan.-Feb., 28 
Summer Soliloquy of a Chimney 
Poetry Folio, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
LooysEN, IpELLA — Cheer Pasque Petals, Apr., ?28 
LorratnE, Barpara— The Grim Pale Prairies Sweep 
Sunshine M., Mar., 28 
Losey, MarcurriteE — Early Winter Twilight 
Foot Prints, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
A Garden Foot Prints, Mar.-Apr., ’28 
Loupon, Ernest—Innishkerry Cont. Verse, June-July, 28 
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Lovinc, Pierre — Legend of the Brazier Man 
Nation, Sept. 14, ’27 
Vienna Dial, Oct., ?27 
Little Earth Man Cont. Verse, Apr.-May, ’28 
Lowe, Exuizapetu E. — Soul-Sighting 
Amer. Poetry, Jan.,'28 


Rhapsody Amer. Poetry, June, ’28 
Lowe, MarcueritE A.— My Wish Crisis, Dec., 727 
Lowe, Witu1iam Herman— The Witchin’ Time of 

Year Ky. Folk-Lore & Poetry, Oct., 27 
Lucey, Mary A. — Jackie Amer. Poet, June, ’28 
Luciani, ViroiLio — Morning Lyric, Sept., ?27 
Luurs, Marie — Child-Sight Poetry, Nov., ?27 

The Grassy Bank Poetry, Nov., 27 

A Death Poetry, Nov., ?27 

Ennui of an Empress Poetry, Nov., ’27 

Cylix: Bacchante Poetry, Nov., 27 


Luxe, Lou Ma.tiory — The Far Country 
Amer. Poetry, Mar.,’28 
Lyman, FLtorence Van FLEET — Greetings 


Y. B., Springfield, G. C., Apr., ’28 


A Gift of Peace Amer. Poetry, Apr.,’28 
House-Cleaning Poet’s Corner, Apr. 3,28 
For Thy Delight Attic Salt, Apr. 14, ’28 
Moods Prism, Mar., 28 


Lyon, ApicaALL Dayton — Moonlight 
Pasque Petals, Aug.,’27 
Lyon, ANNE BozEmMan—Meridonal Boxart, Nov.-Dec., ’27 
Lytie, Lerta Hiri — Return to the Empty House 
Midland, May-June, ’28 


Child Going to Bed Midland, May-June, ’28 
MacAtprineE, James — Futility Independent, June 9,’28 
MacDara, SuHIEL — Vision Magnificat, Apr., 28 


MacDonatp, LucriLiE — Lobos Amer. Poetry, Aug.,’27 
MacDovceauu, Jr., ARTHUR R. — Prayers 

World Tomorrow, Dec., ?27 

Consider the Lilies World Tomorrow, Mar., ’28 

MacDowp, Kenniz — Deaf Woman Echo, May, ’28 
MacGowan, Lipa WHEELER — Russia at Peace Con- 

ference, December, 1927 Unity, Feb. 6,28 

My Father Unity, Apr. 23,28 
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MacGowan, WinniIFRED — Hush Treasure Chest, Oct., ’27 


Unrecognized Treasure Chest, Nov., ?27 

Remote Attic Salt, Nov. 19, ’27 
MacKenzE, Jean Mowat— Mountain Woods in 

October Foot Prints, Nov.-Dec., ?27 

March Foot Prints, Mar.-Apr., ’28 

MacKey, Hucu—Mary’s Compline Magnificat, Aug.,’27 

Invito Magnificat, Nov., ’27 

But Thee Magnificat, Mar.,’28 

A Religious’? Golden Jubilee Magnificat, June, ’28 


MacKunstry, EvizanETH — How Easter Eggs Happen 
Book: N. Y. Her.-Trib., Apr. 8,728 


MacLetsH, ARCHIBALD — Poem Dial, May, 28 
MacLean, KaruarinE ALLison — Artemidora Buried 
in Egypt Poetry, Sept., 27 
Givers Commonweal, Sept. 14,27 
Lilith Laments Lyric W., Oct.,?27 
Nixy Voices, Jan.,°28 
Spider Sat. Rev. of Lit., June 16,728 
MacLeop, JoHn — Crux Argentea Magnificat, Feb.,’28 
MacLeop, Norman W.-— Vagabond Frontier, Mar.,’28 
Tonopah and Clergy Palo Verde, May, ’28 
Chaplet for You Palo Verde, May,’28 
Ash: Land of the Casa Grande Palo Verde, May, ’28 
Border Town Palo Verde, May,’28 
Rainbow Bridge Palo Verde, May, ’28 
Painted Desert Palo Verde, May, ’28 
Prospector Frontier, May, 28 


MacMiiuan, JEAN CAMPBELL — Mary 
Amer. Poetry, Dec.,’27 
Macnetr, Atma Epier— Futile Magic 
Attic Salt, Dec. 10, ?27 
Macy, ErHer, Wooprurr — | Cont. Verse, Oct.-Nov., ?27 
Rhythms (For W. C. W.) Cont. Verse, June-July, 28 
Pear Tree In Bloom Japm, July 30,28 
Macy, Marcaret — Solace DePauw M., Oct., 27 
MapeE.eva, Sister M. — Candle-Light 


Commonweal, Jan. 11,’28 


And So I Am Betrayed Commonweal, Apr. 25,°28 
California Spring America, Apr. 21,28 
The Cherry Tree Commonweal, May 16,28 
A Mother to Her Child Commonweal, May 16,28 
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Death Commonweal, May 16,728 


Opinion Commonweal, May 16,728 
Maceg, Fiorence Cuampreux — Forty-Five to 

Seventeen America, Nov. 12,727 

The Poet to His Maker America, Feb. 18,28 

Where Innocence Lies Sleeping America, Feb. 25,728 

Marcaret, HELENE — Purgation Lyric W., Dec., ’27 

Cold Steel Commonweal, Dec. 28, 727 


Marcetson, GreorcE RecrnaLp — The State House 
(Dedicated to the Memory of Crispus Attucks 
and the Soldiers of Democracy) 
Sat. Eve. Quill, June, ’28 
Ulysses S. Grant Sat. Eve. Quill, June, ’28 
Abraham Lincoln Sat, Eve. Quill, June, ’28 
Colonel Charles Young (Funeral Song) 
Sat. Eve. Quill, June, ’28 
Mary Evans Wilson, A Tribute Sat. Eve. Quill, June, ’28 


Spring Sat. Eve. Quill, June, ’28 
Easter Sat, Eve. Quill, June, ’28 
The Surge of Life Sat. Eve. Quill, June, ’28 
Unveiling the Mystery Sat. Eve. Quill, June, 28 
MaunkeEy, Mary E. — Hagar Harp, May-June, ’28 
Mauuatt, Lota— Witch Wife Midland, Dec.,’27 


Matuoy, EruHet —Slumbering Fires 
Amer. Poetry, Mar.,’28 


Song of Hope Amer. Poetry, May, ’28 
Simple Things Amer. Poetry, May, ’28 
To— Amer. Poetry, June, 28 


Mo.toy, Mary J.— Regina Rosarii Magnificat, Oct., ?27 
Matone, CLARE GERBAULET— To Him 

Interludes, Sammer, ’27 

Four at a Camp Fire Echo, Dec., 27 

Creation (To the Little Unborn) Jmterludes, Spring, 28 
Matoney, Cecetia—A Pagan Madrigal 

Amer. Poetry, May, ’28 


April Villanelle Amer. Poetry, May, ’28 
Love’s Elegy Amer. Poet, June, ’28 
Italian Skies Amer. Poet, June, ’28 


Mavoy, Erne — Your Hands (To J. C. Hurst) 
Amer. Poet, June, ’28 
Communion Amer. Poet, June, ’28 
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Mann, Jutta CuLLen — Intent 
Sacrifice Is Work’s Own Brother 
Manninc-SanvErs, Rutu — Away 


The Poultry Farm 
Mr. Benny 


One Two Three and Four 


“Darkness” 


Mann, Irma M.-— Dance of the Leaves 


Foot Prints, Nov.-Dec., ?27 
Sunshine M., Oct., 27 
Sunshine M., Nov., ’27 

Poetry, Aug., 727 
Poetry, Aug., 727 
Poetry, Aug., 727 
Poetry, Aug., ?27 
Poetry, Aug., ?27 


Manny, Frank A. — Judge Sewall Walks Again 


Unity, Jan. 9, ’28 


ManviLLe, HERBERT Emery — The Rose Garden 


Amer. Poet, June, ’28 


Mara, Evetyn—Imported Wealth Pasque Petals, Jan.,’27 


Marco, ANGELA — The Upper Room 


Once Having Loved 
Marble Yard 


conscious 
Ecstasy 
Seismic Verse 


Voices, Oct., ?27 
Voices, Mar.,’28 
Poetry, May, ’28 


MarconniErR, ByrneE— The Conscious to the Sub- 


Harp, Nov.-Dec., ’27 
Will-o’-the W., May-June, ’28 
Stratford Mag., June, 28 


MariE.1a, O. S. B., SisrEr — Blue Larkspur 


Mystery 
The Spy 


Marinoni, Rosa Zacnoni — Still 


Carabea 

Eau Forte 
Dance 

Ruins 

Ghosts 

Scarab 

Scars 

Leaf Laughter 
My Lover 
Caprice 

Kiss Jewels 

I Am A Woman 
Strange 

New York Sings 
Driftwood Gatherers 
Breathlessness 


America, Oct. 8,27 
America, May 26,’28 
Commonweal, June 13,28 
Harp, July-Aug., ?27 
Prism, Aug.,°27 


Ky. Folk-Lore &§ Poetry, Aug.,’27 


Foot Prints, Aug.,’27 

Free Verse, Autumn, ?27 

Lit, Lon., Sept. 5,727 

Oracle, Sept., ?27 

Foot Prints, Oct.,?27 

Poets Scroll, Oct., ?27 

Poets Scroll, Oct.,?27 
Household, Oct., ?27 

College Stories, Oct., ?27 

Ky. Folk-Lore & Poetry, Oct., ?27 
Ky. Folk-Lore & Poetry, Oct.,?27 
Ky. Folk-Lore & Poetry, Oct., ?27 
bit, Wi, Oe, Bil, AY 

Lariat, Nov.,’27 
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The Eternal Feminine Household, Nov.,’?27 


Retrospecting Circle, Dec., ?27 
Wherein Lies the Difference? College Humor, Dec.,’27 
When We Are Old Poets’ Scroll, Jan.,’28 
Over the Hill Top Poets Parchment, Jan.,’28 
Curriers Poet? Parchment, Jan.,’28 
And So College Stories, Jan.,’28 
Lull Poets Parchment, Jan.,’28 
To One Who Would Discourage Candid Opin., Jan.,’28 
The Butterfly Candid Opin., Jan.,’28 
Trust Kan. Farmer, Jan.,’28 
Taxis Bozart, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
The Philosopher Boxart, Jan.-Feb.,’28 
Reveille Circle, Feb., °28 
Five Stages of Happiness Prism, Feb., ’28 
Cypress Shadows Circle, Feb., ’28 
In a Children’s Hospital Poets Parchment, Feb.,’28 
Not This For Me Poets Parchment, Feb., ’28 
Black Bird Poets Parchment, Feb., ’28 
Camouflage Poets Parchment, Feb.,’28 
Water Pageant Poets Parchment, Feb.,’28 
You Are Poets Parchment, Feb.,’28 
To a Silent Lover Poets’ Parchment, Feb.,’28 
Any Arm Chair Household, Feb.,’28 
Bedtime For Stars Amer. Poetry, Mar.,’28 
Glancing in at Winter New American, Mar.,’28 
Bed Time for Stars Amer. Poetry, Mar.,’28 
Gloom Spiders Prism, Mar.,’28 
Step Children Prism, Mar., ?28 
Painted Horses Child Garden, Mar.,’28 
Significance Poets Scroll, Mar.,’28 
Cedars Kan, Farmer, Mar.,’28 


The Flapper Sponge and the Puritan Stone 
Bozart, Mar.-Apr., ’?28 


Lost Eden Candid Opin., Apr.,’28 
Breathlessness Poet? Parchment, Apr.,’28 
Old Sadie Oracle, Apr., ?28 
Cuttle Bone Oracle, Apr., ?28 
Sidetracked Oracle, Apr.,’28 
Old Lady Gone Oracle, Apr.,’28 
Curious Ozark Life, Apr.,°28 
April Foot Prints, Spring, ’28 
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Come Cont. Verse, Apr.-May, ’28 


No—Not Exams, College Humor, May, ’28 
Unroofed Frontier, May, ’28 
Tatters Echo, May, ’28 
Spring Elf Kan. Farmer, May,’28 
Hope Kan. Farmer, May,’28 
Mothers Kan, Farmer, May, ’28 
Spring Spied You Kan. Farmer, May, ’28 
Silhouette Lit. Lan., May, ’28 
Concentric Harp, May-June, ’28 
Foolish Comparison Boxart, May-June, ’28 
Thin Clouds Inter. Poetry, Jane, ’28 
Insomnia Amer, Poetry, June, ’28 
Storm Cont. Verse, June-July, ’28 


Magdalene of the Berry Patch Boxart, July-Aug., 28 
Marinc, Heten Emma-—A Silent Boy Argus, Aug.,’27 
The Camp Fire Argus, Aug.,?27 
Ghosts Argus, Oct.,’?27 

Notes On An Artist Who Disappeared 
Western Woman, Oct., ?27 


Jack Frost Town Crier, Nov, 12,27 
December Garden Lariat, Dec.,’?27 
The Man on the Corner Western Woman, Dec.,’27 
Reply Muse & Mirror, Dec.,’27 
Finis Muse & Mirror, Dec.,?27 
Friends Amer. Home, Winter, ’27-’28 
Lights in Fog Amer. Home, Winter, ’27-28 
To a Room Interludes, Winter, ?27-’28 
A Lace Rose Attic Salt, Jan. 14,28 
Bubble Amer. Home, Spring, ’28 
The Eventual Western Woman, Mar.,’28 
Willow Attic Salt, Mar. 17,728 
Cynic Harp, Mar.-Apr., ’28 
Caldron Oregon Sunday Journ., May 27,728 
She Who Danced Argus, June, ’28 


Marxkuam, Lucia CLrarK —'To Mona Lisa 
Bozart, Nov.-Dec., ’27 


The Winter Elm Bozart, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
One Left Alone Bozart, Mar.-Apr., ’28 
Timeliness Cont. Verse, June-July, ’28 


MarxowiTz, SELMA E. — Peggy, Almost Three 
Foot Prints, Jan.-Feb., 28 
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A Villanelle Foot Prints, Mar.-Apr., ’28 


Marks, MapeL Harton — My Prayer Lariat, Oct., ?27 
Marxun, Leo — Two Realities Poetry, Oct., ?27 
Euphues Harp, Jan.-Feb., ’28 


Martarr, Earp —A Chantey for Celestial Vikings 
Journ. of Expression, Dec., 27 
MartoweE, D.D., ALEXANDER — The Virgin Born 
God Magnificat, Dec., ’27 
The Sistine Madonna Magnificat, Feb., ’28 
MarsHaLi, Jim—Oregon Trail; 1851 
Frontier, Mar., ?28 
MarsHaLL, MaryoriE—To a Dark Dancer Crisis, Jan., 28 


To a Brown Boy — Singing Crisis, Jan., 728 
Desire Crisis, June, ’28 
Martin, Acnes R. — Paradox Good Counsel, Aug.,?27 
Unchanged Good Counsel, Oct., ?27 
All Souls Good Counsel, Nov.,’27 
Hearts-Hold Good Counsel, Dec., 27 


Martin, Mary Frances — Treasures 
Pasque Petals, Sept.,?27 


Christmas Greetings Pasque Petals, Dec.,’?27 
April Pasque Petals, Apr., 28 
To Pasque Petals—Greetings Pasque Petals, June, ’28 
Memories Pasque Petals, June, 28 
Mason, Frances — Sunken Sailor Lyric, Nov., ?27 
Masquerade Personalist, Jan.,°28 


Sammy Summers, A Contemporary Legend 
Lyric, June, ’28 
Masters, Epcar Ler — Old Wharves Century, Sept., ’27 


Tirzah Potter Century, May,’28 
I Will Stand Guard Poetry, June, 28 
Peterkin Poetry, June, ’28 


Mastin, Firorence RrpLey — Hearing the Frogs 
Poetry, May, 28 
Matuews, DororHEa—The Lynching 
Opportunity, Apr., ?28 


Maruis, Earp — Presence Lyric W., Dec., ?27 
Matson, Maspet Cornetia— One Spring More 
Good Counsel, Mar., ’28 


Matruews, Atvia— Love Rides the Old Trail 
College Humor, Nov. ’27 
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Matruews, CourTLanp W.— White Town 
Frontier, May, 28 
The Homestead Frontier, May, ’28 
Martruews, Miriam CassEt — Sun-Dial 
Amer. Poetry, Nov.,?27 
Matruews, Rives SKINKER — Wanderlust 
Interludes, Sammer, ’27 
Summer Noon Harp, May-June, ’28 
Maura, SisrER— Release Is Sweet Magnificat, May, ’28 
MaxweE.x, GreorcE STRAYER — 57 Varieties 
Attic Salt, Nov. 19, ’27 
Maxwe Lt, S. J., J. R. N.—A Ruined Mill by Moon- 
light America, Sept. 24,27 
A Morning Worshipper America, Dec. 10, 727 
May, BEuLtaH—A Dance by Ruth St. Denis 
Lyric W., Oct., ?27 


Theme from Schubert Step Ladder, Nov.,’27 
The Question Attic Salt, Mar. 17,728 
The Onlooker Bozart, Mar.-Apr., 28 
The Nit Wit Boxart, July-Aug., ’28 


Mayer, ExisapeTu — Assumpta est Maria! 


Ave. Maria, Aug. 27,27 


The Boy Columbia, Sept., ?27 
When the Messiah Comes Living Ch., Nov. 12,27 
Old Music Books Lariat, July, ’28 


Mayer, Emma Vortes — Like a Swan 
Amer. Poetry, June, ’28 


Jiife Amer. Poetry, June, ’28 
Spring Amer. Poetry, June, ?28 
Night Cont. Verse, June-July, ’28 


Why Was She Given a Name Like That? 
Ky. Folk-Lore & Poetry, July, 28 
Maynarp, THEopoRE — Condemned 
Commonweal, Aug. 17,727 


Words America, Dec. 10, ’27 
Worlds Yale R., Jan., ’28 
Departure America, Jan. 7,’28 
Earth-Bound Commonweal, Jan. 18,’28 
The Shrine America, Jan. 21,’28 
Before the Fire Dial, Feb., ’28 
At Communion America, Feb, 25, ’28 
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In Memoriam, Thomas Hardy 
Books: N. Y. Her.-Trib., Mar. 25,28 


Admonition Sat. Rev, of Lit., Mar. 31,728 
Content and Happiness Commonweal, Apr. 18,’28 
Youth and Age Commonweal, Apr. 25,28 
Late Spring Commonweal, Mar. 30, ’28 
Withdrawal Commonweal, June 27,728 
Serenity America, July 7,728 


McBuair, Roperr— Death Fell To Weeping 
Voices, Apr., 28 


McBripE, Epwarp—To a Child Magnificat, June, ’28 
McBrown, GERTRUDE PaRTHENIA — Fairies and 
Brownies Crisis, Dec.,’27 
Sing Little Birdie Sat. Eve. Quill, June, ’28 
The Paint Pot Fairy Sat. Eve. Quill, June, 28 
Busy Fairies Sat. Eve. Quill, June, ’28 
The Frightened Witch Sat. Eve. Quill, June, ’28 
The Wise Owl Sat. Eve. Quill, June, ’28 
Murmuring Tulips Sat, Eve. Quill, June, 28 
Bubbles Sat, Eve, Quill, June, 28 
Purply Dawn Sat. Eve. Quill, June, 28 
McCatt, J. E.— When Sampson Sings Crisis, Jan., ?28 


McCann, Paut J.— Little Mother of the Slums 
Magnificat, Oct., ’27 
McCarey, Myrrite Arice—Giant Marigolds 
Amer. Poetry, Apr., 28 
McCartuy, Denis A.—A Thought About St. Francis 
America, Sept. 10,27 
McCartuy, J. M.— Home of My Adoption 


Sunshine M., May, ’28 
McCartuy, JoHn RussELL — Conversation 


Lyric W., Oct., ?27 


Envy Not Granite Lyric W., Dec., ?27 
A Likely Fellow Will-o’-the-W., Mar.-Apr., ’28 
McCartney, Biri — Autumn Window, Feb. 14, ’28 


McCuetian, Rutu — Character for a Book 
Jun, League M., Apr.,’28 
McCtoskey, Grorce V. A.— Robert E. Lee 


Lantern, Feb.-Mar., ’28 
McCuure, Anne — Hands Southwest Rev., Winter, ’28 
McCoux, Joun — The Family Car 


College Humor, Aug.,’27 
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Mutual College Humor, Dec.,’27 
To a Capricious Lady College Humor, May, ’28 
Why Poets Are Pessimists College Humor, June, ’28 
McComps, Harotp—A Prayer, (To my Mother) 
Ky. Folk-Lore & Poetry, Oct., 27 
McConomy, Pauut LeExanp — Regret 
Good Counsel, May, ’28 


Chimes Good Counsel, June, 28 
McCorp, Davip —’The Dunes Independent, Nov. 5,27 
Sonnet Independent, May 5,’28 


McCormick, Vireinta—A Dead Girl to Her Lover 
Harp, Aug., 27 


Thoughts in the Louvre Century, Oct., ?27 
Armour Lyric, Jan.,’28 
Salvage: Night at Sea Foot Prints, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
Winter Commonweal, Jan. 11,728 
Remembered Silences Catholic W., Mar., ’28 
McCreary, F. R.— Fraudulent Voices, Nov., ?27 


McCrorey, J. V.—A Song of a Dakota Snow Bird 
Sunshine M., Feb., ’28 
McDoweE tt, JEANNE CarLeTon — The Lady Moon 
Pasque Petals, June, 28 
McGirrert, GERTRUDE HuntinctTon — The 
Parthenon Voices, Mar., 28 
McGintey, Puytuis— Winter on the Prairie 
Commonweal, Jan. 18,°28 
Rain in the Poplar Commonweal, June 13,28 
McGowan, O. S. A., J. F.— Claudel’s Poem Translated 
Good Counsel, Jan.,’28 
McGuire, Harry — Before Bellini’s Madonna 
Commonweal, Noy. 9,’27 
McHenry, Avis—I Like Amer. Poetry, June, 28 
Cecile Amer. Poetry, June, ’28 
McKay, Ciaupe — The International Spirit 
Crisis, June, ’28 


McKekg, May — Penitence Pasque Petals, Aug.,’27 
The Painted God Pasque Petals, Feb.,’28 
Oh, God— Pasque Petals, May, ’28 

McKee, Ruru E.— En Fin Voices, Apr., 28 


McKinney, Kare SiaucuTer — Reversion 
Bozart, Sept.-Oct., ’27 
Conqueror Bozart, Sept.-Oct., ’27 
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McKnicut, Froyp—A Legend Nation, Aug. 17,727 
Boredom Voices, Oct., 27 
Two Women Voices, Oct., ?27 

McLaren, Francis R.— Yuletide Wishes 

Muse & Mirror, Dec.,’27 

McLarney, ALicE — Notre Dame des Champs 

Commonweal, Jan. 11,728 

McLaucuin, Marion—In Egypt Pasgue Petals, Sept.,’27 

McLezan, JanE—God’s Masterpiece Pasgue Petals, Jan.,’28 

McLean, Marcaret—A Valentine 

Jun. League M., Feb.,’28 
Young Fotheringay Walked Into The Church 
Jun, League M., June, ’28 

McLoutu, Apa—To any Nuisance Step Ladder, Mar., 28 
Dawn in a Mill ‘Town Echo, Mar., 28 

McLure, Anne — Barter Harp, Jan.-Feb., 728 

McMaster, Lituie ReEp—A Pink Magnolia Tree 

Country Bard, Sept., 27 

Rosemary Country Bard, June, ’28 

A Tapestry Cong. Outlet,’28 
McMeEeExn, Isapet McL. — Harlequin Downtown 

Century, Aug., ?27 


Exit Bozart, Nov.-Dec., ?27 
Savor Century, Dec., ?27 
Foretaste Bozart, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
No Flowers, Please Bozart, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
Cavalier, If You Please Jun, League M., Mar., ’28 
Crusading Jun. League M., Mar.,’28 
Challenge Bozart, Mar.-Apr., ’28 
Ishmael . .Bozart, Mar.-Apr., ?28 
No Flowers, Please Jun, League M., May, ’28 
Doll House Exhibition June. League M., June, ’28 
Crusading Jun. League M., June, ’28 
Continuance Gypsy, June, ?28 
Strawberry, Brick or Chocolate Century, July, 28 


McMicwatt, Evizaseru H.-A Portrait 
No. Light, Jan. Mar., ’28 
McMiuuran, Mrriam Sanetyia — Transformation 
Lantern, Feb.-Mar., ?28 
McNattry, Miriam E. — Resignation Tanager, Sept., ?27 
McNaucut, Rosamonp LivincsronE — Swallows 
Harp, Nov.-Dec., ’27 
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McPartTiin, CaTHARINE — Marysingers 
Magnificat, Jan.,’28 
Maris Stella Magnificat, May, ’28 
McQuape, Emma T.— The Coral Tree 
America, June 30, ’28 
McReav, Louise — The Lindy Bird Sunshine M., June, ’28 
McVicxar, Dororuy — Eve and Mrs. Pengilly 
Poetry, Aug., 27 
Meap, Rutu Bernice — Touchstone Oracle, Sept., 27 
Meakin, Rutu E. — Spring’s Announcement 
Amer. Poetry, Apr.,’28 
Means, FLoRENCE CRANNELL — The Obvious 
Harp, May-June, ’28 
Mecuem, Kirxe—A Song for Pierrot Harp, Jan.-Feb.,’28 


Mecum, Ina M. - Fate Sunshine M., May, ’28 
MeEeEnan, JoHn—Speculum Vite Commonweal, Feb. 1,28 
Meeker, Marjorie — Beach Fire Poetry, Nov.,’27 
On The Beach Poetry, Nov.,’27 
Intercession Poetry, Nov.,?27 
The Hidden Scorn of the Heart Poetry, Nov.,’27 
Words Said for a Farewell Poetry, Nov.,’27 
Certainly Oceans Poetry, Nov.,’27 
This Wary Winter Poetry, Nov.,’27 
Pearl Orchard in Spring Poetry, Nov.,?27 
Before First Frost Poetry, Nov.,’?27 
Winter Solstice Poetry, Nov.,?27 


For Rockwell Kent’s “Twilight of Man” 
Poetry, Nov.,?27 


Meeropot, Ape — Libitina, Thy Mother 
Opportunity, Feb., ’28 
My Heart Aches Opportunity, Mar.,’28 


Mecrait, Mary —Old Woman, Darning 
Foot Prints, Nov.-Dec., ’?27 
Parting Foot Prints, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
Meutek, Frances Boat — Chanson D’Armour 
Bozart, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
Plea for the Moon Commonweal, Mar. 7,?28 
Aspiration Bozart, May-June, ’28 
MerseL, Mary Kerevan — Antithetical 
Amer. Poetry, Sept.,’27 
Womanhood Amer. Poetry, Feb., ’28 
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Meistinc, VAUGHN Francis— The Quest 
Commonweal, Sept. 14,27 


Music Commonweal, Jan. 4,’28 
Metron, ZeLpA F.— As one Having a Great 
Inheritance Pasque Petals, Mar.,’28 
Me.vitte, ArrHuR—Gypsy Song IJmter/udes, Summer, PPG | 
Petals College Humor, June, ’28 


Metvin, Harotp Westey— To a Weaver of Words 
Lyric W., Oct., 727 
Infinity Lyric W., Dec., 27 
MenerFez, Kate RanpLe — Twilight Gypsy, June, ’28 
Menxe, Don — Conversation Between an English De- 
bater and a DePauw Man DePauw M., May, ’28 
Mensey, AuicE Ferrtn— The Way Pasque Petals, Jan.,’28 
Mercer, Mitprep Mercer — Moondust 
Amer. Poetry, May, ’28 
MerepiTH, EucEnieE pu Maurier — Apotheosis (Sep- 
tain Sequence) Lantern, Oct., ?27 
Night Fall Attic Salt, Oct. 15,27 
MERRELL, Luoyp Frank—To a Lake 
Cont. Verse, June-July,’28 
Merritt, ArTHUR TRuMAN-—Song of the Scythe 
Voices, Feb.,’28 
The Rivers of Chimayo Palo Verde, May,’28 
Merriman, Hate — Modern Methods 
College Humor, May,’28 


MerryMan, Mitprep PLEw — Apples Lyric, Sept., ?27 
Lion (Born in the Zoo) Lyric, Jan., ?28 
Mates at the Zoo Lyric, Jan., ?28 


Messtnc, Dorotruy — Nature’s Divan 
Foot Prints, Jan.-Feb., ’28 


An Ebon Sea Foot Prints, Mar.-Apr., ?28 
Meter, Witu1amM J.—The Ideal America, Feb. 4,’28 
Alchemy America, Feb. 11,728 
The Gypsies America, July 14,728 
Mick.eEs, JAMEs— My Choice Messenger, Nov., 27 


The Girl at the End of the Lane Messenger, Nov.,’27 
MippietTon, Litian— Now You'll Be Ploughing 

Voices, Feb., ’28 

Mixam, May ‘THomas — Thwarted Boxart, Mar.-Apr., ?28 

Mirtpurn, Marcetra D.—A Tree Pasque Petals, Oct., 27 

Bereft Pasque Petals, Jan.,°28 
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Wild Roses Pasque Petals, Jan.,’28 


On An Autumn Day Sunshine M., Mar., 28 
Another Sunshine M., Mar.,’28 
Silence Pasque Petals, June, ’28 
Inheritance Pasque Petals, June, ’28 


Miuuay, KaTHLEeEn — Sacco and Vanzetti 
Nation, Oct. 5,’27 
Victory Cont. Verse, Apr.-May, 28 
Perspective Japm, July 9, 28 
Miuter, Cuirrorp L, — Dread of Death 
Sat. Eve. Quill, June,’28 
Midnight Thoughts Sat, Eve. Quill, June, 28 
Miter, D. J.—Anne Frances 
Ky. Folk-Lore & Poetry, Oct., 27 
Miter, Epirn Howrtit—Gideon Amer. Poetry, Aug.,’27 
Miter, HeLen Janer—Autumn Night 
Amer. Poetry, Oct.,’?27 
Mirier, Hortense — To My Mother 
Good Counsel, Aug., 27 
Hope Good Counsel, Jan.,’28 
Miter, J. Corson — Sunset Pantomine 
Commonweal, Aug. 10,27 


The Singing Forest Lyric W., Sept., 27 
Magnet Voices, Oct., ’27 
Wild Henry Lyric W., Oct., °27 
Stained Glass: Cathedral of Cologne America, Oct. 1,’27 
Memorialization Commonweal, Nov. 2,’27 
Flute-Bird Voices, Nov., ’27 
Portrait of a Priest Commonweal, Dec. 28, ?27 


To One Who Decried Creative Beauty 
Interludes, Winter, ’27-28 


Chronometric Bozart, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
Love Voices, Feb.,’28 
Mad Poll Voices, Feb., ’28 
Moon-Ghost Opportunity, Feb.,’28 
Dirge for a Dead Youth America, Feb. 4, 28 
Snowfall Good Counsel, Mar.,?28 
Tetragrammation America, Mar. 3,’28 
Our Lady of the Rain Magnificat, Apr., 28 


Inscription For the Entrance to a Catacomb 
Good Counsel, Apr., 28 
Patterns Cont. Verse, Apr.-May, 28 
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Mountain-Dusk Will-o’-the W., May-June, ’28 


In The Key of G Minor Opportunity, June, 28 
Our Lady’s Laughter Magnificat, June, ’28 
Brain-Fire Japm, July 2,28 
The Kiss of the Dusk America, July, ’28 


Miter, Neue Burcet — Tumble-Weeds 

Harp, Mar.-Apr., 28 
Miuus, Etten Morrity — The Old Buccaneer 

Amer. Poetry, Nov.,’27 

Mitts, Fern — To Mortality Pasque Petals, Apr.,’28 
Mitus, IRENE — Prairie Babes Sunshine M., Nov.,’?27 
Miriam, O. M., SisreER M.— Commencement 

Magnificat, June, ’28 
Mrricx, Epiru — Old Is My Sorrow Interludes, Spring, ’28 


Ashes Will-o’-the-W., Mar.-Apr., ?28 
Pools Will-o’-the-W., Mar.-Apr., ’28 
Wild Things Will-o’-the-W., Mar.-Apr., ’28 
Gold Echo, May, ’28 


Misu, CHarRLoTTE — Old Man, Old Man 
Muse & Mirror, Dec.,’27 
The Pencil Man Munsey’s, Apr. ’28 
Misxim1n, GEoRGE SELDON — Halloween 
Amer. Poetry, Oct., ?27 
MitcHELL, Anna Vircinta— To My Mother 
Ky. Folk-Lore — Poetry, Oct.,’27 
MitcHeEtx, Eustz — Design Har, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
MitcHEtL, Giapys— A Cherokee Song of Iola 
Foot Prints, Nov.-Dec., ’?27 
Studio (Tanka) Foot Prints, Mar.-Apr., ’28 
Mopena, Lavinta— Pa Has His Reasons 
Pasque Petals, Aug.,’?27 
Morrirr, Vircinta—In Memoriam Azer. Poetry, May, ’28 
Mott, Ernest G.—'Think No More of Love 
Echo, Nov., ?27 


Monro, Harorp — Sleeping by the Sea Dial, Mar., ’28 
Journey to Reclaim a Ghost Poetry, May, 28 
Rumor Poetry, May, ?28 

Monror, Harrier— The Quest Poetry, Mar., ?28 
In March Poetry, Mar., ?28 
For Helen Poetry, Mar.,’28 
The Death of the Khalifa Poetry, Mar.,’28 
To Lindbergh Flying Poetry, Mar.,’28 
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Winds of Texas Poetry, Mar., ?28 
Galveston Poetry, Mar., ’28 
The Sacramento Valley Poetry, Mar., ’28 

Montcomery, L. M.—The Parting Soul 
Commonweal, Jan. 25,’28 


Vows Amer. Poetry, Aug., 27 
An Old Face Commonweal, Sept. 28, ?27 
Montcom_ery, Lois— The Gift Poetry, Nov.,?27 


Montcomery, Louise Moss— April Amer. Poetry, Apr.,’28 
MontTcoMEry, RosELLE MERCIER — 
Nereus Prophesies the Fate of Troy: Horace, 


Bk. I, Ode XV Oracle, Sept., ?27 
Tea in Hong Kong Commonweal, Sept. 14, ?27 
Foreboding Bozart, Sept.-Oct., ?27 
Defense Munsey’s Mag., Oct., ?27 
The Sea of Love Lit. Lan., Oct. 24, ?27 
Atalanta, After the Race Century, Nov.,?27 


The Reprehensible Moderns (Horace) 
Christian Sci. Mon., Nov. 3,727 
Answer Boxart, Nov.-Dec., ’27 


A Dialogue of Reconciliation (Horace) 
Circle, Jan.,°28 


Sometimes Munsey’s Mag., Jan.,’28 
A Modern Woman Muses on Sweet Peas = Lyric, Jan., 28 
Safety First (Horace) Lit. Lan., Jan. 30,28 
To Leuconoe (Horace) Golden Book, Feb.,’28 
But in the Night Pictorial Rev., Mar.,’28 
The Wall Century, Mar.,’28 
A Poet, To An Obdurate Lady Bozart, May-June, ’28 
If They Could Learn Delineator, June, ’28 
Marpessa: Or Any Woman Century, June, 28 
The Man Who... Lit, Lan., July 1,’28 


Montcomery, Wuitney — The Gamblers 
Attic Salt, Oct. 15,27 
Winter Woods Cont. Verse, June-July, ?28 
Moopy, Raymonp — Good-Night Independent, Sept. 24, 727 
Moore, BELLE Ricumonp — Reeds Troubadour, June, ’28 
Moore, EvizaBeTH Evetyn — Canopic Jar Lyric, Jan., 28 


Post Mortem Interludes, Spring, 28 
Moore, Racuet — Solitude Is Like Sleep Oracle, Sept., 727 
Things Beautiful Amer. Poet, May, ’28 
Wind Blown Amer. Poet, June, ’28 
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Bondage 


Amer. Poetry, June,’28 


Moore, Rosatiz — The Siren Interludes, Summer, ?27 


Vll Tell You— 


Treasure Chest, Aug., 27 


The Matron Treasure Chest, Aug., 27 
Oh, Sugar! Treasure Chest, Aug.,’27 
Blunder Bus Treasure Chest, Sept., ?27 
Fate Treasure Chest, Oct., ?27 
The Ballad of the Oriole Treasure Chest, Nov.,’27 


The Western Sea 
Watcham’ Callim 
Pierrette Prepares 


Treasure Chest, Nov.,’27 
Treasure Chest, June, 28 
Treasure Chest, July, ’27 


Moore, Vircinta— Cataract Sat, Rev. of Lit., Aug. 27,27 


Marriage 
Night Thoughts 
Smells 


Sat. Rev. of Lit., Nov. 5,727 
Amer. Mercury, Dec.,?27 
Poetry, Jan., 28 


Mor, Liam — These Latter Days Good Counsel, Sept.,?27 


The Haven 

Day’s End 

The Tree 

The Land of Dreams 
De Amicitia 

Truth Seekers 


Good Counsel, Sept., ’27 
Good Counsel, Oct., 27 
Good Counsel, Nov.,’27 
Good Counsel, Dec., °27 
Good Counsel, Jan.,’28 
Good Counsel, May, 28 


Moranp, Pau — (Trans. from French by L. Thrill- 
ing) Another Jew Dies Menorah Journ., Apr.,’28 
Moreas, JEAN — Klepht Ballad of the Faithless Wife 
(Trans. by May Folwell Hoisington) 


Oracle, Sept., ?27 


Morextand, JoHN RicHarp — Sacrament 


And Rosemary 
Symbols 


Poetry of Today, Summer, ’27 
Poetry of Today, Summer, ’27 
Poetry of Today, Summer, ’27 


“Oh, Who Would Think of Sorrow” 


A Sea Song 

Irony 

Song of the Dust 
Jericho 

The Passing 

The Intruder 
April 

In Autumn 

In April 


Poetry of Today, Summer, ’27 
Poetry of Today, Summer, ’27 
Harp, July-Aug., ?27 

Gypsy, Autumn, ’27 

Tanager, Sept.,?27 

Lit, Lan., Sept. 25, ’27 

Bozart, Sept.-Oct., ’27 
Poetry-Play, Oct., ?27 

Personalist, Oct.,?27 

Ky. Folk-Lore & Poetry, Oct.,’27 
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Time 
Evening 


Life’s Little Day 


Sand Dunes 
Waves 
To One Away 


The Final Quest 


Thoughts 
Time 
Rejuvenation 


Keepsakes 


I Wonder Where 


Faith 
Blowing Sand 


When April Comes 


Dust 
The Gossip 


Wind on the Dunes 


Remembrance 
Sea Words 
Remembrance 
Calendulas 

The Red Singer 


Cont. Verse, Oct.-Nov., ?27 
Bozart, Nov.-Dec., ’27 
Attic Salt, Nov. 19, ’27 

Muse & Mirror, Dec., ’27 
Catholic W., Jan.,’28 
Bozart, Jan.-Feb., ’28 

Foot Prints, Jan.-Feb., ’28 

Commonweal, Feb. 15,728 

Attic Salt, Feb. 18,728 

Magnificat, Mar.,’28 
Attic Salt, Mar. 17,728 
Lit. Lan., Mar. 25,728 
Will-o’-the-W., Mar.-Apr., ’28 
Stratford Mag., Apr.,’28 
Magnificat, Apr., 28 

Palo Verde, May, ’28 

Palo Verde, May, ’28 
Echo, May, ’28 

Attic Salt, May 12,’28 
Bozart, May-June, ’28 
Gypsy, June, ’28 

Cont. Verse, June-July, ’28 
Japm, July 9, 28 


Morcan, ANncELA— Bread, Written for and Dedi- 
cated to Unity on Its Fiftieth Anniversary 


Unity, Mar. 5,28 


Morcan, Marsuaty — Wind Chimes 


Road Through the Pines 


College Humor, Dec.,’27 
Boxart, July-Aug., ’28 


Morey, CuHRIsToPHER— Translations from the 


Chinese 


Sat. Rev. of Lit., Feb. 25, 728 


Translations from the Chinese 


Lyrics for a Burlicue 


Sky Line 


Sat. Rev, of Lit., Mar. 17,728 
Sat, Rev. of Lit., Apr. 14,28 
Sat. Rev. of Lit., Apr. 21,728 


Translations from the Chinese 


Sat. Rev. of Lit., May 26, ’28 


Mortey, Raymonp — After the Accident 


Morris, Hartre—A Wish 


Harp, Sept.-Oct., 727 
Stratford Mag., June, ’28 


Morris, Witson — Pierrot’s Lament 


College Humor, Aug.,’27 
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Morrison, H. Sruarr—Dream Love Amer. Poet, May,’28 


Shall We Go Vagabonding Amer. Poet, May,’28 
Futility Amer. Poet, June, ’28 
My Poem of Passion Amer. Poet, June, ’28 
Morrison, Laura— The Maker Lariat, Oct., ’27 
Morrow, ANNE SPENCER — Height Scribner’s, Apr.,’28 
Morrow, ExizaBetu — Atlas Century, Aug.,’27 
There Is a Thief Voices, Mar.,’28 
My Neighbor’s Mind Scribner’s, May, ’28 
For My Daughter Harper’s June, ’28 
Lovers Harper’s, June, ’28 
Hills and Valleys Har per’s, June, ’28 
Morrow, Marco — Thanksgiving Harp, Mar.-Apr., ’28 


Morse, KaTHERINE, Duncan —The Room 
Poetry, Nov.,?27 


Shanty Poetry, Nov., 27 
Morse, Ricwarp Ey — “This Swan” Dial, Sept., ?27 
Mortimer, MinniE—A Blessing Magnificat, Feb.,’28 


Morton, Davin — Reminiscence 
Southwest Rev., Summer, ?27 


Lovers New Republic, Sept. 9,’27 
Eavesdropper Nation, Oct. 19, ?27 
One Tree in Autumn New Republic, Nov. 2,’27 
Day’s End Yale Rev., Jan., ’28 
Logos World Tomorrow, Mar., 28 
Revelation World Tomorrow, Mar.,’28 
Unfailing Lights World Tomorrow, Mar., 28 
Counsel Har per’s, Apr., 728 
One Mountain’s Way Commonweal, Apr. 25,728 


MoseELy, ELEANor Rust —Christmas Tree Fragrance 
Amer. Poetry, Dec., 27 
Mosgs, C. M. (Singer of the following folk-song) — 
The Sons of Levi Ky. Folk-Lore & Poetry, July, ’28 
Mosgs, P. J. (Singer of the following folk-song) — 
Old Yellow’s Dead 
Ky. Folk-Lore & Poetry, July, ’28 
Moskowitz, NicHoLas— My Heritage 
Free Verse, Autumn, ?27 
Morr, Caron — Life’s Shade Cont. Verse, Aug.-Sept., ?27 
Mou tt, ‘THomas— When Sylvia Sings Bookman, Aug.,’27 
Movtton, LouisE— On Egdon Heath Dial, Mar.,’28 
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Muckey, Bertua Rapo— Did You— 
Amer. Poetry, Sept., 27 
Muper, Mitton E.— Wood Smoke Aver. Poetry, Dec., ?27 


MveE ter, Patricia — Monotone Harp, July-Aug., ?27 
Moutper, H. Raynesrorp — Western Hills Lariat, Oct., ’27 
An Earth Song Lariat, Oct.,°27 
Fellow Travelers Pegasus, Feb.,’28 
Revelation Portland Oregonian, May 31,’28 
Wisdom Will-o-the-Wisp, July, ’28 
Desire Will-o-the-Wisp, July, ’28 


MULLEN, JouHN— Traveler’s Song 
Commonweal, Nov. 30, ’27 


The Careless Traveller Commonweal, Jan. 25,’28 
Mara Magnificat, Mar., 28 
Interlude Commonweal, July 4,’28 


Mu.uuins, HELENE — Merchants in Conference 
Cont. Verse, Oct.-Nov., ?27 


Death Comes to All Commonweal, Sept. 21,28 

Anxiety in Solitude Nation, Dec. 14,27 

The Poet Finds a Theme Scribner's, Jane, ’28 
Munpt, Mrs. Kart E.—To America’s Unknown 

Soldier Pasque Petals, Aug., 27 

The Land of Tomorrow Pasque Petals, Jan., 28 


Muncer, EsrELLE Carrer — Remembering 
Harp, May-June, ’28 
Murpuy, Beatrice M.— Words Harp, Nov.-Dec., ’27 
The Parting Crisis, May, ’28 
Mourpuy, Cuarves R.— Arachnean Beauty 
Voices, Dec., ’27 


Quiet Living Voices, Dec., ?27 
Meridional Voices, Mar., ?28 
Musser, BenyamMin—Color of Genius (For Langs- 

ton Hughes) Crisis, Aug.,?27 
Salome Jewish Trib, Aug, 5,727 
The Bather Cont. Verse, Aug.-Sept., ?27 
Irish Fisher Dirge Oracle, Sept., ’27 
To Her Flannel Nightgown Two Worlds M., Nov.,’27 
The Sea Is All Women Two Worlds M., Nov.,’27 
Disillusion Bozart, Nov.-Dec., ’27 
Rules Are Made to Break IND WC AAD, Veolia, IDI; By PU 
Poetry Recitalist NY, Lue, Post, Dec..7, 727 
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The Whole Duty of Man New Leader, Dec. 28,27 


The World Tomorrow New Leader, Dec. 31,27 
City Eyes New Dominion,’27 
‘Tea Leaves New Dominion, 2, 
She Is Heard Criticizing Me Lariat, Jan., 728 
To a Mechanic Foot Prints, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
S-4 World Tomorrow, Feb.,’28 
Royal Progress Cont. Verse, Mar., 28 
Interment Oracle, Mar., ’28 
En Route Open Road, Mar.,’28 
Down Dusty Roads Will-o’-the-W., Mar.-Apr., ’28 
The Curé Bozart, Mar.-Apr., ’28 
Aristocrats Prism, Mar.-Apr., ’28 
Secularization Parnassus, Mar. 15,728 
Gold The Monitor, Apr. 14,’28 
God of the Now Unity, Apr. 23,728 
Drift Drift-Wind, May, ’28 
Tapers to St. Beelzebud Palo Verde, May, ’28 
Hermit Palo Verde, May, ’28 
Beau Geste Palo Verde, May, ’28 
For a Poet Oracle, Sept., 27 
Ballad of a New Villon Bozart, Sept.-Oct., ’27 
Danse Macabre Bozart, Sept.-Oct., 27 
Masks Bozart, Sept.-Oct., ’27 
Prayer of An Aging Poet Amer. Poetry, May, ’28 
The Unutterable Will-o’-the-W., May-June, ?28 
The Coward Speaks Circle, May-June, ’28 
Times Square The Monitor, May 19,28 
Rubicon The Lib-Man, June, 28 
An Old Garden Commonweal, June 20, ’28 
The Deacon Toledo Times, July, 28 
Lines to E. A. Toledo Times, July,’28 
Ultimatum New Leader, July, ’28 
How to Treat a Poet Japm, July 30,28 
Keepers on the ‘Tower Interludes, ’28 
Gutterblood Lantern, 28 
The Desperate Birth Control Rev., July ’28 
To a Builder Boxart, July-Aug., ’28 


Myers, Vesr C.—'To a Friend 
Ky. Folk-Lore & Poetry, Oct., ?27 
N. S. C. — Rapture Commonweal, June 6, ’28 
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Nave., MicuarL—. . . Whose Purple Verge 
Cont. Verse, Dec.-Jan., 27-28 


Nace, HitpEGRADE — Fugue Gypsy, June, ’28 
Naipu, Sarojini — Gujarat Unity, Oct. 10,27 
Nauman, R. P. — Heartache Pasque Petals, Dec.,’?27 
Neety, Berry — Romany De Pauw M., Dec., ?27 
Moon-Shavings De Paue M., Dec.,°27 
In The French Room De Pauw M., Mar.,’28 
Neruz, Isapex — Return Lariat, Aug.,’27 
Satyr Pegasus, Nov., ?27 
Beauty Lariat, Dec., ’27 
The Singing Minstrel and Suicide Barighs Dec a2 7 
Her Little Son Ave Maria, Dec.,’?27 
Snow in Spring Stratford Mag., Mar.,’28 
Mutation Opportunity, Apr.,’28 
Dust to Dust Opportunity, Apr., 28 
Crossroads Lariat, Apr.,’28 
Nerxson, Francis — Supplication Unity, Mar. 26, ’28 
The Quest Unity, May 7,28 
Netson, JupirH— No Time Good Counsel, June, 28 


Neuson, Nets R. O. — Our Sunshine State 
Sunshine M., May, ’28 
Netuercot, ArtHur H.—To the Builders of Great 
Cities Voices, Oct., 727 
Neveas, J. I. N. — Change Dial, May, ’28 
Neumann, G. J.— Do and Have Done 
Midland, Mar.-Apr., ’28 
God Built a House of Wonder Midland, Mar.-Apr., ’28 
“Sister, How” Midland, Mar.-Apr., ’28 
Wonder, Wonder Midland, Mar.-Apr.,’28 
Newsoit, Henry — After Church 
Sat. Rev. of Lit., Jan. 7,728 


Newman, IsrarL — The Herder Voices, Oct., ?27 
Frost-Tinsel Lyric, Dec.,?27 
Rose Silver Amer. Poetry, Jan.,’28 
The Milky Way No. Light, Jan.-Mar., ?28 
The Nike of Samothrace No. Light, Jan.-Mar., ’28 
Silences Step Ladder, Mar., 28 
Will-o’-the-Wisp Bozart, May-June, ’28 


Newman, Louts I. — Both Man and God ‘Together 
Unity, Nov. 21,’27 
561 


Newman, Riva S.— Said The King 
Foot Prints, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
Newsome, Erriz Lez—A Black Boy Dreams 


Bob White All Right? 
The Umbrella Man 
Old Commodore Quiver 
The Wish Fleet 

To Make a Butterfly 
Captain Cable 


Crisis, Oct., 727 
Crisis, Oct.,?27 
Crisis, Oct.,?27 
Crisis, Jan., ?28 
Crisis, Jan., °28 
Crisis, Jan., ’28 
Crisis, Mar., ?28 


I Dreamed About You in My Dreaming Last Night 


No, Ladybug 

My Ice Cream 

Dancing Snowflakes 

The Elm Tree 

High Tide of Hope for All 
Tracks 

Rob Red Ear 

Dandelions 

Perhaps the Elves Must Say 
Miss Grenda’s Shop 
Children Know 

The Cobweb 

Sweet Peas 

Our Cat 

Strange Turtle 

Pigeon Necklaces 

Moonlight 


Crisis, Mar., ’28 
Crisis, Mar., ’28 
Crisis, Mar., ’28 
Crisis, Mar., ’28 
Crisis, Apr., ?28 
Crisis, Apr., 28 
Crisis, Apr., 728 
Crisis, Apr., 28 
Crisis, Apr., ?28 
Crisis, June, ’28 
Crisis, June, ’?28 
Crisis, June, ’28 
Crisis, July, 28 
Crisis, July, ’28 
Crisis, July, ’28 
Crisis, July, 28 
Crisis, July, ’28 
Crisis, July, 28 


NewrTon, CHARLOTTE — Portrait of an Old Lady 
Lyric W., Dec.,’27 
Newton, KaTHErineE — Six O’Clock Poetry, Aug., ?27 
Clinging Vine Voices, Apr., ?28 
Inarticulate Poetry, Apr.,’28 
Newron, Mauve DE VERsE — The Change 
Harp, July-Aug., ’27 
At Twilight Harp, Mar.-Apr., ?28 
Nic Pruip, Marre — For a Poet Lyric W., Nov., 27 
Nicuouas, Wayne — Human Derelicts 
Sunshine M., Feb.,’28 
Sunshine M., Feb.,’28 
No. Light, Jan.-Mar., ’28 


To an Aeroplane 
Nicuots, D. E. — Symbols 
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Believers No. Light, Jan.-Mar., ’28 
Nicci, JoseEpHINE — A Tourist in a Mexican Town 
Echo, Apr.,’28 
Nipacu, Aue — Fall-Sinclair Unity, Feb. 20, 28 
Nor, Corron—The Minstrel Step Ladder, June, ’28 
Norman, CHartes— Dead Men Under Buildings 
Bookman, Feb., ’28 


New York Century, Feb., ’28 
Ode Dial, June, ’28 
Saint in Modern Dress Bookman, July, 28 
Norman, Gypsy — Life Lariat, Oct., ?27 
Nortu, Jessica Nexson — Mathematical, Creation, 
Truth, To Betsy, The Mother Poetry, July, ’28 
Nortu, STERLING — Soliloquy Poetry, Dec., ?27 
At the Centre Poetry, Dec., °27 
Old Stage Coach Poetry, Dec., ?27 
Feud Poetry, Dec., ?27 
Lament Poetry, Dec., °27 
Last Stronghold Voices, Jan., ’28 
Song for Lost Seamen World Tomorrow, Feb.,’28 
Farm Wife Har per’s, Mar., ’28 


Norton, JessiE Younc—A Plain Woman to Helen 
Bozart, Mar.-Apr., ’28 
Novak, Sonta RuTHELE — Neighbors Century, May, ’28 
Nuckxots, O. P.—The Evergreen Isle 
Ky. Folk-Lore & Poetry, Oct., 27 


O., M. B. — Presents Jun. League M., Dec.,’27 
O’Brien, Epwarp Vincent — The Magi 

America, Dec. 31,27 
O’BryneE, CaTuar — Little White Roads 

America, Feb. 25,28 
O’Connor, ArMEL—Crib and Cross Magnificat, Dec.,’27 
O’Connor, Rep -— South Dakota Sunshine M., Dec.,’?27 


O’Day, BLaKEsLEE — Ruck Echo, Dec., 27 
OpuNER, Mapverrey — Silly Marten Nation, Sept. 14, ?27 
Exile Commonweal, Sept. 21,27 
Caroline and Virginia San Franciscan, Jan.,’28 


Did You Ever Catch a Whynot? Treasure Chest, June, ’28 
O’DonnELL, Cuarves L. — “In No Strange Land” 

Commonweal, Aug. 24,’ 27 

On Meeting a Lady Poetry, Dec., ’27 
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Before a Crib America, Dec. 24, ’27 


Super Candelabrum America, Jan. 14,’28 
Coram Sanctissimo Commonweal, Jan. 18,’28 
Tribute America, Feb. 11,728 
Assurance Commonweal, Feb. 13,728 
Narcissus in Winter America, Feb. 25,728 
“A Worm and No Man” Commonweal, Apr. 4,728 
Magdalen America, Apr. 21,728 
Process America, June 9,’28 


Oue, Mance — She Finished the Book 
Interludes, Summer, ’?27 
On Hearing Music Amer. Poetry, Nov.,’27 
Futility Attic Salt, Nov. 19,727 
Orrro, HELEN Prickett — Playthings 
Pasque Petals, Dec., 27 
Recreation Pasque Petals, June, ’28 
O’Keere, Acnes C.—Spring in Derry 
Amer. Poetry, May, ’28 
Oxarsson, Latu—Icelandic Peasant Poems (trans. 
by G. Oaks) Nation, Apr. 25,28 
Oxproyp, AticE Witson — Two of Us 


Harp, July-Aug., ’27 


Octave Harp, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
Outver, Wape-— Bound Water Voices, Dec., °27 

Love Rake the Ashes Gypsy, 
Oumstep, A. Surrey — Insight Inlander, Nov., 27 

Pits ID, Inlander, Jan.,’28 


Oxusen, CuarLes OLtur — The Stranger 
Commonweal, Oct. 12, ?27 


To a Woman Commonzveal, Nov. 30, ?27 
On Carstens River Muse & Mirror, Dec.,’27 
The Get-Away Muse & Mirror, Dec., ?27 
Divorce Court Judge Muse & Mirror, Dec.,’27 
Violence Voices, Apr., ?28 
Sanctuary Frontier, May, ’28 
OxsEN, EvizaABeTH — Lightening Muse & Mirror, Dec.,’27 
Oxson, E. James— ‘Towers of Sleep Poetry, May, ’28 
Last Night Poetry, May, ’28 
Oxson, Rutu LeEs — September Amer, Poetry, Sept., ?27 
Ouson, Trp — Trinity Poetry, Aug., ?27 
Summary for the Defense Voices, Oct., ?27 
Plough the Road Under Voices, Oct., ?27 
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Lariat Voices, Oct., ?27 
Maps Voices, Oct., °27 
Nocturne in Sepia Midland, Nov.,’27 
The Lovely and Merciless One 

Cont. Verse, Dec.-Jan.-’27-’28 


Changeling Interludes, Winter, ?27-’28 
Hic Jacet Harp, Jan.-Feb.,’28 
Adjuration To Any Young Man Echo, Feb., ’28 
Blizzard Poetry, Mar., ?28 
Sanctuary Voices, Apr., ?28 
Winter Fear Midland, May-June, ’28 


O’Mara, May—Alice Meynell Good Counsel, Oct.,’27 

O’Neiti, Dennis J.— Young Men Dream Dreams 
Commonweal, Oct. 12,27 

O’Neit, Georce — Clarion New Republic, Aug. 24,’27 


The Hunter New Republic, Nov. 2,’27 
Fable Sat. Reo, of Li., Deer 175 227 
Soporific Poetry, Apr., 28 
Huntsman’s Rouse Poetry, Apr., ?28 
Homage Poetry, Apr., 28 


OppENHEIMER, Caro. Purser — Zenith 
Cont. Verse, Dec.-Jan.-’27-’28 

Orxin, HELEN—The Fire Foot Prints, Jan.-Feb., 28 
Orman, James N.—I Need Not Ask for Beauty 

Har?, July-Aug., 27 
OrmeE-BrincE, Sytvia V.— The Southern Cross 

America, Apr. 21,’28 
Orr, Hucu Rosperr—The Warrior Robin 

Harp, Sept.-Oct., ?27 


Orrin, JANE — Sacrament Interludes, Winter, ?27-28 
Orton, Vrest — Poem Drift-Wind, Mar.,’28 
OsBoRNE, JEAN — Suggestion Window, Nov. 5, ’27 
An Honest Valentine Window, Feb. 14, ’28 
Ironique Window, Spring, ?28 
Triolet Window, Spring, ’28 


OssBorNE, Maupr Freeman —On Hallowe’en 
Amer. Poetry, Oct.,?27 
OsBorNE, Nancy Cooper — Justification 
Jun. League M., Apr.,’28 
O’SHEEL, SHAEMAs— This Is Our Doom 
Sat. Rev. of Lit., Aug. 6,727 
Mood Commonweal, Aug. 10,’27 
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How Happy Are the Little Birds (Adp. from 
Gaelic of Patrick Staunton) Commonweal, Oct. 5,’27 
Love Is a Sea Sat. Rev. of Lit., Apr. 14,728 
O’SuLuivan, Mary IsaBELLE — Song 
Commonweal, Jan. 11,28 
Oris, Marion — A Mood Bozart, May-June, ’28 
Owens, Outive—At My Window Amer. Poet, June, ’28 
Ows.ry, Karuertne NicHots—On the Desert 
Southwest Rev., Apr.,’28 
Oz — Celestial Traffic Jun. League M., May,’28 


P., F. H.—Adam and Eve (by John Erskine) 
Jun. League M., Mar.,’28 


Paine, Frances Raye — Lyric Unity, Feb. 27, ’28 
Parmer, Bessie PrrEr—Neighbors Interludes, Summer, ’27 
The Padre Calif. Southland, Mar.,’28 
The Snow Stratford Mag., Mar.,’28 
The Robins Stratford Mag., Mar.,’28 
The River Stratford Mag., Mar.,’28 
The Wind Stratford Mag., Mar.,’?28 
The New Moon Stratford Mag., Mar.,’28 
The Almond Tree Stratford Mag., Mar.,’28 
The Rain Stratford Mag., Mar.,’28 


PatmeER, E. Dorcas—Tyranny of Love 

Amer. Poetry, Feb.,’28 
Pancporn, Mary Kay—Litany Commonweal, June 6,’28 
Papazian, BertTHA SuLiivan— Woman in _ the 


Market Place Unity, Oct. 31,’27 
Parker, Dorotuy — Bric-a-Brac Bookman, Sept., ’27 
Interior Nation, Nov. 30, ’27 
The Maid-Servant at the Inn Bookman, Dec., ’27 


Parker, EpirH Witpe—Youth and Old Age 
Interludes, Spring, 28 


ParkER, Exuste G.— Scavenger Gypsy, June, ’28 
Parker, Fava K. — Pioneer Harp, Nov.-Dec., ?27 
PARMENTER, CATHERINE —September Lyric W., Sept.,’27 
Seven Words Century, Nov., ?27 
America to England Century, Mar.,’28 
Ave Maria Commonweal, Mar. 14, ’28 
Twilight in the Rockies Amer. Poetry, Apr.,’28 
Pontius Pilate Commonweal, Apr. 4,’28 
Dei Mater America, May 26, ’28 
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June Magnificat, June, ’28 
ParrENT, Daisy E. B.— Autumn Lyric W., Oct.,’27 
Parsons, Homer M. —Immigrant’s Progress 

Amer. Mercury, Sept., ’27 
PartripcE, Evererr—Sonnet Cont. Verse, Apr.-May, 28 
PascHALL, WaLTER-— Epitaph to Ibanez Gypsy, Spring, ’27 
Patterson, ANNA— The Kentucky Cardinal 
Ky. Folk-Lore & Poetry, Oct.,’27 
Patrrerson, Forsytu— Vacations Jun. League M., Oct.,’27 
Parrerson, T. C.—The Leper Commonweal, Oct. 19,27 
PauLEeNn, ARrLo-— Spring: To a Pessimist 
Amer. Poetry, Apr.,’28 
Payne, ANNE BiackwELu — Beyond Sodom 
Virginia Quart. Rev., Oct., 27 
As Drifted Dust Virginia Quart. Rev., Oct.,’27 
On a Mirror Bought at Auction 
Virginia Quart. Rev., Oct.,’27 


But Scarlet Cannot Wait College Humor, Nov.,’27 
Of Clay Lat) Law, Nov. 21,5227, 
For a Hermit-Thrush Century, Apr., 28 
Definitions Commonweal, May 16,’28 
Cured College Humor, June, ’28 
Payne, Brancue Marrery—Gifts Sunshine M., Dec., 2h 
The Black Hills in June Sunshine M., Dec.,’27 


And So Christ Ascended Into Heaven 
Pasque Petals, Feb.,’28 
Paxton, Mary—Envy Me Harp, Nov.-Dec., ’27 
Peacu, ArrHur Wa.vace — “Cap’n” 
Commonweal, Oct. 19,’27 


Hawks Commonweal, Dec. 28,27 
The Abiding Churchman, July 7,728 
Pearce, HELEN — Sonnet Poetry, June, 28 
Emily Bronté Poetry, June, ’28 
Pearson, Cora M.—Freedom’s Call (Dedicated to 
A. Philip Randolph) Messenger, Feb., ?28 
PrasE, JosEPHINE VAN DoLzEN — Odd One . Voices, Nov., 27 
Revelation Lyric W., Dec., 727 
Night-Cap Poetry, Mar., ?28 
Late Frost Poetry, Mar., ?28 
Skyline Poetry, Mar., ?28 
Young Men Fly Poetry, Mar., ’28 
PrasLEE, CLARENCE L. — Circles Attic Salt, Oct. 15, °27 
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On An Old Picture Attic Salt, Nov. 19,728 


Tomorrow Attic Salt, Dec. 10,’27 
We All Must Go Attic Salt, Feb. 18,728 
Paradise Attic Salt, Mar.17,’28 
Sorrow Attic Salt, May 12,’28 


Pecx, Dororuy C.—On Selling a Ford Car 
Pasque Petals, May, 28 
PeitER, RutH—These Things Only— Gypsy, Spring, ’28 


PELLs, GrEorGE — Prayer Amer. Poetry, June, ’28 
PENNEWELL, MarcaretT ANN-—To a Desecrated 
Villainess Jun. League M., Mar.,’28 
Percy, WiLLiAM ALEXANDER—Threnody Lyric, Oct., ’27 
Recognition Lyrie, Dee. 727 
The Charioteer of Delphi Bozart, Mar.-Apr., ’28 
Cadenza on a Popular Theme Southwest Rev., Apr.,’28 
Stirrup Cup Bozart, May-June, ’28 
Perkins, Emity TayLor— Paradox Opportunity, June, ’28 
The Blue Jay Cont. Verse, June-July, ’28 
PERLEY, GEorcE A.—Air Castles Pargue Petals, May, ’28 
Fantasia Pasque Petals, June, ’28 
Perry, CHARLOTTE HuNnGERFoRD — Bootblacks Voices, 28 
Minka Voices, ?28 
Perry, ELeanore L.—Wind Song America, Sept. 17, ’27 
Away America, July 7,’28 
Peterson, Epwin L. — Burial Opportunity, Dec., ?27 
“J Am Dethe” Commonweal, Feb. 8,’28 
To a Poet Long Dead Poetry, Feb., ’28 
Fog Echo, May, ’28 


A Lyrical Accompaniment to Everyman 
Midland, May-June, ’28 
Peterson, J. A.— The Ghost of Your Wasted Past 
Pasque Petals, Sept.,’27 


My Dust Pasque Petals, Jan.,’28 
Home Sunshine M., Mar.,’28 
The Greatest Sin Pasque Petals, Apr.,’28 
Boreas Sunshine M., May, ’28 
Evolution Pasque Petals, June, ’28 
Perri, Lor —'The Carmelite Amer. Poetry, Oct.,’27 
Jazz Age Lyric W., Nov., ’27 
A Young Girl Muse & Mirror, Dec., ?27 
Skyscrapers Cont. Verse, Feb.-Mar., ’28 
Battleships Cont. Verse, Feb.-Mar., ’28 
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October Echo, Mar., ’28 
The Old Ships Cont. Verse, June-July, ’28 
Bell Buoy Japm, July 23,28 
PETTERSON, Emity—A Winter Tree Amer. Poetry, Dec.,’27 
Peyton, Aprian—Shepherds Inquire of Joseph 
America, Dec. 24, ?27 
PFEIFFER, Epwarp H.— The Outcast 
Commonweal, Sept. 28,27 
Phantoms Commonzveal, Nov. 30,727 
PrisrerR, Cuara A.— The Hill Foot Prints, Jan.-Feb., 28 
Puit, JosepHiNE D.— Rain and Sun 
Foot Prints, Mar.-Apr., 28 


Putt, Mary Ann — Disaster Foot Prints, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
PuiLiips, CHARLES — Miracle America, Oct. 8,’27 
Rose in the Rain America, Oct. 15,27 
Eucharist America, Dec. 17,27 


Puiturps, GrorcE-—Soliloquy College Humor, Nov.,’27 
Puituips, JamMes ELtpripce — The Black Hills 
Sunshine M., Dec.,’27 
Purtures, Marie Trextxo-—Spirit of Pittsburg 
Congress Outlet, Aug.,’27 


Pittsburg-Labor’s Hearth Congress Outlet, Sept.,?27 
In a Ribbon Tied Basket Congress Outlet, Sept.,’27 
Go to Sleep Bookmakers, Sept., ?27 
Little Flowret Bookmakers Folio, Sept.,?27 
The Breath of Toil Bookmakers Folio, Sept.,’27 
Illusion Prism, Sept., ?27 
Obligato Alden Kindred, Oct.,’27 
Gone Amer. Poetry, Nov.,?27 
Unexpressed Pegasus, Nov., ?27 
Christmas Greetings Prism, Dec.,?27 
The World Goes By Pioneer, Jan., °28 
Grief Prism, Jan., 728 
The Return Rectangle, Feb., 28 
Lonely, Homing, All Alone, Coming Home to 
You Gondolier, Mar.,’28 
The Closed Door Ky. Folk-Lore & Poetry, Apr.,’28 
The World Goes By Mercury, June, ’28 
Poetry Pegasus, May, 28 
Puitiips, Mimi — Romance Magnificat, Aug., ?27 
Our Share Magnificat, Apr., ’28 
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Puiecar, THELMA — Sleep Midland, Dec.,’?27 
Prerson, Harriet W.— The Sand-Bar 

Commonweal, Aug. 10,’27 
Pirie, Marte Nic—Only Daughter Step Ladder, Feb., 28 
PILKENTON, Henry L.— When You’re Away, (To 


My Wife) Ky. Folk-Lore & Poetry, Oct., 27 
Pinckney, JosEPHINE — Hag! Poetry, Sept., 727 
Thread Flowers Yale Rev., Oct., 27 
Pinver, Frances Dickenson — Chameleon Lyric, Aug.,’27 
Tattoo Congo Lyric, Dec., ?27 
Laughter Bozart, May-June, ’28 
Driftage Lyric, June, ’28 


Pinney, Dexia Devicur—Sonnet Study in S, 
Western Woman, Dec.,’27 
Pirrer, Rutu — Virginal Dial, May, ’28 
Prrz, Susan — Those Rugged Hills Sunshine M., June, ’28 
Piumty, JANE Jackson — Song to a Kind Person 
Har?, Sept.-Oct., ’27 
PLumMER, ELEanor Brennan — Back Trail 
Har per’s, Oct., ?27 
Po, Lez Cueuxk, and Curisry, ARTHUR E.—An 
Apostrophe to the Moon (From the Chinese 


of Li-Po) Lyric W., Nov., ’27 

Poems by a Chinese Mystic Harp, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
Potx, Grace PorrerFieLD—An Old Fashioned 

Garden Amer. Poetry, Oct., ?27 


PoLiarp, LancasTeR — Rotarian Sermon 
Midland, May-June, ’28 


Pottey, Guy E. — Morning Sunshine M., Nov.,’27 
Dreaming Sunshine M., Nov.,’28 
Home from Work Sunshine M., Mar.,’28 
War Mothers Sunshine M., June, ’28 


Potuitr, JosEPHINE —Sea-Cove in September 
Poetry Folio, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
Poors, Fanny H. Runnets— The Colloquy 
Granite M., Oct., 27 
Porter, AuicE — Enter Eros Bozart, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
One Wednesday Lyric, Apr., 28 
PorTeR, Kennetu W. — Sepulchre 
World Tomorrow, Feb.,’28 
The Undying Unity, Mar. 26, ’28 
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Ballad of a Bad Citizen on Good Friday 
Commonweal, Apr. 4,28 


The Skeptic Speaks Unity, Apr. 9,°28 
City Street Unity, May 7,28 
The Lonely Plowman Commonweal, May 16,’28 
To Celestino Madeiros Unity, May 28,28 
The Felled Tree Cont. Verse, June-July, ’28 
Eugene V. Debs Unity, June 11,728 
Identity Japm, July 2,28 


Porter, RaymMonp W.—The Subtle Years 
Amer. Poet, June,’28 
PosecaTE, Mase — Mutation Gypsy, Winter, ’27 
Last Year and This Year Voices, Feb., 28 
Post, Mary BrinkeEr— There Will Be Gulls 
Cont. Verse, June-July, ’28 
PostLes, GracE VERA — Moonlight 
Sat. Eve. Quill, June, ’28 


The Blue Ridge Mts. Sat. Eve Quill, June, ’28 
Prayer Sat, Eve. Quill, June, 28 
The Prisoner Sat. Eve. Quill, June, ’28 
Sans Words Sat. Eve. Quill, June, ’28 
Poramxin, Harry Aan — Aesthete Nation, Aug. 10, ’27 
Bringing Egypt Beauty Crisis, Aug., ?27 


Lullaby, To an Old Wound Reopened 
Independent, Nov. 26,’27 


Carnival Carnivore Opportunity, May,’28 
Garden of the Philosophers Opportunity, May, ’28 
Retirement Opportunity, May, ’28 


Potts, Rut N.—The Way of Love 
College Humor, Sept.,’27 
Pounp, Ezra—Part of Canto XXVII Dial, Jan.,’28 
PowELL, HeLen ReEp—A Nun at Vespers Lyric, Dec., ’27 
Powers, A. M.—What Was It We Witnessed? 
Amer. Poetry, June, ’28 
Powers, Jesstca—To a Round Moon Lyric W.., Sept.,’27 


The Great Poet Poetry, Nov., 27 
Vigil Lights Commonweal, Feb. 1,’28 
If Thou Hadst Known Magnificat, Mar., 28 
The Saints Come Here to Worship Magmificat, Apr.,’28 
Like Kilkeers Crying Poetry, June, ’28 


Powers, Marion Porter — Percival Wellingbee 
Voices, Oct., ?27 
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PownaL.L, Dorotuy Asupy — Disillusioned 
College Humor, Apr.,’28 
Prarp, Henry T.—I Watched the Stars 
Pasque Petals, Oct.,’27 


Tea Pasque Petals, Jan.,’28 
Ownership Sunshine M., Apr.,’28 
Praep, H. T.— Quatrain Pasquale Petals, Apr.,’28 
Gods of the North Pasque Petals, June, ’28 
Fine Feathers .. Amer. Poetry, June, ’28 
PracEr, Motutz — Impotency Lyric W., Dec., ’27 


Pret, Betry—The Spirit of the Cornfield 
Treasure Chest, Oct.,’27 


Hallowe’en Treasure Chest, Oct., 27 
Elves and Goblins Treasure Chest, June, 28 
Trees Treasure Chest, June, 28 


PRENDERGAST, Frank — Poseidon Foot Prints, Mar.-Apr., ’28 
Preston, H. P. — Request to a New Mistress 
San Franciscan, July, ’28 
Preston, JoHN Hype — Psalm Poetry, Feb., ?28 
Price, Daisy Conway — Madonna Sorrow 
Amer. Poetry, Oct., ?27 
The Flapper Amer. Poetry, Mar.,?28 
Price, Jack — The Pipe That Failed 
College Humor, June, ’28 


Price, RutruH Cray — Cinquains Har?, July-Aug., ’27 
The Wanton Interludes, Summer, ’27 
The Carrier Interludes, Summer, ’27 
Adelaide Crapsey Gypsy, Autumn, ’27 
Divertissements Lyric W., Nov., ’27 
Silver Thaw Voices, Apr., ?28 


Price, Wity1am James—The Prospector’s Wife 
Interludes, Summer, ’27 


Altars Interludes, Summer, ’27 
The Vagrant Attic Salt, Nov. 19, ’27 
The Poet’s Prayer Interludes, Winter, ’?27-’28 
Ballade of the End of Battles Jmterludes, Winter, ’27-’28 
A Plea to Modern Poets Interludes, Spring, ’28 


Pricwarp, Atvin — Experiment 

Ky. Folk-Lore & Poetry, Oct.,?27 
Prior, SyLvERNA — Valentine Amer. Poetry, Feb., ’28 
Procror, Martua BaiLey — Jimmy 


Muse & Mirror, Dec., ’27 
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ProxoscuH, FREDERIC — Old Orchard 
Virginia Quart. Rev., Jan.,’28 
PRosPER, JoAN DareTH—And a Little Cape of 


Flame Harp, Sept.-Oct., ?27 
Nocturne Lyric W., Nov.,’27 
Madrigal Muse & Mirror, Dec.,’27 
Grief Midland, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
Life Class Midland, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
Winter Night Midland, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
The Exhibit Prosper, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
View Points Midland, Jan.-Feb., ’28 


PruppEN, HeLten Danrortu — Mood 
Interludes, Sammer, ?27 
Old Lady Cook Commonweal, Feb. 15,728 
PruvENn, Brapiey S.— Our Road 
Commonweal, July 25,28 
Puckett, NEwse.u N.— God’s Overalls 
Foot Prints, Nov.-Dec., ’27 
Sammy Foot Prints, Jan.-Feb., 28 
Winter Foot Prints, Mar.-Apr., ’28 
Puxtranc, Mary ExizaBpetu — Give Youth Its Chance 
Unity, Nov. 21,’27 
PurRNELL, IpELLA-— A Friend’s Departure 
Nation, Jan. 4,°28 


Who Have Known Love Voices, Apr.,’28 
ISBring. Yous +s Voices, Apr., 728 
Penalty Voices, Apr., 728 
Fisher of Men (To D. H. Lawrence) Voices, May, ’28 
Putnam, Lura—To Jean Pasque Petals, Mar.,’28 


Pye, THomas— With a Five Pound Box 
College Humor, Dec.,’27 


Quar.eEs, Epwin — The Sacrificial Year (A Sonnet 


Sequence) Lyric, Sept., ?27 
Music Lady (To Leonora Speyer) Lyric, Dec, °27 
Quick, Dororuy — Elizabeth Gypsy, Winter, ’27 


Quirk, S. J. Cuartes J. — Butterfly 
Good Counsel, Aug.,’27 


O Wizard Autumn Good Counsel, Oct., ?27 
Gifts for God on Christmas Day Good Counsel, Dec., 27 
‘Testament Step Ladder, Feb., ’28 
Birth Magnificat, Mar., 28 
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St. Joseph Remembers Good Counsel, Mar.,’28 


Easter Magnificat, Apr.,’28 
Pain Magnificat, Apr.,’28 
After Calvary Good Counsel, Apr.,’28 
The Poet’s Poet Amer. Poetry, Dec.,’27 
In Memoriam Amer. Poetry, June, 28 
RavcurF, Amy I.— Dedication Pasque Petals, Oct.,’27 


Raney, GLENN— Muddy Water Emory Phoenix, June,’28 
Rains, Ciarinpa — (singer of the following folk- 
song) Billy and Diana 
Ky. Folk-Lore & Poetry, July, ’28 


Ramsay, Henry — Sin 


Ramsay, Joan— The Hawk 


The Gardener 


Sonnet for a Small Boy 


Lyric W., Oct., ’27 
Echo, Oct.,?27 


Commonweal, Oct. 19,’27 
Commonweal, Jan. 11,’28 


Ranuett, Susan ALIcE — On Good Friday 


Vesper Hymn 


Ransom, A, W.— Dakota Showers 


Magnificat, Apr., 28 
Magnificat, June, 28 
Pasque Petals, Mar.,’28 


RatcuiFFE, DororHy Una—The Gypsy Bride 


The View-Point 


Mass of the Moorlands 


Poetry, Dec., ?27 
Poetry, Dec., 727 
Poetry, Dec., 727 


Rawuincs, Birn—A Touch of Spring 


Emory Phoenix, June, ’28 


Ray, LouisE CrensHaw — Recompense 


Autumn Bloom 
Jongleur 
Masquerade 
Heritage 
Cloud-Shadows 
Mater Dolorosa 
Penalty 

Disparity 

To a Miserly Lover 
Incorrigible 
Recumbent Oak 

If You Should Pass 
Love’s Immortality 


Singed Wings 


Poetry Today, Sept.,’27 
Poetry Today, Sept., ?27 
Poetry Today, Sept.,’27 
Poetry Today, Sept., ’27 
Boxart, Sept.-Oct., 727 
Bozart, Sept.-Oct., 727 
Ave Maria, Oct. 27,’27 
Lit. Lan., Oct. 9, ?27 
Attic Salt, Oct. 15,°27 
Bozart, Nov.-Dec., ’?27 
Parnassus, Nov. 15, ?27 
Lapa Decwl 227, 
Ave Maria, Dec. 17,27 


Will-o’-the-Wisp, Jan.-Feb., ’28 


Bozart, Jan.-Feb., ’28 


Chalice Attic Salt, Feb. 18,28 


Return Interludes, Spring, ’28 
Phantoms Lat, Lan, Apt. 6,°28 
Guerdon Palo Verde, May, ’28 
Giuseppe’s Gold Palo Verde, May,’28 
No More in Dreams Will-o’-the-W., May-June, ’28 
To An Alabama Spring Lit, Lan., May 6,28 
The Unforgotten Attic Salt, May 12,28 
But Still Intrepid Icarus Commonweal, June 6,28 
RayForp, Jupy — Jazzbo Boxart, Sept.-Oct., ?27 


RaymMunpD, BERNARD — Feet Are No Lovers 
Poetry, Nov., ?27 
Repincton, Marcaret — The Evolution 
Jun. League M., Nov.,’27 
Reep, Dena — Park Knight College Humor, Dec.,?27 
ReeEp, FLtorence Dazey — Two Cutworms 
Pasque Petals, June, ’28 
Reep, Russet S.— Cynical Mood 
Muse & Mirror, Dec.,’27 
Reenan, WitiiAm L.—The Fourteen Stations 
Commonweal, Apr. 4,28 
Reese, Evetyn — Medieval Wedding (Trizad) 
Foot Prints, Mar.-Apr., ’28 
Reese, Lizerre WoopwortuH — Crows 
SAL ERED mOVm Lie Octane, 


Apart Lyric, Apt., °28 
For a Prodigal Boxart, July-Aug., ’28 
Reeves, W. P.— The Ledge Commonweal, Sept. 21,727 
Reicu, Jr., Henry — Trophies Free Verse, Autumn, ’27 
Absalom Voices, Oct., °27 
Freedom Opportunity, Dec., ?27 


Evil (From the Hindu of Tata Habasaba) 
Cont. Verse, Dec.-Jan., ?27-’28 
Reip, DororHy E.—A Warning to the Vast 


Empyrean Lyric, Aug., ?27 
Chryselephantine Voices, Nov., 27 
Solvent Voices, Nov., 727 
Song to Be Sung While Delivering a Left Hook 

to the Jaw Voices, Nov., 27 


Poem to Be Carried As a Banner 
Commonweal, Nov. 2,27 
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Via Rosinante Poetry, Jan., 728 


Medusa Voices, Mar.,’28 
Funeral Cont. Verse, Apr.-May,’28 
Rep, Peccy — Cartoons Attic Salt, Nov.19, ’27 
Avignon Amer. Poetry, May, ’28 
In the Damp Stillness Amer. Poetry, May, ’28 
Chinese Sunset Amer. Poetry, June, ’28 


ReynoLps, Beatrice Dow — Your Laughter 
Echo, Oct.,- 24 
Arpeggio Echo, May, ’28 
Reynotps, Lucy —Squaw Butte (In Idaho) 
Amer. Poetry, Feb., 28 
ReznikorF, Cuartes— Hebrew Menorah Journ.,May,’28 


Rice, RutH Mason — Teacup Interludes, Summer, ’27 
Yacht in a Storm Interludes, Summer, ?27 
Conflict of Authority World Tomorrow, Aug.,’27 
Shakespeare’s 363rd_ Birthday Oracle, Sept., ?27 
Apartment House Drama Oracle, Sept., ?27 


Ricu, H. THompson — Pacific Sunset 


World Tomorrow, Dec.,?27 
Ricuarps, ExizaBETH Davis — Deceit 


Interludes, Spring, ’28 


To Lincoln Lantern, Feb.-Mar., ’28 
Spires Attic Salt, Feb. 18,728 
Toll-Gate Oracle, Mar., 28 
Fragile Oracle, Mar., ’28 
A Young Girl, Dead Bozart, Mar.-Apr., ?28 
Deserted Will-o’-the-W., May-June, ’28 
Echo Harp, Mar.-Apr., ’28 


Ricuarps, I. Barrp—A Sonnet to a Friend 
Muse & Mirror, Dec.,?27 
Seven Japanese Hokkus Troubadour, June., ’28 
Ricuarps, Jutre— Technique College Humor, May,’28 
Ricuarpson, Ax — Sophisticate of Spring ai 
Emory Phoenix, June, ’28 
Ricuarpson, Dorotuy M.— Message Poetry, Aug., °27 
Ricuarpson, Grace G.— Truck Garden 
Messenger, Nov., 27 
Ricuarpson, Ista Pascuan— When I Went Back 
Amer. Poetry, Feb., ’28 
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Ricuarpson, Masei K.—The Counterpane 
Pasque Petals, Aug.,’27 


March Pasque Petals, Mar.,’28 
RicHarpson, Mary Anson — Poems of Rainer Maria 
Rilke Palo Verde, May, ’28 


Ricuarpson, Manet Kinositey — Arguments 

Pasque Petals, June, ’28 
Ricuarpson, Neuuie §,— After the Vermont Flood 

Amer. Poetry, Jan.,’28 
RippEtt, Mary E.-— Driver’s Song Attic Salt, Dec. 10,27 
Riper, Atic—E PHetps—On a Page of Music 

Amer. Poetry, Feb., ’28 


Riper, Ione Morrison — Difference 
Cont. Verse, Apr.-May, ’28 


Ripinc, Laura — One Reason Nation, Jan. 18,28 
Riccs, Lynn — Epitaph Bookman, Aug.,’27 
The Arid Land Laughing Horse, Autumn, ’27 
Bird of Night Voices, Oct., ’27 
As It Was In the Beginning Vozces, Oct., 27 
Advice to a Mendicant Nation, Nov.2, ’27 
Before Winter Nation, Nov. 14,27 


Threnody for the Slain 

Books: N. Y. Her.-Trib., Mar. 4,728 
One Who Never Died 

Books: N. Y. Her.-Trib., Apr. 29,28 


Ritey, Mary T.— Candles Foot Prints, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
Ruth Foot Prints, Mar.-Apr., ’28 
Crocuses Amer. Poetry, Apr.,’28 

Ritxe, Rarner Maria — Poems (trans. by M. A. 

Richardson) Palo Verde, May,’28 


From the Book of Pilgrimage (trans. by Anne Ryan) 
Commonweal, July 11,28 
Death (trans. by Anne Ryan) Commonweal, July 11,’28 


RipLey, SHERMAN — Inarticulate Interludes, Summer, ’27 
Don Juan Cont. Verse, Sept.,’?27 
Advice to Poets Cont. Verse, Aug.-Sept., 727 
Realization Cont. Verse, Aug.-Sept., 727 
Autumn Dust Step Ladder, Feb.,’28 


Ritter, Marcaret Top — Wall Maps Voices, Oct., ?27 
Guide to Edgeware Row, London: House of 
Emma Hart, 1783 Cont. Verse, Oct.-Nov., ’?27 
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Camera Lucida Lyric, Nov.,?27 


Camera Obscura Lyric, Nov., ’27 
Premonition Commonweal, Dec. 7,727 
Night-Blooming Cereus Cont. Verse, Apr.-May, ’28 
Rivoia, Frora SHUFELT — Gift Pasque Petals, Sept., 27 
Rediscovery Pasque Petals, Dec.,’27 
New Spring Pasque Petals, Mar.,’28 
Potluck Pasque Petals, Apr.,’28 


Gnarled Roots and Clearings Pasque Petals, June, ’28 
“As We Forgive Our Debtors” Pasque Petals, June, ’28 

Rivot1, HELEN Winirrep — Lincoln 
Pasque Petals, Mar.,’28 


Rossins, ANNIE M. — Trees Amer. Poetry, Aug.,’27 
Lace-A Pastel Amer. Poetry, Nov.,’27 
Ropert, Roy —Old Fable Bozart, Mar. Apr. ’28 
To a Pharisee Bozart, Mar.-Apr., ’28 
Roserts, ExvizaseETH Mapvox—A Ballet Song of 
Mary Poeiry, Dec., ’27 


Ropertson, CHarves M. — Geese 
Ky. Folk-Lore & Poetry, Apr.,’28 


Rosertson, Ciybe — Inhibition Interludes, Spring, ’28 
New York Prism, Sept.-Oct., 27 
Stellated Parchment, Oct., 27 
Oscar Wilde Poets Scroll, Nov.,?27 
Paradox Sat, Rev. of Lit., Mar. 17,728 
Inhibition Interludes, Apr., 28 
Arapahoe Outdoor Life, Mar.,’28 
Usury Parchment, Mar.,’28 
Sisters of Mercy Poets Scroll, Apr., ?28 
Cheated Poets Scroll, Apr., ?28 


Ropinson, ANNE Maruivpe — Still Born 
Poets Scroll, Aug., ?27 


Handicap Poets Scroll, Aug., ?27 
A Tired Man Speaks Phila. Bulletin, Aug., 27 
Lettin’? On Bard, Autumn, ’27 
Growing Up Girl? W., Nov., ?27 
Singing Words Girl? W., Nov., ’27 
Mrs. Noah Phila. Bulletin, Nov.,’?27 
High Feast Little Missionary, Dec.,’27 
Featherbed Lane Springfield Rep., Jan.,’28 
Two Singers Springfield Rep., Jan., 28 
Stature Good Counsel, Feb., 28 
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Chesapeake Trail Bard, Spring, ’28 


Bird Lullabye Workers Counsel, Spring, ’28 
Evening Sentinels Interludes, Spring, ’28 
The Road Good Counsel, Mar., ’28 
Prayer Candles Good Counsel, Mar., ’28 
The Rood Good Counsel, Mar., 28 
Roads Phila, Bulletin, Apr.,’28 
While Sorrow Sleeps Good Counsel, Apr.,’28 
Sleepy Song Boys and Girls, Apr., 28 
White Clover Attic Salt, Apr.,’28 
Journeying Good Counsel, May, 28 
At Peep O’ Day Girls W., May, ’28 
Transience Attic Salt, June, ’28 


Ropinson, Cartey — To Betsy (My Black Rag Doll) 
Century, Oct., 27 
Rosinson, Datsi— THEL — Summer Awake 
Amer. Poetry, Sept., 27 
Rosinson, DonaLtp Fay — The Pedler 
Amer. Poetry, Aug., 727 
Rospinson, Epirh Extp—EN—I Love Nobody ’Cept 
Myself Van, Sept.,’27 
John Drew Lariat, Sept., 27 
The Tales Yon Hill-Tops Tell 
Calif. Southland, Dec.,’27 


The Betrayal Lariat, Jan.,?28 
Worth the Pain of Birth Lariat, Jan.,’28 
Space Education, Feb.,’28 
Fate Overland Mo., Feb., ’28 
It Rose Inspiration, Mar., 28 
A Mine Within a Mind Inspiration, Mar., ?28 
A Merry-Go-Me-Round Overland Mo., Apr., 28 
Fate Amer. Poetry, June, ’28 


Rosrinson, Lucy M. C.— Trail Songs of the Air 
Lariat, Oct., ?27 

Ropinson, Henry Morton — Way of All Ships 
America, Sept. 3,’27 


Buck Fever Commonweal, Sept. 21,727 
Progress America, Nov. 5,’27 
The Virgin at Noon (Trans. from French of Paul 
Claudel) Commonweal, Nov. 9,’27 
Bout Interludes, Winter, ?27-’28 
Far Thoughts and Near America, Jan. 14,728 
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Ascent America, Mar. 24,28 


College Twilight Century, June, ’28 
Prayer to Sleep America, June 30,28 
Dumb Query America, July, ’28 


Ropinson, Morton Vance — The Haughty Days 
Lariat, Oct., 27 
Roxginson, EmMErson — Steel Construction 
Cont. Verse, Aug.-Sept., 727 
Sonnet In Monotone Oracle, Sept., ?27 
Rocco, JosEpH — Image and Inscript 
Commonweal, Nov. 30,727 


Rocue, Lorerra — Monody Voices, Nov., ?27 
Journey Voices, Nov., ?27 
Leaves Commonweal, Nov. 9,27 
Wisdom Cont. Verse, Apr.-May, ’28 
Reply Harp, July-Aug., ’27 


Rocuman, RosE— The Unscrupulous Shylock 
Cont. Verse, Apr.-May, ’28 


RocxeL, H. James — Shadow Voices, May, ’28 
Minka Voices, May, ’28 
Pigeons Voices, May,’28 
Bootblack Voices, May, ’28 


Ropcer, SARAH-ELIZABETH — Stepping Stones 
Stratford Mag., June, ’28 

RopxkEr, Joun — Line to An Etruscan Tomb 
Poetry, Aug.,’27 


To a Renault in the Country Poetry, Aug., ?27 
Ror, Ropert — Receipt Poetry, Apr., ?28 
Another Immoral Season Poetry, Apr., ’28 
Blacksmith’s Song Poetry, Apr., 28 


Rotuins, LEIGHTON — Thomas A Becket (A Fragment) 
Voices, May, ’28 
Romatrxka, Anton — Harvest Dance 
Northern Light, Aug.-Sept., 27 


In Lovers’ Grove Dramus Guild E., Sept.,’27 
The Dreamers Love Story M., Sept. 17,’27 
Reproach Lantern, Oct., ?27 
Happy Bard N.Y. Times, Jan. 12,728 
To Life No. Light, Jan.-Mar., ’28 
In Memoriam No. Light, Jan.-Mar., ’?28 


Romic, Epna Davis —'The Woman Speaks 
Amer. Poetry, May, ’28 
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For a Shakespearian Garden 
Bulletin of the Shakesperian Asso. 


Moravian Trombones The Window, July, ’28 
Makers The Window, July, ’28 
Ronn, ApsBiEe — The Inning Pasque Petals, Dec.,’27 
Tapestry Pasque Petals, Apr.,’28 


Roor, KaruaringE Metcatr — The Clock Flynn’s, Dec., ?27 
Root, E. Mrerritzi-— Sacco and Vanzetti 
Cont. Verse, Aug.-Sept., ’27 


Dark Halo Bozart, Sept.-Oct., ’27 
Postjudices Voices, Oct., ’27 
For Old Intellectuals Echo, Nov., ’27 
Gothic Mood Bozart, Nov.-Dec., ’27 
Shadow of Earth World Tomorrow, Dec., ’27 
Jack and Giant Poetry Folio, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
Garyatides World Tomorrow, May, ’28 
Flight of Earth Bozart, May-June, ’28 
Paradox Harp, May-June, ’28 
A Ballad of Evil Japm, July 23, 28 
Rorty, JamMEs — God’s Children Nation, Feb. 8, 28 


Rosr, BLancuE Wattrip—Summer Noonday 
Amer. Poetry, Aug.,’27 


Cigar-Maker Oracle, Sept.,’27 
Unborn Oracle, Sept., 27 
Mountain Nightfall Echo, Sept., ’27 
On Playing a Chopin Prelude Harp, Sept.-Oct., ?27 
Purple Harbor Echo, Oct., ?27 
Communion Amer. Poetry, Nov., 27 
Estranged Lyric, Jan., 28 
Child’s Music Lesson Step Ladder, Feb., ’28 
Wife Step Ladder, Feb.,’28 
After Burial Step Ladder, Feb.,’28 
Politician Cont. Verse, Feb.-Mar., 28 
I Heard My Song Gypsy, Spring, ’28 
Wandering Cont, Verse, June-July, ’28 
Invitation Boxart, July-Aug., ’28 
Rose, D.—God, A Definition Troubadour, June, ’28 
Fragment Troubadour, June, ’28 


Rost, EprrH— Spring in Kentucky 
Ky, Folk-Lore & Poetry, Apr.,’28 
Rosr, Ropert NormiLe — Clipper Ships 
Commonweal, Aug. 17,°27 
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Tramp Ship Commonweal, Nov. 16,727 
Yankee Captain Commonweal, May 23,28 
Rosepaum, Benjamin — Love at the Pyrenees 
Voices, Jan.,’28 
RosentuaL, Jutrus H.— Gay Young Lady 
Free Verse, Autumn, ’27 
Vision Cont. Verse, Oct.-Nov., ?27 
Ross, HELEN Myra - Blessing For a New Home 
Am. Ins. Union, Mar.,’28 
Ross, MarcarET Amy — Witchcraft 
Jun. League M., Apr.,’28 
Ross, W. W. E. —Soldiery Dial, Apr., 28 
In the Ravine Dial, Apr.,’28 
Rossrr, Fravia — Christmas Carol 
Commonweal, Dec. 21,’27 
Path to the Moon Harp, May-June, ’28 
Rotu, Grorcr — To a Kindly Neighbor 
Interludes, Spring, ’28 
Rounpy, W. N.-— Sonnet Unity, July 25,27 
Rouse, SHELLEY — Christmas Eve 
Jun. League M., June, ’28 
RoussEvE, Ferprnanp L.— Amour Libre 
Sat. Eve. Quill, June, ’28 


Dark Dreams Sat. Eve. Quill, June, ’28 
Unregretting Sat. Eve, Quill, June, ’28 
Rowe, Dorotuy — Friendship Unity, Aug. 8, ’27 
Plum Blossoms in the Snow Cont. Verse, June-July, 728 
Rowe, E. L. — Houses Pasque Petals, Mar., 28 
Rupiz, Grapys — Today Sunshine M., Nov.,’27 


Ruess, STELLA Knicut — Japanese Lantern Pods 
Foot Prints, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
Russ, PENELOPE — Frosted Flowers 
College Humor, Apr.,’28 
RussELL, SypNEy Kinc— Death the Lover 
Lyric W., Nov., ?27 


Certainty Voices, Dec., ?27 
Feet of Clay Voices, Dec., ’27 
The Spite Fence Conning T., N. Y. World, Feb. 23,28 
Pretense Voices, Mar., ’28 
Refuge Voices, Apr., ?28 
Song for a Rainy Day College Humor, July, 28 
Rusre, Rupotr G.— Creators Pasque Petals, Oct.,’27 
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An Awakening Pasque Petals, Jan.,’28 
The Morning of the Sixth Day  Pasgue Petals, May,’28 
RUTHENBERG, Grace H.-—Shah Jehan Built a 


Sepulchre Poetry, Oct., 727 
Preparation Poetry, Oct., ?27 
RuTLepcE, ArcuiBaLp — Bridal Birch Scribmer’s, May, ’28 
Ryan, Karuryn Wuire — Triangle Voices, Jan., 28 
To Another Galatea Commonweal, Jan. 25,28 
Immanence Voices, Mar., ’28 
One Informs the Lord Cont. Verse, Apr.-Mar., ?28 
Cliff Dwellers, New Mexico Nation, June 20, ’28 
SaBALALA, SanTIE— The Raid Poetry, Aug.,’27 
SackviLLE-West, V.—In Syria Gypsy, Autumn, ’27 
SacE, Joan — Mirage Poetry, June, ’28 


Sampson, Gait Donuam — Peddler’s Pack Gyosy, Spring, ’27 
Sampson, Harriet—To a Lady Growing Old 
Lyric, Jan., ?28 


Venice Poetry, June, ’28 
Sampson, YorK— The Return Pasque Petals, May, ’28 
SanpBuRG, Cari — Early Hours Nation, June 6,’28 

Different Kinds of Good-by Nation, June 6,28 

Blossom Themes Virginia Quart. Rev., July, ’28 

Flowers Tell Months Virginia Quart. Rev., July, ’28 

Broken Sky Virginia Quart. Rev., July, ’28 

Nocturn Carbage Virginia Quart. Rev., July, ’28 

Silver Point Virginia Quart, Rev., July, ’28 


SanDERS, KaTHERINE SHUMARD— The Dragon Waits 
Harp, July-Aug., ’27 


Sanpoz, Paux — Republic Echo, Aug., ’27 
Her Name, Mary Echo, Sept.,’27 
Common Life Voices, Nov., ?27 
Ruth Cont. Verse, Dec.-Jan., ’27-’28 

SANTMYER, HELEN — February Scribner’s, Feb., ?28 


SaPER, SARA — Question Without Answer 
Harp, May-June, ’28 


Sapir, Epwarp — Dirge Dial, Sept.,’27 
Yet Water Runs Again Dial, June, ’28 
SareTT, Lew— Heaven for Horses Frontier, Mar., ’28 
Winter Night Tanager, Mar., ’28 
Hollyhocks! Sat. Rev. of Lit., Mar. 3,28 
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SARGENT, DantEL — Music From Heaven 
Commonweal, Nov. 30,27 


‘The Babe Commonweal, Dec. 21,27 
April Commonweal, Apr. 18,728 
White Secrets Commonweal, June 27,28 


SARGENT, JR., SAMUEL M.-— Lake at Twilight 
Oracle, Sept., 728 
Glimpses Lyric W., Oct., ’27 
Sassoon, SIEGFRIED— The Wisdom of the World 
Sat. Rev. of Lit., Nov. 19, ’27 
SauL, GeorcE Branpon — The Light Remote 
Books: N. Y. Her.-Trib., June 17,28 
SauNDERS, WHITELAW — Alone Lyric, Oct., 727 


From a Lost Sonnet on a Poet’s House 
Commonweal, Oct. 26, ’27 


Seven Old Women Sit for Tea Harp, Nov.-Dec., ’27 
Madonna of the Street Good Counsel, Jan.,’28 
Secret Laughter Harp, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
A Prairie Grave Step Ladder, Feb., 28 
Gift Opportunity, Apr.,’28 
Black Mammy Commonweal, Apr. 25,’28 
SaxE, ARTHUR— The Choice Harp, Nov.-Dec., ’27 


Saxton, Byrp B.— Somewhere 
Ky. Folk-Lore & Poetry, Oct., ’27 
ScaLLin, BEULAH WINDLE — Voices oft Betray 
Pasque Petals, Oct.,’27 
Beginnings Pasque Petals, May,’28 
ScHaBERG, AcnrEs M. — Spires Harp, May-June, ’28 
Scuacut, MarsHaLtu W. — Quiet-Woman 
Cont. Verse, Oct.-Nov., ?27 
Scuack, Wiiuiam — Tuscany Landscape 
New American, Mar., 28 
Scuack, Mitprep — He Speaks to Me 
Attic Salt, Mar. 17,728 
SCHAUFFLER, RoBerT Haven—The Woods Come 
Back Cont. Verse, June-July, ’?28 
Hobnails in Eden Cont. Verse, June-July, ’?28 
ScHauMANN, RutH — Saul and David (trans. from the 
German by G. N. Shuster) Commonweal, July 11,’28 
Children (trans. from the German by G. N. Shuster) 
Commonweal, July 11,’28 
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The Good Thief (trans. from the German by 
G. N. Shuster) Commonweal, July 11,’28 
At Evening (trans, from the German by 
G. N. Shuster) Commonweal, July 11,728 
Lullaby (trans. from the German by 
G. N. Shuster) Commonweal, July 11,’28 
SCHEFFEL, Kay Mcc. — Winds of the Pyrenees 
Aitic Salt, Dec. 10, ?27 
SCHEINBAUM, SAMUEL — Wild Falcon 
Amer. Poetry, Sept., ?27 
SCHENIDER, Istpor— Announcement of Night 
Nation, Jan. 4,28 


We Go to the Zoom Menorah Journ., Mar.,’27 
Volga Dial, Mar., ’28 

ScHIMBERG, ALBERT Paut — Reports, In Memory of 
Father S. Magnificat, Mar., 28 


ScHLESINGER, HELEN— Dust in Autumn Midland, Oct.,’27 
ScHOLL, JoHN Witu1AM —In Itinere Amer. Poetry, Jan., 28 
SCHROEDER, ADELE P,—A Song of Dakota 

Pasque Petals, Jan., 28 

Scuuttz, Lutu Minerva — After the Shower in the 
Barnyard Interludes, Summer, ?27 
Ballad of the Pig-Sty Palms, Oct., ?27 
ScuustER, Ap. B.—The Ostrich Treasure Chest, Oct., 27 
Scuwas, Antonia Y.— Meeting Comt. Verse, Aug.-Sept., ?27 


Retrospect Commonweal, Sept. 21,727 
Chopin Nocturne Lantern, Oct., ?27 
Storm Pegasus, Nov.,?27 
He Leaned Against an Oak Foot Prints, Jan.-Feb., ?28 
Via Crucis Amer. Poetry, Mar., 28 
Sappho to Her Daughter Oracle, Mar., ’28 
Masked Dancers Oracle, Mar., ’28 
Birch Trees Attic Salt, May 12,728 


ScHWEGLER, Epwarp S.— Redemption 
Magnificat, Oct., ’27 


ScoLLaRD, Cuinton — The Rock Face Voices, Oct., ’27 
Adventure Step Ladder, Nov., 27 
Queens Commonweal, Jan. 18,’28 
Dream City Step Ladder, Feb.,’28 
Of Sir John Suckling Step Ladder, Feb.,’28 
Lonely Lane Step Ladder, Feb., 28 
Mary . Commonweal, Mar. 28,’28 
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The Wanderer Step Ladder, June, 28 
Scott, FLoreNcE MELLETTE — Wistful Pagan 
Foot Prints, Nov.-Dec., 27 
Of the Soil Foot Prints, Mar.-Apr., ’28 
Scott, Emma — Sunset Harp, Sept.-Oct., ?27 
Scorr, GLapys GuiLForp — Alfred and Canute Speak 
No. Light, Jan.-Mar., ’28 
Scotr, P. J.—Our Lady’s Colors Magnificat, Aug.,’27 
Scott, WinrieLp T.—Sunday Evening Crisis, Oct., ?27 
ScoviLLE, Emma Tuomas -— Elusive Time 
Pasque Petals, Sept.,’?27 


Our Rosary Lariat, Nov., ’27 
In November Parchment, Nov.,’27 
Autumn’s Bonfire Pasque Petals, Dec.,?27 
Simeon Meditating Amer. Poetry, Jan., 28 
Gypsy Folk Lariat, Jan.,’28 
A Purple Heart Badge Argosy-Allstory, Feb., 28 
Lincoln Pasque Petals, Mar.,’28 
Departure Pegasus, May, ’28 
The Price Baptist, May 26, ’28 
The Stream Pasque Petals, June, 28 
Assurance Pasque Petals, June, ’28 
Star Gleams Baptist, June 4, ’28 
ScacER, Dororuy — Creeds Foot Prints, Nov.-Dec., ’?27 
Comment Foot Prints, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
Wanderlust Foot Prints, Mar.-Apr., ’28 
Scruces, ANDERSON M. — Animist Japm, July 23,’28 
Crowds Boxart, July-Aug., ’28 


ScuppER, ANTOINETTE —A Milliner’s Window 
Cont. Verse, Apr.-May, ’28 
SEAcRovE, Gorpon — The 13% American 
College Humor, Aug., 27 
Seaman, AticE M.— The Wanderer Unity, Nov. 28, ’27 
After Ten Years Unity, Apr. 2,28 
SEAMAN, HELLENE — Feu Sacre Lyric W., Sept., ’27 
SEARIGHT, JEANETTE — Scholar, The Night 
Chicago Trib., June 24, 28 
SeavER, Epwin—To My People Menorah Journ., Jan.,’28 
SEIFFERT, MaryorrE ALLEN —Noah’s Ark, A Play 
for Toys Poetry, Apr.,’?28 
SEIFERTH, Roperta Joan — The Spinster 
Interludes, Winter, ?27 ’28 
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SELTZER, Ipa— Unheeded Foot Prints, Nov.-Dec., ’27 


SeLit, Rosz Osporne — Roses Attic Salt, Oct. 15, °27 
Vain Gifts Attic Salt, Feb. 18, ’28 
Measures Attic Salt, May 12,’28 


SERGEANT, ELIzABETH SHEPLEY — Fiesta 

Laughing Horse, Autumn, ’27 
SetTLes, Emma— Weeds Stratford Mag., June, ’28 
SExTON, JosEPH J.— The Arrow Commonweal, Dec. 28,°27 
Seymour, Harrter—Gypsy Song  Pasgue Petals, Dec.,?27 


Retrospection Pasque Petals, Apr.,°28 
October Sunset Pasque Petals, Apr., 28 
Death of a Dreamer Pasque Petals, June, ’28 
Suanxs, Lewis Pracer — Thalassa Bookman, Apr.,’28 


SuHannon, Katuryn — Child-I-Used-To-Be 
Window, Feb. 14,28 


Suaw, Dororuy Srorr— Hospital Jnterludes, Summer, oy 


He Who Dwells in Deserts Lyric, Oct. °27 
Acknowledgment Harp, Nov.-Dec., ’27 
Suaw, EvizaBeTH — Two Sonnets Comt. Verse, Apr.-May, ’28 
Against the Barren Years Voices, Mar., ?28 
Suaw, Lestre G.—Lines to An Editor (Anent the 
Machine Age) College Humor, Dec.,?27 
Suea, Jupy — Bramble Bush College Humor, Apr.,’28 
Circuit College Humor, Apr.,’28 
Sueap, Fiosse Farru —“I Am a Woman of Rivers 
and of Winds” Bozart, Sept.-Oct., ’27 
Sonnet To Indian Summer Amer. Poetry, Oct.,’27 
SHEFFER, Homer Lewis — Pagans Unity, Oct. 17, 27 
My Prayer Unity, Jan. 2,28 
Destiny Unity, Mar. 12,28 


SuELLEy, Ricuarp—A Warrior Returns Home 
Lyric W., Oct., ?27 

SHELTON, THomas RusseLy — Policeman Night 
Amer, Poetry, Feb., 28 


Strawberry Amer. Poetry, Jane, ’28 
SHEPARD, KaTHERINE— To... Bozart, May-June, ’28 
To Idios Bozart, July-Aug., ’28 


SHERIDAN, Orca G.—Blue Gay Foot Prints, Jan.-Feb., 28 
Tamsin of Egdon Heath (For T. H.) 
Foot Prints, Mar.-Apr., 28 
SHERIDAN, Joun Desmonp — Perspective 
Commonweal, June 6,28 
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SHERMAN, Frances M. — Trees Harp, Sept.-Oct., 27 
SHERWooD, Grace Hausman—To a Lost Friend 
America, Oct. 15,727 
The Poet’s Epitaph America, June 30,728 
Supe, F, BERNaRDINE — Prayer Attic Salt, Dec. 10,27 
SHIELDs, Francis Gay — Song of a River 
Pasque Petals, Apr.,’28 
SHINN, Francis INGALLS — Rest Harp, July-Aug., ’27 
To a Sunset Cloud Good Counsel, Jan., 28 
SHIPLEY, JosEPH T.— Fundamentalism 
Bozart, Jan.-Feb., ’28 


Flawed Beauty Voices, Mar., ’28 
The Good Fellow Bozart, Mar.-Apr., ’28 
The Churchyard Cont. Verse, Apr.-May, ’28 


SHOEMAKER, DorotrueEa M. — Lament 
Pasque Petals, Mar.,’28 
The Favorite Pasque Petals, June, ’28 
SHoRTRIDGE, PauLinE — Fragments 
Will-o-the-Wisp, Mar.-Apr., ’28 
StEGELE, H. H. — Inspiration Harp, July-Aug., ?27 
SiecRist, Mary — Music Endlessly Flowing 
Cont. Verse, Apr.-May, ’28 
Tree-Song of Noel New York Times 
Sicmunp, Jay G.— To a Greek Shoe Shiner 
Amer, Poetry, Oct., ’27 


Stricken Plowman’s Sunset Tanager, Sept., ?27 
First Day of Widowhood Bozart, Nov.-Dec., ?27 
Prophesy Amer. Poetry, Dec., ?27 
Back Logs Harp, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
Abandoned Church Bozart, Jan.-Feb., ?28 
The Orchard No, Light, Jan.-Mar., ’28 
Cross Roads Vintner Voices, Feb., ’28 
Golden Wedding Voices, Feb., 28 
Song For the Equinox Amer. Poetry, Mar., ’28 
Land Poor Davenport (la.) Times, June 12,’28 
The Scarlet Tanager Davenport (Ia.) Times, June 12,28 
Watch Bozart, July-Aug., 28 


Sitvay, Cuatuis— Dinner Dance 
San Franciscan, \st. Anniver., Nov., ’27 
Note for a Narrow Margin Echo, Mar., ’28 
Catechism Step Ladder, Mar., 28 
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Instructions for the Burial of an Ascetic 
San Franciscan, May, ’28 


SirverA, Epwarp S. — Disappointment Crisis, Oct.,’27 
Song to a Dark Girl Crisis, Dec., ?27 
Introspection Crisis, Mar., ’28 


SILVERTHORNE, Kent —Indian Rain Dance 
Emory Phoenix, June, ’28 
Sitvius, Cora M.—If All the Green 
Amer. Poetry, May, 28 
SimonETTA—The Desperate Amorous Poet to An 
Utter Stranger College Humor, Dec., 27 
Simmons, Benyamin L. — Anniversary of Love 
Pasque Petals, Jan.,’28 


Impressions of Divinity Pasque Petals, Jan.,’28 
Stmpson, Mapext — The Swan Poetry, Nov., 27 
This Golden Tree Poetry, Nov.,’?27 
Pursuit Poetry, Nov., ’27 
Now Far Poetry, Nov.,’?27 


Simpson, WeyMoutH — The Elves’ Festival 
Treasure Chest, June, ’28 
Sinciatr, BEeLinpa — Alfred Garfunkle 
Treasure Chest, Nov.,’27 
Stnciarr, Ina Lowry — Summer Moonlight 
Harp, July-Aug.,’27 


SincLETON, ANNE-— For My Mother Poetry, Jan., 28 
Earth-Born Poetry, Jan., °28 
For the Hour After Love Poetry, Jan.,’28 
I Shall Not Call Poetry, Jan., 28 
Lift Up Your Heart Poetry, Jan., °28 

Sistey, BrancHe Howr—Men Muse & Mirror, Decre2/, 
Quest Muse &§ Mirror, Dec., ’27 


SrirwELL, Epiru — The Peach Tree 
Sat. Rev. of Lit., Apr. 21,728 
Panope New Republic, Feb. 22,728 
SrITwELL, Ospert — Mr. and Mrs. Goodbeare 
Sat. Rev. of Lit., Sept. 24, ?27 
SxavLan, Marcaret — Junipero Serra 
Commonweal, Sept. 14,727 
Frost Lyric, Dec., ’27 
SKEETERS, Paut W.-— Blue Shirt Pasque Petals, Dec.,’27 
SKINNER, Constance Linpsay— Jealous One at the 
Berry-picking Southwest Rev., Summer, 27 
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Sxorepa, Exsiz— Difference Foot Prints, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
SMALL, FLorence S.—To a Cat, Purring 
Har per’s, Jan., 28 


SMERAGE, Vircinia — Steel Town T anager, Mar., 28 
SmitH, A. J. M.— Journey Dial, May, ’28 
Prothalamium Dial, July, ’28 
SMITH, ALFRED FRANKLIN — The Passing Lantern, Dec.,?27 
SmituH, AGNEs CLIFFORD — Silver Mice Voices, Feb., ?28 
Vestiga Voices, Feb., 28 
To a Masque Voices, Feb., 28 
Sonnet Voices, Feb., 28 
Winds to Mock Voices, Feb., 728 


SmitH, ANNE Easpy — The Lure of Perfection 
Good Counsel, Sept., 27 


SmiTH, CHarp Powers — Poem Nation, Oct. 26, ?27 
Excerpt from a Letter Cont. Verse, Feb.-Mar., ’28 
SmiTH, Ciara Wix.1ams — Poetry Harp, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
SmiTH, Doris— Pipes and a Song DePauw Mag., Dec.,’27 
Georgia DePauw Mag., Dec.,?27 
Squalor DePauw Mag., Dec.,?27 
Smoke-Screened DePauw Mag., Dec.,’27 
Two Lines to a Jaded Idol DePauw Mag., Mar.,’28 


Sketch from “The World’s Illusion” 


DePauw Mag., Mar.,’28 
SmitH, Epiru Livincsron— The Old Priest 
Commonweal, Jan. 11,’28 


SmirH, Eucenr — At Forty Foot Prints, Mar.-Apr., ’28 
SMITH, GRANVILLE Paux — Shadows Harper’s Oct.,?27 
The Sanctimonious Harper’s, Jan., 28 
Career Har per’s, June, 28 
SmitH, HELEN P. — Smoke Lyric, W., Dec., ?27 


SmiTH, Joun F.—The Buggledy-Boo 
Ky. Folk-Lore & Poetry, Oct.,’27 
SmitH, Mapetine Bascocx — Dorothy Wordsworth 
Step Ladder, Nov.,’27 
Smiru, Pau —In the Mission House Voices, Mar., ’28 
SmiTH, Rex — Venture San Franciscan, July, 28 
SmitrH, Rockwe.u — Sonnet: A Sermon 
DePauw M., May,’28 
Revolt Boxart, July-Aug., ’28 
SmitH, S. J.— Prayer for Compline America, Jan. 28,28 
Inscription for My Own Anthology America, Apr. 21, 28 


590 


SmytH, Fiorina Watrs— The Little Plum Tree 
Treasure Chest, Sept., 27 
Harp, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
Ky. Folk-Lore & Poetry, Apr.,’28 
Harp, May-June, ’28 
Harp, May-June, ’28 


The End of the Path 
Sweet Honeysuckle 
Dream River 
Moon Mist 
Snow, RatpoH Wa tpo — Pro-Grecian 
Cont. Verse, June-July, ’28 
Snow, WiLBERT— The Flood World Tomorrow, Aug.,’27 


November Corn Field 
January Thaw 
Granite 


Nation, Oct. 5,°27 


Sat. Rev. of Lit., Jan. 14, ’28 


Nation, June 27,28 


SnypER, ELEanor ExizaBeETH — A Woman’s Heart 


Attic Salt, Nov. 19, 727 


SoncEeR, ErnestinE M.— Mockery Amer. Poetry, Dec.,’27 


Conversion 

Sortor, Davip — Over a Banjo 
Margalo Clair 
Cradle Piece for Marthe 
Manhattan Berceuse 
Spring 

SouTHMaAyD, RosE— My Elms 


Harp, July-Aug., ?27 
College Humor, Aug.,’27 
College Humor, Dec.,’?27 
College Humor, Dec.,’27 
College Humor, Dec.,’27 
College Humor, Apr.,’28 

Pasque Petals, Sept.,?27 


SouTHWoRTH, Victor E.— Charles F. Dole 


Unity, Jan. 2,28 


To Those That Mourn (An Easter Message) 


Unity, Apr. 9, ?28 


Sparcur, Jiru—To a Little Girl in a Blue Dress 


Sunset Lady 

SraTEs, VircintA — War 
Education 
In Syllables of Fire 


Pasque Petals, Aug.,’27 
Pasque Petals, Mar.,’28 


Cont. Verse, Feb.-Mar.,’28 


Pasque Petals, May, ’28 
Bozart, July-Aug., 728 


SpauLDING, Epiru B.— When Will Ye Come 


Stratford Mag., Mar., 28 


SpauLpiInc, E. Lesiie — Wanderlust 


The Legacy 

Port 

The Lights of London 
Pictures 

Antiques 

Little Songs 
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Amer. Poetry, Sept.,?27 
Attic Salt, Oct. 15, ?27 
Attic Salt, Nov. 19, ?27 
Sunshine M., Dec.,’27 
Sunshine M., Dec.,’?27 

College Humor, Dec.,’27 
Amer. Poetry, Jan.,’28 


Envoy Foot Prints, Jan.-Feb., ’28 


Griselda Attic Salt, Feb. 18,28 
Sailor’s Sweetheart Sunshine M., Apr.,’28 
Singing Hands Sunshine M., Apr.,’28 
The Freighter Sunshine M., Apr., 28 
A La Mode! Sunshine M., Apr.,’28 
Entree Amer. Poetry, May, ’28 
Octogenarian Attic Salt, May 12,’28 


SpauLpinc, Mary Frances — Danse Macabre 
Window, Nov. 5,727 
Spear, Ciara AIKEN —Lady Killer Harp, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
Sprars, G. M.— There Came a Letter 
Ky. Folk-Lore & Poetry, Apr., 28 


Spector, Herman — Five Poems Free Verse, Autumn, ’27 
Speirs, RusseLL F.—A Funny Story Harp, Nov.-Dec., ?27 
Followers Bozart, Mar.-April, ’28 


SPENCER, ANNE — Rime for the Christmas Baby (At 
48 Webster Place, Orange) 
Opportunity, Dec., 28 
SpENcER, Linian WuITE— Epitaph for Me Lyric, Aug.,’27 
Simone (From the French of Remy de Gourmont) 
Lyric, Oct., ?27 


Sirens London Spect., Aug., 27 
Scarecrow London Spect., Aug.,?27 
Roc London Spect., Aug.,?27 
Ravens London Spect., Aug., ?27 
Harpies London Spect., Aug.,?27 
Halcyon London Spect., Aug., 27 
Mizpah Cont. Verse, Oct.-Nov., 727 
Feast of All Souls—New Mexico Voices, Nov., 27 
Gorgons Art & Archaeology, Dec., ?27 
Dolphin Popl. Astronomy, Jan.,’28 
Bears Popl. Astronomy, Jan.,’28 
Dragon Psalms, Feb., ’28 
Eagle Psalms, Feb., 28 
Thunderbird Psalms, Feb., ?28 
Swan Psalms, Feb.,?28 
Minotaur Psalms, Feb., ’28 
Hydra Psalms, Feb., 28 
Werewolf Psalms, Feb.,’?28 
Vampire Psalms, Feb., ?28 
Canis Major Popl. Astronomy, Feb.,’28 
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Canis Minor 
Pessimist 

Blue Feather 
Dawn Serenade 
Canes Venatici 
Radio to Olympus 
Cetus 

Columba 
Chimera 
Mermaids 
Prayer 

Serpens 

Draco 

Goat and Kids 
Caryhatids 
Lepus 


Pisces Austrinus 


Popl. Astronomy, Feb.,’28 
Dye 3 Dec? 27 

Voices, Mar., ’28 

Frontier, Mar.,’28 

Popl. Astronomy, Mar., 28 
Lyric, Apr., °28 

Popl. Astronomy, Apr., 28 
Popl. Astronomy, Apr.,’28 
Echo, May,’28 

Echo, May, ’28 

Catholic W., May, ’28 
Popl. Astronomy, May, ’28 
Popl. Astronomy, May, ’28 
Popl. Astronomy, May, ’28 
Echo, May, ’28 


Pool. Astronomy, June-July, ’28 
Popl. Astronomy, June-July, 28 


SPERLING, Grace Dickenson — Futurity 


SpeYER, Leonora— Monk and Lady 
The Maid Medusa 
SpicER, CLayTon — You Say 


Two Blues 


Step Ladder, Feb.,’28 
Poetry, Dec., ?27 
Nation, Mar. 21,28 
Attic Salt, Dec. 10, ’27 
Attic Salt, Feb. 18, ’28 


SpILLER, Ropert E.—A Mystery 
Cont. Verse, Apr.-May, ?28 
Spriccs, Vircinta PautinE— The Judas Tree 
Foot Prints, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
Sourres, EprrH Lomparp — The Mother Speaks 
Interludes, Winter, ?27-’28 
Srarrorp, Martie Mar— To Randolph 
Messenger, Nov.,’27 
SracEeBerc, N. C.— Fragment of a Dream 
Pasque Petals, Mar., 28 
Srait, VirciniA — Questioning Helen 
Univer. of Calif. Chronicle, Oct., ?27 
Arteries Westminster Mag., Sept., ?27 
Allegiance (To the Old Dominion) 
Amer. Poetry, Sept., 27 


Back Echo, Sept., ?27 
Silence Amer. Poetry, Nov.,’?27 
Beads Archive, Dec., 27 


The Rose-Red Gown 


Continental Express (Paris) 


Judgment Voices, Feb., ’28 
An Old Southern Portrait — (“Died Suddenly”—) 
Westminster Mag., Mar.,’28 
Jungles Home & Abroad, April, ’28 
Pageant, A Band in the World War 
Ypres Times (London), Apr., 28 


Near Soil Cont. Verse, Apr.-May., 728 
Unsurrender Echo, May, ’28 
Thumbs Down Will-o’-the-W., May-June, ’28 
Spendthrift Cont. Verse, June-July, ’28 
Gods Westminster Mag., June, ’28 
Compass Japm, July 23,28 
STANDARD, ELLEN Mar -—Grey Rain Lariat, Oct.e 27 


Stanpinc, Marrua—The Tree 
Ky. Folk-Lore & Poetry, July, ’28 


STANFORD, HELEN — England San Franciscan, Apr.,’28 
Italy San Franciscan, Apr.,’28 
France San Franciscan, Apr.,’28 


STARRETT, VINCENT — Soldiers of Fortune 
Cont. Verse, Oct.-Nov., ’27 


Along the Sound Step Ladder, Jan., 28 
Grandmother Ship Voices, Apr., 28 
Memorandum Voices, Apr.,’28 
Illusion Voices, Apr., ?28 
Afternoon On a Bus Voices, Apr., ?28 
Casanova Voices, Apr., 28 
Carewe Voices, Apr.,’28 
STavER, Pau —'Tango Carnival Voices, May, ’28 


Sreap, W. Force — Hymn to Demeter 
Virginia Quart, Rev., Oct., ?27 
Stearn, Nortr—To Hymen Lyric W., Nov., ?27 
STEcK, Marran — Quest Harp, Mar.-Apr., ’28 
STELLA, Sisr—ER Maris— The Canterbury Pilgrims 
Commonweal, Apr. 11, 28 


STERLING, GrorcE — Hesperia Nation, Mar. 14, ’28 
The Unavailing Nation, Mar. 14,28 
Evanescence Har per’s, June, 28 


STERLING, ZUELLA— The Friendly Dwelling 
Amer. Poetry, Dec., ?27 


Over the Woodpile Amer. Poetry, Jan.,?28 
God’s Thought Troubadour, June, ?28 
STERN, Caro.ine — Last Sonnets Lyric, Aug., ’27 
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SrerN, JupirH C.—Miriam’s Unsaid Speech 
Harp, Nov.-Dec.,’27 
SrernHEIM, Naomi G.— My Idea of God (Inspired 
by a Sermon of Stephen S. Wise) Unéty, Feb. 13,728 
Stetson, AticE — Oh, Silver Moon Lyric W., Sept., ?27 
Srevens—Ada Borden — Autumn Step Ladder, Feb., 28 
A Pompous Thing Stratford Mag., June, ’28 
StEvENs, DonaLp — Wind of the Rockies 
Amer. Mercury, Sept., ?27 
Stevens, Exvste — The Strangling Scarf 
Cont. Verse, June-July, ’28 
Stewart, Anna Birp — Little Saint Francis 
America, Sept. 10,27 
Stewart, Betriz SaLteE— Only Old Words 
Muse & Mirror, Dec.,?27 


Stewart, IrENE— A Fountain Sealed Poetry, Aug., 27 
Transition Poetry, Aug., 27 
Dirge Poetry, Aug., 27 
Half-Asleep Echo, Aug.,?27 
From an Old Fairy Tale Treasure Chest, Aug., 27 
Begging at the Old Witch’s Treasure Chest, Aug.,?27 
A Bad Dream Treasure Chest, June, ’28 

Stewart, IsapeL — Mercury Boulevardier, Sept.,?27 


Srewart, WinirRED Gray—Color Print Voices, Nov., Dif, 
Stites, Roperta—Sea Burial Patterns for Pan, Spring, 28 


Surrender Oracle, First Quarter, 28 
Omen Oracle, First Quarter, ’28 
Surrender Oracle, Mar., 28 
Omen Oracle, Mar., 28 


SritpMan, B. W.— Will the Sun Ever Shine? 
Unity, Oct. 10, 27 
Srittman, E. Crark — Prayer for the Dawn 
Inlander, Apr., 28 
Crows Poetry, June, ’28 
Ground Poetry, June, ’28 
StitpMaNn, Mitprep W. — Queer 
Cont. Verse, Aug.-Sept., ?27 
SriLLWELL, T. W.—Conservation Sunshine M., Feb.,’28 
A Lost Poem Pasque Petals, May, ’28 
SropparD, Horr —Grisette Poetry, Mar., ’28 
Srocxs, CrareNncE L, F.—A Truce With Death 
Amer. Poetry, May, ’28 
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Strokes, Diiuarp — Sib Harp, Nov.-Dec., ’27 
Turned From the Dust Harp, Nov.-Dec., ’?27 
Stone, AManDAH.—You Ky, Folk-Lore & Poetry, Oct.,’27 
Stone, JANET FarRLeIGH — Plum-Trees in Winter 
Amer. Poetry, Feb.,’28 
Rondel to Romance Amer. Poetry, May,’28 
Stone, Vircinta— My Thoughts Amer. Poetry, Apr., 28 
Srorey, VioLeT ALLEYN — Hilltop 
Commonweal, Aug. 17,727 
“Tea” in an Old House Scribner’s, Apr., 28 
Afterward Commonweal, June 6,28 
Stork, CHARLES WHARTON — Jesus 
Southwest Rev., Sammer, ’27 


Jahveh Southwest Rev., Summer, ’27 
Hercules Southwest Rev., Summer, ’27 
Sky Gods Southwest Rev., Summer, ’27 
The Birth of Wonder Southwest Rev., Sammer, ’27 
By Way of Einstein Personalist, Apr., 28 


Storm, Marian—On the Junkman’s Horse 
College Humor, Dec., 27 


Vigil at Candlemas Poetry, Jan., 28 
Dirge for Guitar Poetry, Jan., ?28 
Storm, Mary—The Moon Voices, May, ’28 


SrracuaM, Mary Louise —May Day 
Amer. Poetry, May, ’28 


STRAITWELL, FLoz B.—To Mary Magnificat, Mar.,’28 
STRANGE, RoBErt — Contract College Humor, Dec., ?27 
Streit, Erne, —Christmas Greetings Magnificat, Dec.,?27 
The Church at Twilight Magnificat, Jan., 28 
STROBEL, Marion — Pretty Bookman, Aug., 27 
First Sorrow Bookman, Aug., 27 
Dutch Adventure College Humor, Aug., 27 
Convalescence Jun, League M., Dec.,?27 
Lost City Poetry, Feb., ’28 
Discus-Thrower Poetry, Feb., ’28 
Surf-Boarding Poetry, Feb., ’28 
Fall of Rain Poetry, Feb., ’28 
August Child Poetry, Feb.,’28 
Flight of Feet Poetry, Feb., ’28 
Maternity Poetry, Feb., ’28 
Godiva Poetry, Feb., ?28 
Young Girl Poetry, Feb., ’28 
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Bride 
Dog Over Snow 
Still-Hunt 
Fable 
Belfry 
Parent’s Problem 
Srronc, L. A. G. — West Wind 
Haunted Glen 
Drowned Honour 
Address to the Body 


SrrousE, Don — Suburban Silence 


of Bre 





SruarT, CaTHERINE — Degenerate 


Statement 


Poetry, Feb.,’28 

Poetry, Feb.,’28 

Poetry, Feb., ’23 

Poetry, Feb., ’28 

Poetry, Feb., ’28 

College Humor, June, ’28 
Dial, June, ’28 

Dial, June, ’28 

Dial, June, ’28 

Lyric, Jan., 28 


Foot Prints, Nov.-Dec., 27 
Foot Prints, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
Palo Verde, May, ’28 

Palo Verde, May, ’28 


Stuart, Henry Loncan —For a Mother 


This Is the Street 

The Reapers 

Thomas Hardy (1840-1928) 

Fragment 

“Brinvillier’s Countess... 
Sruart, TRupa — Who Dares? 


» 


SrurceEs, Lucy H.— Samarkand 


Commonweal, Aug. 10,’27 
Commonweal, Oct. 26, ’27 
Commonweal, Dec. 28,27 
Commonweal, Feb.1, 728 
Commonweal, Apr. 11,28 
Commonweal, June 20,28 
Amer. Poet, June, 28 
Lyric W., Nov.,’27 


STUTZENBERGER, ALBERT — Frankfort 
Ky. Folk-Lore & Poetry, Oct.,’27 


Prayer 

Suxutvan, A. M. — Portrait 
Spider Web 
For an Inarticulate Lover 
There Was A Time 
Portrait of an Old Man 
Retrospect 
Without Flesh 
The Sailor 
Measurement 
At the Homestead 
Along Riverside Drive 


Ky. Folk-Lore & Poetry, Apr.,’28 


Free Verse, Autumn, ’27 
Commonweal, Oct. 5,727 
Foot Prints, Nov.-Dec., ’27 
Century, Feb., ?28 

Voices, Mar., 28 

Voices, Apr., 728 

Voices, Apr., °28 

Voices, Apr., ?28 

Cont. Verse, Apr.-May,’28 
Commonweal, June 20,28 


Japm, July 2,28 


SULLIVAN, JACQUELYN — To a Dog 


The Dancing Girl 
Bygone Days 
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Treasure Chest, Sept.,?27 
Treasure Chest, Sept., 27 
Treasure Chest, Sept.,’27 


Jackie Treasure Chest, Oct., 27 
Love Treasure Chest, Oct.,’27 
Love Treasure Chest, Nov.,’27 
SuRMELIAN, EucGENE — Wheat Fields in Kansas 
Lyric W., Oct.,?27 
Swain, Joun R. — Suzanne Bookman, Sept.,’27 
Swan, Doreen — Saving Ships Good Counsel, June, ’28 
SwartzEL, Mary Heten—The Primrose Gypsy, June, ’28 
SwEETKIND, M.— Odysseus in Harlem Japm, July 16,’28 


Sykes, Verma Wesr — Famine Harp, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
Hypocrite Harp, Mar.-Apr., ’28 
Symansk1, Epwarp Aan — Immigrant Poetry, Mar., ’28 
Colors Poetry, Mar., ’28 
T., M. C.—The Pagan Jun. League M., May,’28 


Tarr, Crara Maxwetyt — The Night We Met 
Amer. Poetry, Mar.,’28 
Taccart, Guiapys— What Is Summer To You 
Pasque Petals, Mar.,’28 
Tacore, RaprinpranatH — The Sunset of the Century 
World Tomorrow, Jan.,’28 
Taccarp, GenEvievE—The Still Search Poetry, Sept., ?27 


Two in a Dark Tower Poetry, Sept., 727 
Letter in Solitude Dial, Sept., ?27 
Bac: Bookman, Dec., ?27 
Going Somewhere Nation, June 13,28 
Understand the Eye = Books: N. Y. Her.-Trid., July 1,28 
Tanne, Laura—Negro Orator Messenger, Apr., 28 
Interlude Messenger, Apr.,’28 
Barriers Messenger, Apr., 28 
Family Messenger, Apr.,’28 
Surrender Messenger, May, ’28 
Tarr, ALLEN—The Subway Nation, Oct. 26, ?27 
Idyl Virginia Quart. Rev., July, 28 
Tatum, Eprru — Falling Leaves Poetry Today, Summer, ’27 
Spring Poetry Today, Summer, ’27 
‘Treasures Lit. Lan., Aug. 29, ’27 
Universe Good Housekeeping, Nov.,’27 
Storm Pegasus, Nov., ?27 
Autumn Bozart, Nov.-Dec., ’27 
Foreboding Messenger of S. H., Jan., 28 
An Old Southern Home Sewanee Rev., Jan., ’28 
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Mustard Seed Alabama Fed., Mar.,’28 
The Blessed Mother Messenger of 8. H., Mar., 28 
A Garden in Winter Poetry and Play, Apr., ?28 


Heralds Bozart, Mar.-Apr., ?28 
Transmigration Visions, May, ’28 
Revolt Palo Verde, May, ’28 
Wanton Palo Verde, May, ’28 
Youth Will-o’-the-W., May-June, ’28 


TayLor, Evetrua Maer — Kentucky 
Ky. Folk-Lore & Poetry, Oct., ?27 
Taytor, Erxanan Easr— How I Love You 
Interludes, Summer, ’?27 


Candles Gypsy, Autumn, ’27 
You Are the Burnished Gold Bozart, Sept.-Oct., ’27 
Dust and Flowers Will-o-the-W ., Mar.-Apr., ?28 
Life Suffolk N.-H., May 2,’28 


The Circling Seasons 
Tayior, JENNIE S.—Study in Blue 
Foot Prints, Jan.-Feb., 28 


Gypsy, June, ’28 


Ghosts Foot Prints, Mar.-Apr., ’28 
Taytor, Karuertne — Ode to the Spirit of Sitting 
Bull Pasque Petals, Feb.,’28 


To Pasque Petals Pasque Petals, June,’28 
Taytor, Marcia A. — Cardinal Flower Oracle, Sept.,?27 


June Twenty-First 
A Bright Smile 
Memory 


Oracle, Mar.,’28 
Oracle, Mar., ’28 
Oracle, Mar., ’28 


Taytor, Mary Atwater — Winter Midnight 
Commonweal, Feb. 15,28 
All These Oracle, Mar., 28 
Taytor, Tuomas—I Know a Valley 
Ky. Folk-Lore & Poetry, Oct.,’27 
Taytor, Warren — Peripatetic Bozart, May-June, ’28 
Texratr, Nancy—Daughter of Pan Lit. Lan., Octaliae2:7 
Progress Boxart, Nov.-Dec., ’27 
Leaves of the Trees in Autumn Boxart, Nov.-Dec.,’27 
The Chaingang Bozart, Mar.-Apr., ’28 
The Suicide Bozart, May-June, ’28 
July Madness Bozart, July-Aug., ’28 
TrLto, Maniy—On the Threshold 
Alden Kindred, Jan.,’28 
Tenney, Rutu—In a Peking Shop Poetry, Aug., 27 
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Flood Bridge Poetry, Aug., 727 
On a White Marble Head Poetry, Aug., ?27 
TERRELL, RacHEL MarsuaLtu — Three Trees 

Lyric W., Oct., ?27 

Los Angeles . Poetry, June, 28 

Terssimonp, A. S. J. — Lines Poetry, Apr.,’28 
TuaYeEr, JR., FREDERICK — Interval, To E. A. P. 

Books: N. Y. Her.-Trib., June 24, 28 

Tuayer, Mary Dixon — Pixies’ Leaves Forum, Aug.,’27 


Our House Commonweal, Sept. 14, ?27 
After Communion America, Sept. 17,?27 
Mud Pies Commonweal, Nov. 2,’27 
To the Eternal Poet America, Nov. 12,’27 
The Threshold Har per’s, Dec., ?27 
The Little Gift America, Jan. 21,’28 
A Flower America, Feb. 25,728 
THayER, ScoFIELD — Wherefore Dial, Oct., °27 


TieTyens, Eunice (trans.)- The Bedouin Praises 
His Camel (Fragment of a Kasida from the early 
Arabic of Tarafa—about 560 A. D.) 
Poetry, July, 28 
Tuomas, EprrH M.—Down the Years Unity, Oct. 24,27 
Tuomas, Marcaret Lorine — Across the River 
Voices, Apr., ’28 
Tuomas, Marrua Banninc—A Certain Woman 


With Dark Hair Lyric, Aug. 2,727 
Old Leaves in a Garden Commonzweal, Nov. 2,’27 
The Popular Tree Books: N. Y. Her.-Trib., Apr., 28 


Tuompson, Beryu V.— Public Library 
No. Light, Jan.-Mar., ’28 
Tuompson, Donatp — Uncertainty 
Foot Prints, Nov.-Dec., ’?27 
Wanderlust Foot Prints, Mar.-Apr., ’28 
TuomPson, Joun H.—Memorial Day Argosy, May 26,28 
TuHompson, Lioyp $.— Montana Winds 
Amer. Mercury, Sept.,’27 
Tuompson, LuLu E.— Olden Times Sunshine M., Oct., 27 
The Old Apple Tree by the Wall Sunshine M., Oct., ?27 


The Lane to the Pasture Gate Sunshine M., Oct., ?27 
American Citizens Sunshine M., Oct.,’27 
The Garden of Sleep Sunshine M., Oct., ’27 
Here in the Sunshine State Sunshine M., Nov.,’27 
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On the Jim 

Catholic Church 

My Sweetheart 
Up-to-Date 

Mitchell Corn-Palace 
The Sunshine State 
A Leap Year Idyll 


Sunshine M., Nov.,’27 
Sunshine M., Nov.,’27 
Sunshine M., Nov.,’27 
Lantern, Dec.,’27 
Sunshine M., Dec.,’27 
Sunshine M., May,’28 
Sunshine M., May, ’28 
Song to the New Day Pasque Petals, May, ’28 
The Old Home Sunshine M., Apr.,’28 

Tuompson, O. R. Howarp — Towards Dawn 
Attic Salt, Dec. 10,’27 

THorNTON, Francis BEAUCHESNE — From the 
Sibyl’s Book Commonweal, Dec. 21,27 
Song of the Psalmist America, Apr. 7,728 
Late Spring Commonweal, June 6,28 

Tuornton, L. Mircuert — Sleepy Way Town 

Good Counsel, Jan., ?28 
Summer Good Counsel, June,’28 

Tuorpe, Irts Lora— Woman Against the Sky 
Oracle, Sept., ?27 


My Shadow 


Fires Along the Horizons 
THURBER, GeERRISH — Dusk 


Oracle, Sept., ?27 
Echo. Decs27 
Voices, Apr.,’28 


Titpen, Erne, Arnotp — When Great-Aunt Joslyn 


Came Across the Sea 
Gifts 
For Dorothy 


Amer. Poetry, Feb., ’28 
Oracle, Mar., 28 
Harp, May-June, ’28 


TirceMEYER, Epwin — Circe Foot Prints, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
Topsras, Rusy Wreypurn-—As It Ever Shall Be 

Lyric W., Dec.,’27 

Toxin, Frances Desates — The Queen of Heaven’s 
Birthday Good Counsel, Sept.,’27 
Along the Rosary Trail Good Counsel, Oct.,’27 
The Conversion of St. Paul Good Counsel, Jan.,’28 
The Name of Mary Good Counsel, Apr.,’28 
At St. Rita’s Wayside Shrine Good Counsel, May, ’28 
Torn, James E, — Revelation America, Oct. 29, ?27 
Shades America, June 2,28 
Commonweal, June 13,28 


Gypsy Lament 
Foot Prints, Mar.-Apr., ’28 


Togotp, Irma — Inadequacy 
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TopaHi, Marcery Atwoop — Songs of a Dyer 
N. Y. Sun, Sept. 25, ’27 


A Song for All Lovers Amer. Poetry, Nov.,?27 
Lost Lover Voices, Feb., ’28 
Phantasm Voices, Feb., ’28 
O Lapidary Commonweal, Apr. 25,728 
Topp, E, D.— Subordinate Voices, Nov., ?27 
To the Men Named John Voices, Mar., 28 
Tower, Roy A.— Good Night Magnificat, May, ’28 


Tracy, VERA Marie — Countenance 
America, Aug 20,27 


The Love Story America, Jan. 28,28 
Trask, SHERWoop — Levee Songs Poetry, Aug., 727 
Trent, Lucia — First Quarrel Gypsy, Autumn, ’27 

Body Mood Free Verse, Autumn, ’27 

My Dreams Lit. Lan., Sept. §,727 

To Bishop Lawrence of Mass. Unity, Sept. 5,727 

Dawn-Led Brothers Unity, Sept. 5,27 

The Lovelier Sadness Bozart, Sept.-Oct., ?27 

I Had a Lover in a Summer Wood Boxart, Sept.-Oct., 27 

Give and Take Century, Oct., ’27 

Man to Woman Lyric” We, Octs, “27 

Stern Armor Unity, Oct.24, ?27 

The God of Debutantes Bozart, Nov.-Dec., ’27 

Encounter Bozart, Nov.-Dec., ’27 

Phrases Foot Prints, Nov.-Dec., ?27 

Lady in Limousine Poetry Folio, Jan.-Feb., 28 

The Drained Cup Poetry Folio, Jan.-Feb., ’28 

Banners of Rebellion Cont. Verse, Feb.-Mar., ’28 

“Unity” Unity, Mar. 5,728 

For Poets Oracle, Mar.,’28 

The I-Told-You-So Woman Harp, Mar.-Apr., ’28 

Don Juan Sighs Bozart, Mar.-Apr., 28 

To Sandino and His Nicaraguan Patriots Unity, Apr. 9, ’28 

Birth Cont. Verse, June-July, 28 

Litanies of Flesh Japm, July 23, ’28 

Banners of Rebellion Cont. Verse, Feb.,’28 

Second Wife Literary Lantern, 28 

Fire and Shadow New Leader,’28 

Country Woman Archive, 28 
Tromsiy, ALBERT Epmunp — Ferryman of the 

Osage Voices, Feb., ’28 
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Ozark Farmer Voices, Feb.,’28 


Saluda Voices, Feb., ’28 
Trotter, EvizaBeETH STaNLEY—Et Tu Forum, Aug.,’27 
Trupy, Georce — Old Sorrow Attic Salt, Dec. 10,’27 

Adventure Attic Salt, Feb 18,’28 


On Youth Suddenly Departed Attic Salt, Mar. 17,28 
TrusLeER, Harry R.—The Pruner’s Knife 
Amer. Poetry, Aug.,’27 
TuNnNELL, Barpara Mapison — Painted Hussy 
Century, Oct., 27 
Forecast Century, June, ’28 
TUNNELL, Sopure — Back-Yard Fence Corner 
Cont. Verse, Aug.-Sept., ?27 


Vagabonds of Song Gypsy, Autumn, ’27 
Fear Oracle, Sept., 727 
Sign Boards Attic Salt, Oct. 15,727 
The Sailor’s Wife Foot Prints, Jan.-Feb., 28 
Poet’s Bread and Butter Letter  Aztic Salt, Mar. 17,728 
TunstaL., Vircinta Lyne — Recompense Lyric, Oct5°27 
On Cherish Beauty Lyric, Oct., ?27 
A Bird in a City Square Lyric, Oct.,?27 
Sleepless Night Lyric, Oct.,’27 
Parting Lyric, Oct.,?27 
When the Spring Was Nearly Over Boxart, Mar.-Apr., ’28 
Kentucky Spring Lyric, May, ’28 
Nostalgia Bozart, July-Aug., ’28 
TursyFILL, Marx — Judas Jazz Poetry, May, ’28 
The Incarnation of Romance Poetry, May, ’28 
Our American Mercury Poetry, May, ’28 
Like a Fish Poetry, May, ’28 
Station J-A-Z-Z Broadcasting Poetry, May, ’28 


Turner, Grace—Onutdistanced Commonweal, Nov. 2,’27 
Turner, Leo C.—The Blow-Down Bookman, Aug.,?27 
Winter Wind in the Martins’ Nest Inlander, Jan.,’28 
The Unfound Singer Inlander, Jan., 28 
Rooming House Mirror Inlander, Apr., 28 
Turner, Nancy Byrp — “Behold, This Dreamer!” 
Bookman, Dec., ?27 
Turner, Puitire—Forgotten Gods Palo Verde, May, ’28 
Turret, Benson Hiri —Spring in Verdun Lyric, Apr., 28 
Music-Masters Japm, July 23,28 
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TwitcHELL, ANNA SPENCER— To Him Away 
Amer. Poetry, Feb., ’28 
Ancestors Amer. Poetry, Mar.,’28 
Treasure Amer. Poetry, June, ’28 

TyLer, Peart Cooper — Our Old Patch Quilt 
Ky. Folk-Lore & Poetry, Apr., 28 

Tyson, ANNE ArriNGTON — Black Hands of Toil 

Japm, July 30,28 


UnpERHILL, Constance — An Elephant 
Treasure Chest, Sept.,’27 


Camel-Rhyme Treasure Chest, Sept.,’27 
The Bear Treasure Chest, Sept., 27 
Circus Treasure Chest, Oct.,’27 
Giraffe Treasure Chest, Oct., 27 
King Lion Treasure Chest, Oct., ?27 
Tiger—Jungle Treasure Chest, Oct., 27 
Untermeyer, Louis— Alpine New Republic, Oct. 12,27 
Isaac Virginia Quart Rev., Jan.,’28 
Positano Bookman, Feb., ’28 
Koheleth Nation, Feb. 29, ’28 
Business of Ravens Poetry, Mar., ’28 
Dog at Night Sat. Rev. of Lit., Mar. 10, 28 
Any Sunset New Republic, Mar. 14,’28 


Upper, JosepH — Under a Reading Lamp 
Commonweal, Sept. 21, 27 


Moon Memory Lyric W., Nov., ?27 
Episode Cont. Verse, Dec.-Jan., ?27-28 
Sunrise Palo Verde, May, ’28 
Premonition Palo Verde, May, 28 
Side Streets Cont. Verse, June-July, ’28 
Sepulchre Bozart, July-Aug., ?28 
Urpau1, Hans — Henry Canyon, The Queen of the 
Black Hills Sunshine M., Oct., ?27 
Urounart, Bruce — Love Defiant Amer. Poet, May, ’28 
Time Amer. Poet, June, ’28 
Marriage Amer. Poet, June, ’28 
Uscuoitp, Maup E. — For Grief Harp, July-Aug., ’27 
Ballad of a Copper Kettle Midland, Aug.,’?27 
How Many Dreams Sat. Rev. of Lit., Sept. 3, ?27 
Lacquer Twilight Lyric W., Oct., ?27 
Autumn Amer. Poetry, Oct.,?27 
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Windfalls Amer. Poetry, Oct., 27 


October Evening Commonweal, Oct. 19, ?27 
Tire Triolet College Humor, May,’28 
Wailing Wall Harp, May-June, ’28 
Oak Poetry, July, °28 


Urrersack, ExvizaBeTH — Wanderlust 


Ky. Folk-Lore & Poetry, Oct.,’27 


Vance, Morton — Toast for Drunken Poets 
Interludes, Winter, ?27-’28 
Moonset, I, I Troubadour, June, ’28 
Van DatsEM, Henry A. — Remembrance 
Pasque Petals, May, ’28 
VANDEGRIFT, Marie W,— Old Matthew in His Coffin 
Amer. Poetry, Feb.,’28 


Matrimony Bozart, May-June, ’28 
Romance Amer. Poetry, June, ’28 
Despoiled Amer. Poetry, June, ’28 
Depressing Amer. Poetry, June, ’28 
The Comforter Amer, Poetry, June, ’28 
Van Doren, Marx — Man Dial, Sept., ?27 
Deserted Hollow Dial, Dec., ?27 
Contest Scribner’s, Jan.,’28 


The Orchard Ghost Books: N. Y. Her.-Trib., May 27,28 
Van Dusen, WasuincTon — John Keats 
Interludes, Spring, ’28 
A Symbol of the Sonnet Attic Salt, Mar. 17,728 
Van Dyxe, Henry — Senex Scribner’s, Apr., °28 
Van Horssen-MeEyutnk, Kate — Ol’ Black Crow 
Pasque Petals, Aug., 27 
VaiLL, THEoporE — Abelard’s Confession 
Harp, July-Aug., 27 


VaLLE, IsapeL — Mrs. Coucou Oracle, Sept., ?27 
Van Moers, Havcyon — Kitchen Bookman, Oct.,’27 
Breakfast Bookman, Oct.,’27 
Toilette Bookman, Oct., 27 
Songs From a Darkened Hall Bookman, Oct.,’27 
To the Iceman Bookman, Oct., 27 
To an Organ Grinder Bookman, Oct., 27 
To My Pastor Bookman, Oct.,?27 
Lines in a Dress Suit Bookman, Oct., ?27 
Thoughts from an Open Bookman, Oct.,’27 
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Twilight Lullaby Bookman, Oct., ’27 


Love in a Doorway Bookman, Oct.,?27 
Hell’s Kitchen Bookman, Oct., ?27 
Dock Bookman, Oct., ?27 
Powerhouse Bookman, Oct., ’27 
Alleyway Bookman, Oct., ?27 


“makes a man healthy, wealthy and wise” 
Bookman, Oct., ’27 
Morning Bookman, Oct.,’27 
Van Natren, Cora A. — Cinquain 
Foot Prints, Mar.-Apr., ’28 


Vannix, Dora CxiarrE—Autumn = Pasgue Petals, Oct., ’27 
Thanksgiving Sunshine M., Nov.,’?27 
A Stray Dog Sunshine M., Feb.,’28 
Dare We Forget Sunshine M., Mar.,’28 
A Hospital Good-Morning Pasque Petals, Mar.,’28 
Easter Carollings Sunshine M., May,’28 
An Easter Wish Sunshine M., May, ’28 


Van OrtTEN, Puruip — Flame-Flare 
Cont. Verse, Apr.-May., ’28 
Van OspeE., A, L. — “Old Shady” of the Civil War 
Sunshine M., Mar.,’28 


Van Wyck, Wixuiam — Zola Lyric W ., Oct.; 727 
Verrs, Franeis— Lullaby Ky. Folk-Lore & Poetry, Oct.,?27 
Wild Rose Ky. Folk-Lore & Poetry, Apr.,’28 


VicstEIn, NaTuHa.ie — The First Snow Fall 
Foot Prints, Nov. Dec., ’27 
Vix, Mrs. O. A.—'The Oldest One Pasgue Petals, Aug.,?27 
The Badlands Pasque Petals, June, ’28 
Rainbow Sunshine M., May, ’28 
Vix, Deuxa B.— Poetry Vs. Verse Pasque Petals, Dec., 27 
Vitas, Farrh Van VALKENBURGH — Measure for 


Measure Cont. Verse, Aug.-Sept., 727 

VinaL, Haroitp — Ghost Ship Har, Sept.-Oct., ?27 
Possession Voices, Oct., ?27 
This Matinee Voices, Oct., ?27 
Liliputian Dream Voices, Oct., ?27 
Incident Voices; Och 27 
Articulation Voices, Nov., ?27 
Theft Voices, Nov., ?27 
Perspective Voices, Jan., ’28 
House in Ruin Voices, Jan., 28 
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Robe of Night Voices, Jan.,’28 


Buried Doom Voices, Jan., ’28 
Condemned Voices, Jan.,’28 
Tropic Driver Voices, Jan., 28 
Give Unto Death Boxart, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
Inviolate Voices, Mar.,’28 
Realm of Music Voices, Mar., 28 
The Undying Fire Drift-Wind, Mar., ’28 
Dream House Harp, Mar.-Apr., ?28 
The Stranger Sat. Rev. of Lit., Mar. 17,28 
Intentions Cont. Verse, June-July, ’28 
Sword Japm, July 9,’28 
Vinton, ELEanor WINTHROP SPEINSTER Japm, July 16,728 
VitmMER, Louise — Your Gift Interludes, Winter, ?27-28 
Von STERN, AticE E. — Resurgam Gypsy, Winter, ’27 
Voos, Joan — Conversion Cont. Verse, Feb.-Mar., 28 


VoriEs-Mryer, Emma—A Globe of Silver Stillness 
Oracle, Sept., ?27 
VosE, Barpara— Fire Fairies Treasure Chest, Oct., ?27 
A Pirate Treasure Chest, Oct.,’27 
Voss, ExizaseTH — Mountain’s Aspect 
Ky. Folk-Lore & Poetry, Oct.,?27 


Radiance Ky. Folk-Lore & Poetry, Oct.,’27 
Voices in the Wind Magnificat, Nov., 27 
Snow Flowers Foot Prints, Nov.-Dec., ?27 
Grass Attic-Salt, Mar. 17,728 
Morning Glory Ky. Folk-Lore & Poetry, Apr.,’28 
W., E.— Young Ladies Jun, League M., May, ’28 


Wacner, Cuar.es A. — Helen 
Cont. Verse, Dec.-Jan., ’?27-’28 
Introduction Nation, Dec. 21, ’27 
Wacner, Marjorie F.-— Plaint of the Perfect Lady 
College Humor, July, ’28 
WacstraFF, BLANCHE SHOEMAKER — 


“My Lover’s Beauty” Bozart, Sept.-Oct., ?27 
Anomaly Cont. Verse, Dec.-Jan., ?27~'28 
Flight Amer. Poetry, Mar., 28 
A Woman To Her Mirror Amer. Poetry, May, ’28 
“These Hills in June” Amer. Poetry, June, ’28 

Waxpron, Winirrep — Jacumbus and the Moon 
Touch Palo Verde, May, 28 
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Waker, T. Asuiry — Bugle Call 
Foot Prints, Mar.-April, ’28 
Watuace, Eunice — Sonnet Har?, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
Watuace, Lestiz — The Tight-Lipped Man 
Harp, Mar.-Apr., 728 
Watuace, Ratpu — Renunciation Harp, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
Watuin, FLorence — Songs of Thanksgiving 
Amer. Poetry, Nov.,’27 
Wauuis, J. H.— Thus Spake a Second Voices, Nov., ’27 
Watsu, O. S. A., A. — The Roadside 
Good Counsel, Nov.,’27 
Wausu, Evetyn ExizasetTH — Compensation 
Commonweal, Nov. 23,27 


WatsH, Recina — Recompense Magnificat, Aug.,?27 
Advent in Galilee Magnificat, Dec., 27 
Our Lady’s Jewels Magnificat, Feb., 28 


Wausu, THomas— The Last Supper 
Commonweal, Apr. 4,’28 
Song of the Humble (Trans. from Portuguese of 


T. de Pascoes) Commonweal, Apr. 18,28 

Villancico (Trans. from Spanish of Sister J. I. de 
la Cruz) Commonweal, May 2,’28 

Souls (Trans. from French of Miguel Agustin Pro 
Juarez) Commonweal, May 9,’28 

My Brother Souls (Trans. from Spanish of Miguel 
Agustin Pro Juarez) Commonweal, May 9,°28 
Watsu, Wiiti1amM— The Harpers America, Aug.,°27 
Requiem America, Sept. 3, ?27 
The Little Fool of God America, Nov. 5,27 


Watsy, WituiaM THomas— The First Gift 
America, Dec. 10, ’27 
Gifts America, Dec. 24, ’27 
Premonition America, June 23,’28 
Wa ter, Marcaret GereErR—Red Bud Gypsy, Spring, ’28 
Watton, Epa Lou—A Kiss Requested Crisis, Oct., ?27 


The Inarticulate Nation, May 2,28 
Interior Nation, May 2,’28 
Indeterminate Road, Poetry, June, ’28 
The Path of Glory Poetry, June, 28 
Mea Culpa Poetry, June, ’28 
The Black Swan Poetry, June, ’28 
Moonrise Poetry, June, ’28 
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Wane, Cu1-Cuen — Home Intrudes Nation, June 20, ’28 
Warp, AILEEN — June Amer. Poetry, June, ’28 
Warp, ANNE— Anniversary Cont. Verse, Dec.-Jan., 27-28 
Warp, CHRISTOPHER — Before Columbus Came 

Sat. Rev. of Lit., Oct. 8,727 
Warp, Mary B. — Retrocession No. Light, Jan.-Mar., ’?28 


Night in the Suburbs Amer. Poet, May, ’28 
The Dead Dream Attic Salt, May 12,28 
Moon Shadows Amer. Poet, June, ’28 
Warp, May Wituiams—The Beat Housekeeper in 
Town Bozart, Nov.-Dec., ’27 
I See a Star Lyric W., Dec.,’27 
Words at Sunset Muse & Mirror, Dec.,?27 
Alien Voices, Jan., 28 
Two Women Bozart, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
Summer Might Last Com. Arts. & Crafts, Mar.,’28 
Tree Harp, Mar.-Apr., ’28 
Portrait in Greys Commonweal, July 25,728 
Warp, Oxtve—On a Black Lacquer Tray Voices, Apr.,’28 
Makebelieve Voices, Apr., 28 


Warp, Witiiam ALLEN — The Arroyo 
Pasque Petals, Oct.,’27 


Sunset HH ChOM@ ctr 2/7) 
Twilight Lcpon@ tame 
The River Echo, Nov.,’?27 
Storm Harp, Nov.-Dec., ?27 
Border Foot-Hills No. Light, Jan.-Mar., ’?28 
Amphitheatre No. Light, Jan.-Mar., ?28 
The Gambler’s Triolet No. Light, Jan.-Mar., ’28 
Ballade of the Gunmen No. Light, Jan.-Mar.,’28 
An Old Lady Gypsy, Spring, 728 
Foothill Echo, Apr.,’28 
Prison Amer. Poet, May, ’28 
Dawn Amer. Poetry, May, ’28 
Desert Night Amer. Poet, June, ’28 
Knight Amer. Poet, June, 28 
Clouds Gypsy, June, ’28 
Warinc, Rocer L. — Processional America, Mar. 31,728 
Earth Song Amer. Poet, May,’28 
Waves Will-o?-the-W., May-June, ’28 
To My Mother Amer. Poet, June, ’28 
Their Ship Amer. Poet, June, ’28 
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New Sight Amer. Poetry, June, ’28 
Warren, Horatio—For the Chinook Lyric W., Dec.,’27 
Warren, Ropert Penn — Croesus in Autumn 

New Republic, Nov. 2,’27 

Kentucky Mountain Farm: ee of the Rocks 

Nation, Jan. 11,728 

Garden Waters New Republic, Mar. 7,28 

Waterman, Myra M.-— Sonnets to a Philanderer 
Oracle, Sept., ?27 


Warkins, OLIvE — Recompense Harp, Nov.-Dec., ’27 
Watson, Epitu L.-— Sitting Bull Pasque Petals, Feb., 28 
Watson, Evetyn M. — Gargoyles Harp, July-Aug., ?27 
Delight Harp, July-Aug., 27 
Gethsemane Bozart, Sept.-Oct., ?27 
Finished Mystery? Bozart, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
Watson, HELEN FreLp—I Wonder Pasgue Petals, Feb., 28 
Lacking Talents ~ Pasque Petals, June, ’28 
Weaver, Bennett — The Porch Midland, Sept., 27 
The Hall Midland, Sept.,’27 
The Parlor Midland, Sept.,?27 
Cessation Midland, Sept., ?27 
Bed Room Midland, Sept., 27 
Our Days Midland, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
Storm Over the Marshes Midland, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
English Skylark At Keswick Midland, May-June, ’28 
Tennyson’s Father Midland, May-June, ’28 
Beyond Shelter Midland, May-June, ’28 
Up From Nether Stowey Midland, May-June, ’28 


Wess, Tessa SwEeazy — On Golden Strings 
Foot Prints, Sept.-Oct., ’27 


Happiness Attic Salt, Oct. 15, °27 
The Call Foot Prints, Nov.-Dec., 27 
A Wish Kablegram, Feb., 28 
Moss Amer. Poetry, Mar.,’28 
Revealment Patterns for Pan, Apr.,’28 
I Lift My Eyes Unto the Silent Hills Attic Salt, May, ’28 
Sea Mystery Pegasus, May, ’28 
Spirit of the Lake Kablegram, May, ’28 
Song Amer. Poetry, May,’28 


Weser, H. G.—To a Red, Red Dress 
Opportunity, Dec., ’27 
Weser, Lee Anprew — Lullaby Midland, Sept.,’?27 
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We Go Walking Midland, Sept., ’27 
The Ballad of the Wisdom Tooth Midland, Sept.,?27 


A Machinist Poetry, Sept., 27 
WEED, Atma —A Woman to Her Lover Echo, Nov.,?27 
Weep, VERNE — In Chapel Window, Spring, ’28 


Weese, Ermer Marvin — Golden Vision 
Interludes, Winter, ?27-’28 


WEIN, JosEPHINE — Adventure Treasure Chest, Oct.,’27 
The Breeze Treasure Chest, Oct., 27 
Parisian Nights Treasure Chest, Oct.,’27 

WEIsER, STANLEY —Promiscuity Cont. Verse, June-July, 28 

Wetcu, Marie De L. — Sky-Eaters Poetry, Oct., 27 
Pathless Commonweal, Apr. 18,28 


Wetiman, EsrHer Turner — Esoteric 
Amer. Poetry, Dec.,?27 


Wenp .eE, Miriam — Syllables Attic Salt, Dec. 10, ’27 
Wenpt, MartHa M.—Two Paths Amer. Poetry, Sept., 27 
Discrimination Amer. Poetry, June,’28 


Wesenperc, Atice BinweLy— Three Against God 
Gypsy, Autumn, ’27 


West, James H.— Ned and I Unity, Feb. 20, ’28 
God’s Mariners Unity, Mar. 5,728 
“Accepting the Universe” Unity, Apr. 23, 728 

WestTERMAN, Ravpu — Slander Treasure Chest, June, ’28 
Song Treasure Chest, Jane, ’28 


Wesrcotr, Neti C.— Your Hand and Mine 
Attic Salt, Oct. 15,’27 


Adjustment Attic Salt, Mar. 17,’28 
Weston, Miiprep — Sparrow Voices, Feb., ’28 
Winter’s End Voices, Mar.,’28 
Wuater, James— Lady of Katahdin Voices, Oct., ’27 


Wuarton, Epiru — Garden Valedictory Scribner's, Jan., 28 
WHEELER, Curtis— Goals of Desire Outlook, Nov. 9,’27 
Wuicuer, Grorce Meason —“To You Who Find 


These Lines” Interludes, Summer, ’27 
On Jack’s Remembrance of Me Scribner’s, Oct.,?27 
To Be Forgotten Tanager, Jan., 28 
I Have Forgotten Much Tanager, May, ’28 
On Hiding One’s Heart Amer. Poetry, June, ’28 


Wuiraker, Ropert— The White Man Passes 
Messenger, Nov., 27 


The Foundation Cont. Verse, Apr.-May, ’28 
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Revelation Unity, May 7,’28 
The Preacher Cont. Verse, June-July, ’28 
My Solitary Tree Japm, July 16,28 

Wuitcoms, Epna Osporne —A Sod House 
Pasque Petals, Oct.,?27 


Dusk Pasque Petals, Jan.,’28 
To a Moose in a City Park Harp, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
Autumn Com. Arts & Crafts, Mar., 28 
Mother Classmate, May 12,28 
A Message -  Pasque Petals, June, ’28 
Compensation Com. Arts & Crafts, June, ’28 


Wuitcoms, SELDEN Lincotn — Jackrabbits of Dakota 
Pasque Petals, Nov.,’27 
Dakota Pasque Petals, June, ’28 
WuiteE, Epwarp Lucas -— By the Sea Wall 
Bookman, Aug.,’27 
WuireE, Exvior — The Porpoises Bookman, Feb., ’28 
Wuite, Grace Horrman — April Poetry, Apr., 28 
Wuite, Hau Saunpers— This Rock Nation, Aug. 3,27 
Wuite, Hervey — Builder’s Song 
Commonweal, Mar. 28,728 
Wuite, SAMUEL ALEXANDER — The Rehearsal 
Interludes, Spring, 28 
Wuitr, WaLveEen H.-—In Pine Cathedrals 
Lit. Lan., Oct. 3,727 
WuirTesipE, Mary Brenr—A Museum Corner 
Harp, Sept.-Oct., ’?27 
Glamor . Harp, Sept.-Oct., ’27 
Stairs to the Sun, A Verse Drama in One Act 
Step Ladder, Dec., ’27 


The Junkman of the World Step Ladder, Feb.,’28 
The Carpenter Holland’s Mag., Dec.,?27 
In Jerusalem Stratford Mag., Dec., ’27 
And Pilate Said— Amer. Poetry, Mar.,’28 
The Castle on the Hill Lyric, Mar., ’28 
Attainment Lyric, Mar., ’28 
Signs Lyric, Mar., 28 
The Children of the Condemned Lyric, Mar., ’28 
Realization Lyric, Mar., ’28 
Ghostly Walk Lyric, Mar., ’28 
After a Journey Lyric, Mar., ?28 
The Gate Lyric, Mar., ’28 
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Who Went to Carcassonne, (To A. K. G.) 
Lyric, Mar., ’28 


The Deathless Folk Har per’s Mar., ’28 
A Persian Kitten In a Library Bozart, Mar.-Apr., 27 
Survival Harp, Mar.-Apr., 28 
The Nameless Color Amer. Poetry, Apr., 28 
Masters Personalist, Apr., ?28 
Ibsen: 1828-1906 Independent, May 26, °28 


Con Amore (At a Paderewski Concert) 
Commonweal, June 13,’28 


Young Death Holland’s Mag., July,’28 
A Portrait in the Bargello Chapel Harp, July-Aug.,’28 
At Giotto’s House Harp, July-Aug., 28 
The Luminous Door Harp, July-Aug., 728 


WuiresmitH, Ernest M. — The New Day 
Unity, Oct. 31, °27 
WuitFIELp, Justine L. — Second Sight 
Magnificat, Jan., ?28 


WuitseTtT, GrorcE — Analogy Dial, Nov., ?27 
Island Dial, Nov.,?27 
In Mediocrity Dial, Apr., 28 

Wuirraker, GrorcEe $.—To a Seeker of Truth 

and Beauty No. Light, Jan.-Mar., ’28 


Wippemar, Marcaret — Summons 
World Tomorrow, Sept.,’?27 


Shining Thing Commonweal, Sept. 28, ?27 
Distance Lyric W., Nov., ?27 
Fairy Tale Commonweal, Nov. 30,27 
Knowledge Voices, Jan.,°28 
The Knight Return Harpers Mar., ?28 
Wierman, Frances — Machinery Lyric W., Nov., 27 
Grey Days Lyric W., Dec., ?27 
Wicut, Hiriiarp — Halo Interludes, Summer, ’27 
Old Darkey Interludes, Summer, ’27 
The Bottoms Cont. Verse, Feb.-Mar., ?28 
Mississippi River Etchings Cont. Verse, June-July, ?28 
Witcox, A. R.— Grandma Harp, Jan.-Feb., ’28 


Witcox, Atmira Ricuarpson — The Little Bookshop 
Interludes, Winter, ’27-28 
Witcox, Erne, Crinton — Being Grown Up 
Interludes, Spring, ’28 
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Witcox, Peart A.— Balloons (The Circus Man) 
Pasque Petals, Oct., ?27 
Wixpve, Epna Jupson — The Watchman 
Commonweal, Apr. 11,28 
Wirey, Marcaret — Cat Gypsy, June, ?28 
WiLkinson, MarcuErITE — His Cross 
World Tomorrow, Dec., ?27 
WiLteT, JuLia— Mother Goose in the Garden 
Jun, League M., May, ’28 
Wiuuiams, B. Y.— Bridal Wreath Harp, Sept.-Oct., 727 


A Chinese ‘‘Main Street” Interludes, Winter, ?27-28 
WiuiaMs, Fannie B.—Recompense Pasgue Petals, Aug.,’27 
Pasque Flower Returns Sunshine M., May,’28 
Standards Sunshine M., May, ’28 
Unspoken Sunshine M., May,’28 
Prairie Moods Sunshine M., May,’28 
Red Cloud Sunshine M., May, ’28 
Fools Bozart, May-June, ’28 
Wiuurams, J. A.— The Daisy’s Secret Pasgue Petals, May, ’28 
In Spring Pasque Petals, Jan.,’28 
Wiuiams, Jessie E.— Wood Magic Lariat, Oct., ?27 
Wiuuiams, Lorine EucENE-— Prayer Palo Verde, May,’28 
My Garden Amer. Ins. Union M., June, ’28 
WiuuraMs, NarHaniEL — A Monument That Mammy’d 
Like to View Messenger, Nov.,?27 
Wivuiams, WiLL1AM Cartos— The Men Dial, June, ’28 


Witsey, Mitprep — Eighteenth Century Romance 
World Tomorrow, Mar., ’28 
Witson, C. B.—Soliloquy on Death Troubadour, June,’28 
Witson, Epiru R. — Christ the King 
Good Counsel, Oct., ?27 
Witson, Epmunp — Dedication to a Book 
Bookman, Oct., ?27 
Witson, IRENE H.—The Plant Commonweal, Oct. 12,?27 


The Little Room Commonweal, Nov. 9, ’27 

Spring Blizzard in Montana Scribner’s, Apr.,?28 

Royal Palms Scribner’s, May, ’28 
Witson, Marjorie DamsEy — The Absented-Minded 

Suitor College Humor, Apr.,’28 


Witson, May Murray —I am Afraid of Love 
Harp, July-Aug., ’?27 
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Witson, STANLEY Kipper — Give Me a Kiss to Keep 


Harper's, Oct., ?27 
Forfeit Harper’s, Sept., °27 
Witson, TEep Cart — Reflection Japm, July 9,28 


WINDELL, Roxanp — Life Is a Piece 
Journ. of Expression, Dec.,’27 
WINKE, CHARLES— Geese Amer. Poetry, Nov.,’?27 
Winters, Yvor— Song of the Trees Dial, June, ’28 
Wore, Humserr — Spring and Death 
Books: N. Y. Her.-Trib., Apr. 15, 728 


Foreword Sat. Rev. of Lit., May 19,28 
The Doorplate Sat. Rev. of Lit., May 19,728 
The Scraper Sat. Rev. of Lit., May 19, ’28 
The Entrance Hall Sat, Rev. of Lit., May 19,28 
The Drawing-Room Sat. Rev. of Lit., May 19,728 
The Bedrooms Sat. Rev. of Lit., May 19,28 
The Garden Sat. Rev. of Lit., May 19, ’28 
The Library Sat. Rev. of Lit., May 19,728 
The Kitchens Sat. Rev. of Lit., May 19,28 
The Staff Sat. Rev. of Lit., May 19, ’28 
The Visitors Sat. Rev. of Lit., May 19,728 
Conclusion Sat, Rev. of Lit., May 19,28 


Wotre, Marjorie L. — Pieces Stratford Mag., June, ’28 
Woop, Anna Hamitton — The Wrist-Watch 
(A Villanelle) Foot Prints, Nov.-Dec., ?27 
Communion Interludes, 27-28 
Woop, Cuarxes Erskine Scorr — Summer 
San Franciscan July, 28 
Woop, CLemEent— And Over the Moon 
Harp, Sept.-Oct., ?27 
The Dodo and the Gingko Tree 
Commonweal, Nov. 23,727 


Today . Cont. Verse, Oct.-Nov., ’27 
Machines Cont. Verse, Oct.-Nov., ?27 
This Flowing Earth Voices, Dec., ?27 
Seaborne Voices, Dec., ?27 
Evergreen Voices, Dec., ’27 
To a Haitian Lizard Voices, Dec., ?27 
Night Entrance Voices, Dec., ?27 
Pelicans Fishing Voices, Dec., ?27 
Castus Hill Voices, Dec., ?27 
As Ending Voices, Dec., ?27 
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Antillean Voices, Dec., ?27 
Apocalypse Voices, Jan., 28 
For a Statue of the Unknown Soldier 

Cont. Verse, Feb.-Mar., ’28 


From a Crest Gypsy, Spring, 728 
Out of What Pain Voices, Mar., ’28 
Sunfall Voices, Mar., 728 
Carnival at Trinidad Crisis, Apr., ?28 


WooppripcE, Peart Locan — Relinquishment 
Muse & Mirror, Dec., ’27 
Nex’ Time Ladies H.J., Feb., 28 
Wooprinc, FrankLtyn Howe tt — Nothing Between 
the World and Me Ky. Folk-Lore & Poetry, Oct., 27 
Fisherman’s Fever Ky. Folk-Lore & Poetry, July, 28 
Woops, NeLtyt Lewis— Going Home With Grandma 
Miller Harp?, July-Aug., ’27 
Portrait in a Plush-Trimmed Frame Harp, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
Woopson, Mary Brake — Nearly Harp, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
Woopwarp, Harrier—A Dakota Thunder Storm 
Sunshine M., Dec.,?27 
Wooiam, ANNE — Grandmother (Trans. from the French 


of Paul Vanderborght) Troubadour, June, ’28 
WootepcE, Lucy Yaxry — Now Pasque Petals, Dec., 27 
Land of the Pioneers Sunshine M., May,’28 
Wortn, PaTiENcE — Prayer Unity, Oct. 10, ’27 


Wricut, Joun C.— The Killer Amer. Poetry, May, ’28 
Wricut, Joun P.— Immortality Attic Salt, May 12,28 
Wricut, Muriet — Beat Me Down 

Muse & Mirror, Dec., ’?27 


WricutT, Roscor — Stars Sat, Eve. Quill, June, ’28 
Tall Grass Waving Sat. Eve, Quill, June, ’28 
A Comet Sat, Eve. Quill, June, ’28 
When a Jazz Band Plays Sat. Eve. Quill, June, ’28 
Wricut, T. Pacze—To a Young Musician Echo, Sept., 727 
Word-Weariness Commonweal, Feb. 15, ’28 


Wrinn, Mary J. J.— City Evening 
Interludes, Winter, 727-28 


Wrrnn, AntTHony — Madallion Poetry, Dec., ?27 
The Spotted Birds Poetry, Dec., ’27 
Wutr, Brerrua— Morning Attic Salt, Feb. 18, ’28 
A Ship of Mine Amer. Poetry, April, ’28 
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Magnolia Bloom 


Field Cricket 
Metamorphosis 
Kites 

Very Likely 

The Changeling 
Impatient 

Merlin 

Earth Grows Old 
Philosophy of a Coquette 
Braggadocio 
Escape 

Green Fruit 


Prelude 


The Very Deft of Fingers 


Manifest 

Beyond the Outer Circle 
Jummy the Frog 

The Winding Road 


Will-o’-the-W., May-June, ’28 
Wurpemann, AupreY May — Blue Butterflies 


Treasure Chest, Aug., 27 
Treasure Chest, Aug.,?27 
Treasure Chest, Aug.,’27 
Treasure Chest, Aug.,’27 
Treasure Chest, Sept., 27 
Bookman, Sept., 27 
Treasure Chest, Nov., 27 
Bookman, Dec.,?27 
Poetry, Feb., ’28 

Step Ladder, Feb., 28 
Step Ladder, Feb., 28 
Step Ladder, Feb.,’28 
Step Ladder, Feb., 28 
Voices, May, ’28 

Voices, May, ’28 

Voices, May, ’28 

Voices, May, ’28 
Treasure Chest, June, ’28 
Treasure Chest, June, ?28 


Wrxorr, GrorcE Stewart — To a Young Lady Who 


Writes Poetry 
One Man’s Wife 


Wyte, Exvinor — Tragic Dialogue 
New Republic, Mar. 14,728 
The Heart Upon the Sleeve 


Address to My Soul 
Last Supper 
Lament for Glasgerion 


Wyman, Martrua McC. — Sport 


Modern Life 


Harp, Nov.-Dec., 27 
Amer. Poetry, Apr., 28 


Poetry, May, 28 
Poetry, May, ’28 
Poetry, June, ’28 
Poetry, June, ’28 


Jun. League M., June, ’28 
Jun. League M., June, ’28 


Yeamer, Hersert H.-—The Dante in Exile 
Commonweal, Dec. 7,727 
YeameEs, HerBertT HILarRion — 
Sonnet: To Christ Crucified (From the Spanish) 
Good Counsel, June, ’28 
Yeats, Witt1am BurLer— Among School Children 
Dial, Aug., ?27 
Poetry, Sept., 727 


York, Frances— The Toiler 
Poetry, Sept.) 27 


Acquittal 
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Ignorance Poetry, Sept., 727 
Younc, Barzsara — Aloof Scribner’s, Oct., 27 
Younc, CHARLOTTE — To a Certain Poet 

Lit. Lan., Aug. 15,727 
Younc, KaTHLEEN TaNKERSLEY—- We Who Have 


Touched Human Sound Free Verse, Autumn, ’27 
For a Bad Girl Oracle, Sept., ?27 
For One Who Loved Quietude Oracle, Sept., ?27 
Lines for Parting Oracle, Sept., 727 
Symphony in White Echo, Sept., ’27 
Greeneville N. M., May 1927 Echo, Oct., 27 
Tribute Gypsy, Winter, ’27 
Motif Foot Prints, Jan.-Feb., ?27 
Poem in Blue and Gold Parnassus, Mar. 15,28 
Exhibit 29, November Water Color Echo, Apr., ’28 
Air for a Minor String Echo, Apr., ?28 
Two Echo, Apr., 28 
Divertissement Palo Verde, May, ’28 
I]usion Visions, May,’28 
Climax Lantern, June ’28 
Hunger (For Preston) Opportunity, June, ’28 

Yu, Lu—Relics (trans. from the Chinese by Kwei 
Chen) Dial, June, ’28 


ZABEL, Morton Dauwen— Teufelsdrochk Minor 
Poetry, Jan., 28 


The Celibate Poetry, Jan., ’28 
Mixed Marriage Poetry, Jan.,?28 
Journal to Stella Poetry, Jan., ?28 
Culture and Anarchy Poetry, Jan., 28 
Scene a Faire Poetry, Jan., 28 
Hoar Frost Poetry, Jan.,’28 
The Elder Sister Commonweal, Mar. 21,’28 
ZATURENSKY, Marya — Nostalgia Poetry, May, ’28 
The Secret Garden Poetry, May, ’28 
Zporay, Mary — Snowflakes Foot Prints, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
Zxtss, J. Roy — Sparkling Waters Interludes, Summer, ’27 
Seven Lines Attic Salt, Mar. 17,’28 
ZiMMER, Henry — Daddy’s Girl Magnificat, Nov., ?27 
ZuKER, ANNE — Tapers of the Heart Lyric W., Dec., ?27 
Zumwatt, W. W. — Today Pasque-Petals, Sept., ?27 
Dwarfed Pasque Petals, Dec.,’27 
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SOME ARTICLES AND REVIEWS 
OF POETS AND POETRY PUBLISHED 


JULY 1927 To AUGUST 1928 


Anonymous — Colum’s Ark (‘“Creatures,” by P. Colum) 
Books: N. Y. Her.-Trid., Apr. 1,728 


Greater American Poet Lariat, Oct., ?27 
O’Neil’s Achievement (“The White Rooster,” by G. 
O’Neil) Sat. Rev. of Lit., Feb. 18,728 


Russian in Song (“Russian Poetry: Anthology,” ed. by B. 
Deutsch and A. Yarmolinsky) 

Books: N. Y. Her.-Trib., Mar. 4,728 

Six Rhymesters in Cap and Bells (light verse by S. Hoffen- 

stein, Don Marquis, D. Parker, A. P. Herbert, A. 
Guiterman and A. L. Lippmann) 

N. Y. Times Book Rev., July 1,28 

Thomas Hardy Nation, Jan. 25,28 

AckERMAN, Barpara— Sonnets of Simonette (by H. Gerry) 

Voices, May, ’28 

AE—An Impression of America Sar, Rev. of Lit., June 9, ’28 

Arxen, Conrap — John Keats (“The Mind of John Keats,” 

by C. Dewitt; “Keats and Shakespeare,” by J. M. 


Murry) Dial, Aug., ’27 
Those Unknown Singers (“The American Songbag,” by 
C. Sandburg) Dial, May, ’28 
ALExaNnpvER, Harritey—The American Indian: Poet and 
Pragmatist Nation, June 6,28 


Armitracr, Harotp B.— Humbert Wolfe Sings a Requiem 
Boston Ev. Transcript, Nov. 12,727 

Arvin, Newron — Placing Miss Lowell (“Selected Poems of 
Amy Lowell”) Books: N.Y. Her.-Trib., Mar. 25,28 
Academic Humanism (“American Criticism,” by N. Foers- 
ter.—Poe, Emerson, Lowell and Whitman, studied as 
critics) Books: N. Y. Her.-Trib., June 17,28 
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AttTwaTEeR, Donatp—A Prophet of Poverty — Maurice 
Hewlett Magnificat, Feb., ’28 
Austin, Mary— John G. Neihardt’s Expression of the West 
Southwest Rev., Winter, 28 


Bacon, Leonarp — Rudyard Kipling 
Sat. Rev. of Lit., Mar. 17,728 
Incandescent Poetry (“The Land,” by V. Sackville-West; 
“Requiem,” by H. Wolfe; “Rustic Elegies,’ by E. 
Sitwell) Sat. Rev. of Lit., Apr. 7,728 
Baker, Kari Witson — The Poetry Clinic 
Step Ladder, Sept., ’27 
BarrowEs-Donatp, H. C. — Heart’s Heaven—The Dreamer 
at Eight (“Faust in Spring,” by A. Marco: “Floodgate,” 
by David McCord) Voices, May, ’28 
Bates, Ernest SUTHERLAND—A Fate-Stricken Poet (‘““The 
Locomotive God,” by W. E. Leonard) 
Sat. Eve. of Lit., Jane 9, ’28 
Bates, KaTHaRINE LEE — Spiritual Elements in our 
American Poetry Bost. Transcript, Apr. 7,728 
Beacu, STEwartT— Harvest of a Major Poet (“Collected 
Poems,” by E. A. Robinson) Independent, Jan.21,’28 
BepsauL, Erta—A Black Hills Writer of Song, Verse and 
Story (Vera Wells) Sunshine M., Nov.,’27 
BrenpErR, ALBERT M. — George Sterling: Appreciations 
Overland M., Nov., ?27 
BrenéT, Witi1am Rose —A Homer of the West (“Collected 
Poems,” by J. G. Neihardt) 
Sat. Rev. of Lit., Aug. 13,’27 
Two Types of Poetry (““Trinc,” by P. Putnam; “The Tall 
Men,” by D. Davidson) Sat. Rev. of Lit., Dec. 10, ?27 
A Distinguished Poet (“Red Flag,” by L. Ridge) 
Sat. Rev. of Lit., Dec. 31, ’27 
Poets in Collected Editions (“Collected Poems,” by A. E.; 
“Collected Poems,” by J. Stephens; “Collected Poems,” 
by J. Masefield; “Collected Poems,” by J. G. Neihardt; 
“Persone,” by E. Pound; “The Selected Poems of 
Arthur Davidson Ficke,” ‘The Selected Poems of 
Lizette Woodworth Reese’’) Yale R., Jan.,’28 
How Many Bards—! (On current anthologies) 
Sat. Rev. of Lit., Feb. 4,28 
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Just Craning Around (satirical comment on the latest 
“new” poetry) Sat. Rev. of Lit., Mar. 10,728 
Poets and Monkeyshines (‘Poems in Praise of Practically 
Nothing,” by S$. Hoffenstein; “Love Sonnets of a Cave 
Man,” by D. Marquis Sat. Rev. of Lit., Apr. 28,28 
New-Moon Madness (‘Sunset Gun,” by D. Parker) 
Sat. Rev, of Lit., June 9,28 
BENNETT, JoHN — On Poe’s Raven 
Sat. Rev. of Lit., Sept. 10,27 
BEeRpDING, ANDRUE — Chesterton Is Also a Poet 
America, Nov. 19,27 
BERENBERG, Davin P.—An English Poet (“Requiem,” by 
H. Wolfe) Voices, Apr., 28 
Brncuam, James Forp — The Centenary of Rossetti 
America, Jane 23,28 
Bisoop, Morris — Morley at His Best (““Toulemonde,” by C. 
Morley) Sat. Rev. of Lit., May 5,728 
Borp, Ernest — Poems in Praise of Practically Nothing (by 
S. Hoffenstein) Independent, Apr. 14,728 
Brooke, Tucker—Shakespeare’s Study in Culture and 
Anarchy Yale R., Apr., ’28 
Brooxs, Van Wycx—The Good Gray Poet to the Life 
(“Walt,” by E. Corbett) Independent, Apr. 28,°28 
Whitman in Dialogue (“Walt,” by E. Corbett) 
Books: N. Y. Her.-Trib., Apr. 1,728 
Burton, Ricuarp — The Shakespeare Association 
Commonweal, June 20,28 


C., J. R.—The Pale Woman (by S. B. Field) 
Boston Eve. Transcript, Nov. 9,27 
Carter, Joun—Mr. Masters Lingers on in the Graveyard 
(“Jack Kelso,” A Dramatic Poem, by E. L. Masters) 
N.Y. Times Book Rev., July 1,28 
Cason, CiarenceE E, — William Ellery Leonard 
Virginia Quart. Rev., July,’28 
Curyney, Ratpu — Labels and Libels (current comment on 


poetry) Con. Verse, Aug.-Sept., ?27 
Labels and Libels Cont. Verse, Oct.-Nov., ?27 
Labels and Libels Cont. Verse, Dec.-Jan., ?27-28 
Labels and Libels Cont. Verse, Apr.-May, ’28 
The Poetic Map of America (Poetry and Social Ideas in 

America) Unity, May 7,728 
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Labels and Libels Cont. Verse, June-July, ’28 
Crark, Epwin — Apparently Browning is Ripe for “De- 
bunking” (“Browning’s Parleyings, by W. C. DeVane) 
“One More on Browning,” by F. T. Russel) 
N.Y. Times Book Rev., Mar. 18,728 
CrarkE, Grorce Herpert — The Search for Shelley 
Virginia Quart. Rev., Apr., ?28 
CLEGHORN, SaraH N.-— Mr. Cady’s Poems 
Drift-Wind, Mar.,’28 
CosLentz, Stanton A. — The Lyricism of Alfred Noyes 
Voices, May, ’28 
Poems for Men (“Trinc,” by H. P. Putnam) 
CoLLINGE, CHARLOTTE — Conrad Aiken in His Phantasmal 
World Boston Eve. Transcript, Mar. 10,28 
Couns, JosepH — Edmund Gosse, 1849-1928 
Sat. Rev. of Lit., June 23,728 
Cotuns, Jr., Luoyp— The Lyric Impulse (“Upper Night,” 
by S. Middleton) Voices, June., ’28 
Coxuins, VERE H.— Talks with Thomas Hardy 
Bookman, Mar.,’28 
Cotum, Papratc— Samuel Ferguson — Irish Poet 
Commonweal, Mar. 7,’28 
Maynard’s Poems (“Exile,” by T. Maynard) 
Sat. Rev. of Lit., June 2,28 
Conway, KatuertnE E.—Two American Nuns in Present- 
Day Literature (Sisters Madeleva and Eleanore) 
Magnificat, Aug., 27 
Coocan, S. J., Joun E.— Catechism in Verse 
America, Sept. 10, ’27 
Cow.ey, Matcorm — Israfel (“Israfel: The Life and Times 
of E. A. Poe,” by H. Allen) Dial, Aug., ?27 
Alastor (“Shelley: His Life and Work,” by W. E. Peck”) 
Dial, June, ’28 
The Edgar Allan Poe Tradition Outlook, July 25,28 
Cox, ELeanor Rocers— Gerald Griffin—Poet—Novelist— 


Christian Brother Good Counsel, Feb., ’28 
Crawrorp, Nexson Antrim — Plains and Pioneers (‘“Paint- 
rock Road,” by E. F. Piper) Poetry, Nov., ’27 
Philosophy in Verse (“Branches of Adam,” by J. G. 
Fletcher) Poetry, Jan., 28 
Croce, BenepETto—The Poetry of Racine (trans. by R. 
Piccoli) Dial, June, ’28 
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CuLLen, Counter — And the Walls Came Tumblin’ Down 
(“God’s Trombones,” by J. W. Johnson) 
Bookman, Oct., ’27 


Damon, S. Fosrer— Blake a Century Later (reviewing cur- 
rent books on Blake) Sat. Rev. of Lit., Mar. 17,28 
Davipson, Gustav — Obscuring the Mystic (“Francis Thomp- 
son: The Poet of Earth in Heaven,” by R. L. Megrez) 


Voices, Feb., ’28 

Davis, H. L.— Enter the Woman (“Ballads of the Singing 
Bowl,” by M. A. Seiffert) Poetry, Sept., ?27 
Jeffers Denies Us Twice Poetry, Feb., 28 


Davis, Rut — Subdued Notes (“Palace of Silver,” by K. S. 
McKinney; “Query,” by F. Frederick; “Afterward,” 
by R. M. Rice) Books: N. Y. Her.-Trib., Apr. 22,28 
Deutscu, Bapetre — “Or What’s a Heaven for?” (“The 
Women at Point Sur,” by R. Jeffers) 

New Republic, Aug. 17,27 

Literary Love (“Sonnets to Craig,” by G. Sterling 
Books: N. Y. Her.-Trib., July 1,28 
Poets and Some Others (‘““The Bare Hills,” by Y. Winters; 
“Poems,” by C. Calkins; “Fugitives Anthology”; “The 
Burning Bush,” by L. Untermeyer; “Color of Water,” 
by M. Meeker; “Fire and Sleet and Candlelight,” by 
E. C. Chilton) Bookman, June, ’28 
Dicxson, MarcareTTE Bati-— Poetry of the Wheatlands 

(“The Beacon Light” by Murray Ketcham Kirk) 
Sunshine M., Mar., ’28 

Ditiarp, Hazevve — Lew Sarett, “Shaggy Rambler” 
Lyric We, Dec, 27 
Dinsmore, Cuaries A.— Dante: His Poetry and Character 
(“Dante,” by J. J. Chapman) Yale Rev., July, 28 


Ecuinton, Joun — Mr, Yates’ Autobiographies 
Dial, Aug., ’27 
Irish Letter (on two new Irish poets, F. R. Higgins and 
A. Clarke) Dial J INoy., 727 
E1sENBERG, EmManuet — About It and About—(“The Road 
to Xanadu,” by J. L. Lowes) Voices, Dec., ’27 
Rocking Horse (“The Winged Horse,” by J. Auslander 
and F. R. Hill) Voices, Mar., ’28 
Eveanore, C. S. C., Sister M.—The Grail Legend in 
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Protestant Poetry America, Dec. 17,727 
Exior, T. $.—The Silurist (“On the Poems of Henry 
Vaughan: Characteristics and Intimations,” by E. Blun- 


den) Dial, Sept., ?27 
Isolated Superiority (on Ezra Pound) Dial, Jan., ’28 
The Poems English, Latin and Greek of Richard Crashaw 

(edited by L. C. Martin) Dial, Mar.,?28 
The Oxford Jonson (Ben Jonson) Dial, July, 28 

Emizio, Marcurrite — Spiritual Values in the Poetry of 

Carl Sandburg Unity, Nov. 28, 27 


Fickr, ArTHuUR Davison — Oriental Poets (“Lotus and Chry- 
santhemum: An Anthology of Chinese and Japanese 
Poetry,” ed. by J. L. French) 

Sat. Rev. of Lit., Mar. 3,’28 

Firxins, O. W.— The Lyre in 1927 (“Miscellany of Ameri- 


can Poetry”’) Sat. Rev. of Lit., Dec. 24,27 
“Laurel Spirits i? the Fire” (“Man Possessed,” by W. R. 
Benét) Sat. Rev. of Lit., Feb. 4,28 


FLETCHER, JoHN GouLtp—A Tennessee Epic. (“The Tall 
Men,” Portrait of a Tennessean, by D. Davidson) 

Nation, Jan. 18,28 

Freer, Acnes Ler —A Poet-Philosopher (“The Bare Hills,” 


by Y. Winters) Poetry, Apr., 728 
Fucus, FrigepErtcK —A Poet of the New Austria (Heinrich 
Suso Waldeck) Commonweal, Jan. 11,28 
Furss, CraupE MoorE— Thomas Hardy Among the Im- 
mortals Boston Eve. Transcript, Jan. 28,28 


Furxs, Ctay — The Sacred Poesy of the South 
Amer. Mercury, Sept., ?27 
FuLLerR, Henry B.—Mr. Lowes on Coleridge (“The Road 
to Xanadu”’) Poetry, Aug., ?27 


GatanTIERE, LEwis— On the Poems of Paul Valery 
Dial, Nov.,?27 
Gauss, CuristiAN — Hugo the Romantic (“Victor Hugo, the 
Man and the Poet,” by W. F. Giese) 
Sat. Rev. of Lit., Feb. 18, ’28 
Gaw, Auutson — The Artistry of the Stanza, XIX: Suspension 


in the Stanza Lyric W ., Sept..°27 
The Artistry of the Stanza: The Honorable Pedigree of 
Free Verse Lyric W., Nov., ?27 
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The Artistry of the Stanza: A Backward Glance 
Lyrie W., Oct., 727 
GrERouLD, Gorpon Hatit—The Poetic Mind (“Poetry and 
Myth,” by F. C. Prescott) 
Sat. Rev. of Lit., Apr. 28,28 
Gen, LENorE — A Poet in the West (Vachel Lindsay) 
Jun, League M., Oct.,’28 


GoLpBEcK, Epwarp — Paul Claudel Bookman, July, ’28 
Gorman, HeErserr—An Irish Mystic (“Voices of the 
Stones,” by A. E.) Sat. Rev. of Lit., Feb. 11, ’28 


Dark Rivers (“Burning Bush,” by L. Untermeyer) 
Books: N. Y. Her.-Trib., Apr. 22,28 
GreELEY, S. J., James A.—The Wessex Poet-Novelist 
America, Feb. 11, ’28 
GREEN, JuLIA Boyron— Free Verse—A Transient Madness 
Amer. Poetry, Sept., ?27 
A Great “Loafer”—and a Mid-West Minstrel (Whitman 
and Sandburg) Amer. Poetry, Oct., 27 
The Dollar-A-Line—Cards for Occasions 
Amer. Poetry, Jan.,’28 
Weeding out Archaisms Amer. Poetry, June, ’28 
Grecory, Horace—At the Cross-Roads (“The Seventh 
Hill,” by R. Hillyer) Poetry, June, ’28 
A Deflected Romanticist (“The King of Spain,” by M. 
Bodenheim) Poetry, July, 28 
GronBERG, FrEp—A Reminiscence of Carl Sandburg 
Troubadour, June, ’28 


Hamitton, Ann — Poetic Ward—Scars (‘Dark Pavilion,” by 
L. W. Hubbell: “Sonnets,” by A. Hare) 
Voices, Oct., ?27 
Harpy, THomas—G. M. (George Meredith) 
Books: N. Y. Her.-Trib., ?28 
Hartmann, Sapaxicui — Salut Au Monde: A Friend Remem- 
bers Whitman Southwest Rev., Summer, ?27 
Henperson, Danie —The Poetry Clinic 
Step Ladder, Feb.,’28 
Hoimes, Joun Haynes—An Anthology of Obscure Poets 
(“The Bronze Treasury,” ed. by H. Kemp) 
Unity, May 21, °28 
HouzkneEcuT, Karu J.—Some Negro Spirituals from 
Louisville Ky. Folk-Lore & Poetry, Apr., 28 
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Hupsext, Jay B.—Shelley, Not According to Freud 
Southwest Rev., Winter, 28 
Hurtcuison, Percy —'Thomas Hardy: The Shakespeare of 
the English Novel 
N. Y. Times Book Review, Jan. 29,28 
Old and New Voices in the Parnassian Processions 
N.Y. Times Book Review, Apr. 1,728 


James, Srantey B.-A Fourteenth Century Prophet (William 
Langland) Good Counsel, May,’28 
Jenxins, Oxiver—California and Tennessee (“The Pale 
Woman,” by S. B. Field; “The Tall Men,” by D. 
Davidson Voices, May, ’28 


K., H. S.— Color of Water (by M. Meeker) 
Jun, League M., May,’28 
KanpEL, ABEN — Outline for a Jewish Grand Opera 
Menorah Journ., May,’28 
Kantor, MacKinuay — Plenty of Sex and Plenty of Bible 
(A Miscellany of American Poetry, 1927) 
Voices, Feb., 28 
Kinsman, LL. D., FrepERtck JosEPpH — The Poet Shelley 
Good Counsel, Aug., °27 
Koenic, ELeanor C. — Four First Books (by V. L. Tunstall, 
M. Baldwin, B. T. E. James, A. T. Merril) 
Voices, Mar., ’26 
Kountz-DiETHELM, Sara—A Journey to Catholic Bookland 
(on poets) Good Counsel, Dec., ?27 
Krapr, C. PP. S., Martin A.— The Great Theme for Song 
Magnificat, Mar., ’28 
Kresensky, RaymMonp—Two Travelers (‘““The Lone Ad- 
venturer,” by S. A. Coblentz; “The Traveler, and Other 


Poems,” by I. Tree) Voices, May, ’28 
Kuut, Frrepa—The Songs of Francella (poems of a little 
girl seven years old) Treasure Chest, June, ’28 


Lainc, ALEXANDER—Mr. Tristram (“Tristram,” by E. A. 


Robinson) Voices, Dec., ?27 
Barn-Yarp (“Guinea-Fowl and Other Poultry,” by L. 
Bacon) Voices, Jan.,’28 
Second Series (“The Bookman Anthology of Verse,” ed. by 
J. Farrar) Voices, Jan.,’28 
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A Flight to Parnassus (“The White Rooster,” by G. 
O’Neil; “Sea Drinking Cities,” by J. Pinckney; “The 
Evergreen Tree,” by K. Millay; “The Bright Doom,” 
by J. H. Wheelock) Independent, Feb. 18,28 

Oxta-Popripa (Anthology of Magazine Verse for 1927 
and Year Book of American Poetry. Ed. by William 

tanley Braithwaite) Voices, Apr.,’28 
Lawton, Auice—A Talk About Poetry With Alfred Noyes 
Boston Eve. Transcript, Jan. 14,28 

Le GaLuiENNE, RicHarp — Now we know Wordsworth Better 
(“The Correspondence of Henry Crabb Robinson with 

the Wordsworth Circle, 1808-1866.” Ed. by E. J. 
Morley) N.Y. Times Book Review, Mar. 11,728 

Shakespeare Rewritten for the Restoration Stage (“Shake- 
speare Improved,” by H. Spencer) 

N.Y. Times Book Review, June 3,’28 
Levy, Metvin P, — Clinch Calkins (“Poems’’) 
New Rep., Mar. 28, 28 


Lewis, J. H.— Note on Paul Valery Dial, Nov., ?27 
Locke, Auatn— Beauty Instead of Ashes (on some Negro 
Poets) Nation, Apr. 18,728 


Lovett, Roperr Morss— Boy in the Wind (by G. Dillon) 

Dial, Apr.,’28 

Luurs, Marie —Gentle Poet (“Autobiographies,” by Yeats) 

Poetry, Aug., ?27 

Gentle Poet (Yeats) Poetry, Sept., 27 

Spring Snow (“Boy in the Wind,” by G, Dillon) 

Poetry, Mar., 28 

The Foam of the Wave (“Selected Poems,” by W. de la 

Mare) Poetry, May, 28 
Luquiens, FrepericK Buiss — Spanish-American Literature 

Yale R., Apr.,’28 


Macxat1, Leonarp L.— Manuscript, Alphabet and Verses of 
Edward Lear Books: N. Y. Her.-Trid., Apr. 8,28 

Macy, Joun — The Two-Fold Genius of Hardy 
Bookman, April, ’28 


The Victorious Victorians Bookman, July, ’28 
MansFiELp, Marcery — Sturdy Sapling (“Lilliput,” by R. 
Swartz) Poetry, Aug., ?27 
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Wasting the Poets’ Time (as to conditions of prize awards) 
Poetry, Oct., ?27 
Quiet Stars (“Upper Night,” by S. Middleton) 
Poetry, Oct., ?27 
Prolific (“A Stranger in Heaven,” by H. Vinal) 
Poetry, July, ’28 
Marco, AncELA— Uneven Stairs (“Steep Ascent,’ by J. 
Untermeyer) Voices, Dec., ’27 
An Epic of Yeomanry (“The Land,” by V. Sackville) 
Voices, Jan., 28 
Martatt, Eart— “Punch from Ointment-Jars” (Ibsen) 
Journ. of Expression, Dec.,’?27 
Mason, DaniEL Grecory — Poetry and Music 
Psalms, Mar.,’28 
MartuHEus, JoHN—The Poetry of Haiti 
Opportunity, Oct.,?27 
Mauvrois, ANDRE — Biographies in Counterpoint (“Shelley, 
His Life and Work,” by W. E. Peck; “Shelley, His 
Theory of Poetry,” by M. T. Solve) Bookman, Mar.,’28 
Maynarpb, THEODORE — Catholic Poetry (“The Catholic An- 
thology,” ed. by T. Walsh) 
Sat. Rev. of Lit., May 26,728 
McCormick, VircintA Taytor— Bradford, Naturalist of 


Souls Personalist, Jan.,’28 
McCreary, F. R.—The Last Car (“Ballads for Sale,” by 
A. Lowell) Voices, Mar., ’28 


McNeat, S. J. Marx J.— Laurence Binyon 
America, July 7,’28 
McParTiin, CaTHARINE — Nancy Buckley’s Cameos 
Magnificat, Feb., ’28 
The Poetry of Father Earls Magnificat, June, 28 
MeEnvELL, C. W.—Imagination in Classical Poetry (“The 
Classical Tradition in Poetry,” by G. Murray) 
Yale Rev., July, ’28 
MitcHer, Stewart — The Seventh Hill (by R. Hillyer) 
Dial, June, ’28 
Monror, Harrter—The Procession Moves (comment on 
present state of poctry) Poetry, Aug., ’27 
Negro Sermons (“God’s Trombones,” by J. W. Johnson) 
Poetry, Aug., ?27 
Distant Music (“Cliff Dwellings, and Other Poems,” by 
G. W. Dresbach) Poetry, Sept., 27 
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“In Lighter Vein” (excellent summary of writers of light 

verse) Poetry, Sept., ?27 
Fifteen Years (“Anniversary comment”) Poetry, Oct.,?27 
Slants and Whimsies (“7 P. M., and Other Poems,” by 


M. Van Doren) Poetry, Oct., ?27 
Wanted —-A Theme (comment on poetic materials in this 
modern age) Poetry, Nov., ?27 
Christmas and William Blake Poetry, Dec, 727 


On Foreign Ground (“Tristram,” by E. A. Robinson) 
Poetry, Dec.,?27 
Tennesseans (“The Tall Men,” by D. Davidson) 
Poetry, Jan., 28 


Reading (Poetry) Aloud Poetry, Feb., 28 
Thomas Hardy Poetry, Mar., 28 
Marguerite Wilkinson Poetry, Mar., ’28 


Her Books and Herself (“Ballads for Sale,” by A. Lowell) 
Poetry, Mar., ’28 
A New Poet (“Hale’s Pond,” by J. Whaler) 
Poetry, Apr.,’28 
Chiseled Song (“The Pale Woman,” by S. B. Field) 
Poetry, Apr.,?28 
Young Charleston (‘“Sea-Drinking Cities,” by J. Pinckney) 
Poetry, June, ’28 
Again New York Poetry, June, ’28 
Poems in Silverpoint (“Color of Water,” by M. Meeker) 
Poetry, July, ’28 
Meredith as a Poet Poetry, July, ’28 
MontacuE, C. E.— Matthew Arnold 
Sat. Rev. of Lit., May 12,728 
Mortey, CurisropHER — Touch Wood (On Thomas Hardy) 
Sat. Rev. of Lit., Jan. 21,28 
Seventeenth Century Lyrics (ed. by N. Ault) 
Sat. Rev. of Lit., Jan. 28,28 
Mortey, Franx V.— “The Gentleman’s Relish” (Stuff and 
Nonsense and So On,” by W. de la Mare) 
Sat. Rev. of Lit., May 19, ’28 
Morry, Joun Mippieton — Poetry and Philosophy 
Psalms, Mar., 28 
Musser, Benyamin — The Muse in Council 
Cont. Verse, Oct.-Nov., ?27 
Braithwaite, and Others (review of current anthologies) 
Voices, Nov., ’27 
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The Muse in Council Cont. Verse, Dec.-Jan., ?27-’28 
Three Portrait Painters (“These People,” by H. M. Corn- 
ing; “Dear Earth,” by J. Aviron; “The Evergreen 
Tree,” by K. Millay) Voices, Feb., 28 
The Parnassian Peerage (“Anthology of Magazine Verse 
for 1927,” ed. by W. S. Braithwaite) 
Cont. Verse, Feb.-Mar., ’28 
White Fire Burns Clean (“Touch and Go,” by R. 
Cheyney) Voices, Mar., 28 
The Muse in Council (current poetry) 
Cont. Verse, Apr-May, ’28 
Recent Work of Catholic Poets 
The Monitor, June 16,728 
“The Sweet Singer of Michigan” 
The Monitor, June 23,’28 


The Muse in Council Cont. Verse, June-July, ’28 
Gossip on Parnassus Cont. Verse, June-July, ’28 
N., J.—Mr. Benét’s Selected Poems Poetry, June, ’28 


Nance, Berta Hart -— The Poetry Clinic 
Step Ladder, May,’28 
Nerr, Emery—Mental Autobiography (‘‘Browning’s Par- 
leyings: The Autobiography of a Mind,” by W. C. 
DeVane) Sat, Rev. of Lit., June 30, ’28 
Nixes, ApBr — “Ballads, Songs and Snatches” 
Bookman, Feb., ’28 


“Ballads, Songs and Snatches” Bookman, Mar., 28 
Sandburg’s Reliques (“American Song Bag,” by C. Sand- 
burg) New Rep., Mar. 28, ’28 
“Ballads, Songs and Snatches” Bookman, Apr., 28 
“Ballads, Songs and Snatches” Bookman, July, ’28 
Nixes, Joun J.—In Defense of the Backwoods (quotes back- 
woods songs and ballads) Scribner’s, June, ’28 


Nortu, JEsstca NELson — James Stephens (Collected Poems) 
Poetry, Oct., ?27 

By Force of Will (“Burning Bush,” by L. Untermeyer) 
Poetry, July, ’2® 

Factors and Formulae Poetry, Feb., 28 


O’Mara, May — Marjorie Pickthall: Post-Musician-Artist 
Good Counsel, Sept., 27 
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Thomas Hardy, The Last of the Victorians 
Good Counsel, Mar.,’28 
O’Ne1L, Greorce — Three Worthy Books of Poetry (“Out- 
crop; Ubyiey rie ivanes)S The, Barea Eile iby Y. 
Winters; “Poems,” by C. Calkins) Outlook, May 2, °28 
O’SHEEL, SHAEMas — AE.-Poet and Irishman 
Commonweal, Feb. 22, ’28 


Parsons, AticE Breau—An Ironical Notation (“Iron and 
Smoke,” by S. Kaye-Smith) Nation, Mar. 14,728 
Peck, WaLTER Epwin—A Lost Poem of Emerson (Sonnet, 
To the Sea, Written in September, 1817) 
Southwest Rev., Summer, ?27 
PeTERKIN, JuLIA— Negro Blue and Gold (“Fine Clothes for 
the Jew,” by L. Hughes) Poetry, Oct., ’27 
Peterson, E. L.— Francis Thompson: A Picture Biography 
Va. Quart. Rev., Apr., 28 
Piccoxt, RarraE Lo — Italian Letter (on Checchi and Baldini) 
Dial, May, ’28 
Pierce, Freperick E. — Four Poets (“Streets in the Moon,” 
by A. MacLeish; “News of the Devil,” by H. Wolfe; 
“White Buildings,” by H. Crane; “Tristram,” by E. A. 
Robinson Yale Rev., Oct., ?27 
Four Pegasus-Riders of the Apocalypse (“The Bright 
Doom,” by J. H. Wheelock; “Trinc,” by P. Putnam; 
“Creatures,” by P. Colum; “Requiem,” by H. Wolfe) 
Yale Rev., July, 28 
PLumpeE, J. Conrap — Louise Hensel 
Commonweal, Jan. 4,’28 
PoramKin, LawreENcE—A Barren Return (“Returning to 
Emotion,” by M. Bodenheim) Voices, Oct., 27 
Pounp, Ezra— Mr. Pound on Prizes Poetry, Dec., 727 
Mediaevalism and Mediaevalism (Guido Cavalcanti) 
Dial, Mar., 28 
Donna Mi Prega by Guido Cavalcanti with Traduction and 
Commentary by Ezra Pound, Followed by Notes and a 
Consideration of the Sonnet Dial, July, ’28 
Pounp, Loursz — Folk Songs and Legends (“Texas and South- 
western Lore,” ed. by F. Dobie; “Frontier Ballads,” ed. 
by C. J. Finger; “American Mountain Songs,” coll. by 
E. P. Richardson, and ed. by S. Spaeth) 
Books: N. Y. Her.-Trib., Feb. 12, °28 
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Powys, LLEwELyn — A Grave in Dorset (Thomas Hardy) 
Dial, Mar., ?28 
Preston, Joun Hype —“A Great Personality” (“The Col- 

lected Poems of Josephine Preston Peabody’’) 
Sat. Rev. of Lit., May 5,728 
James Whaler (referring to “Hale’s Pond”) 
Sat. Rev. of Lit., June 2,28 
PrizstLey, J. B. — William Blake 

Sat. Rev. of Lit., Aug. 13,’27 
Putten, Cart W.—Some Dance Songs from West Kentucky 
Ky. Folk-Lore & Poetry, Apr.,’28 


Quinn, ArtHuR Hopson — Eugene O’Neill, Poet and Mystic 
Scribner’s, Oct., ?27 


Rascoz, Burton — Fairly Utter Approval (“Poems in Praise 

of Practically Nothing,” by S. Hoffenstein) 
Bookman, May, ’28 

Reap, HerBert —Is it Prose or Poetry? 

Sat, Rev. of Lit., Apr. 14,728 
Rep, Dororny E.— Orchid, Pansy, and Tight Green Bud 
(“Ballads of the Singing Bowl,” by M. A. Seiffert; “Little 
Henrietta,” by L. W. Reese; “Ihe Evergreen Tree,” 


by K. Millay) Voices, Apr., ’28 
Ripce, Loxia—She Sits by Herself (“Ballads of the Singing 
Bowl,” by M. A. Sieffert) New Rep., Nov. 2,27 


RITTENHOUSE, JEssIE B.— The Poetry of Thomas S. Jones, Jr. 
Boston Eve. Transcript 
Two Women Poets (“Happy Ending,” by L. I. Guiney; 
“Little Henrietta,’ by L. W. Reese) 
Sat. Rev. of Lit., Apr. 14,28 
Rosinson, Henry Morron—Gerard Manley Hopkins: A 
Preface Commonweal, Dec. 28, ?27 
RopxkeEr, JoHN — Bernard Gilbert (late English poet) 
Poetry, Aug., ’27 
A Challenge to Mr. Wolfe (“‘Requiem,” by H. Wolfe) 
Poetry, Jan., 728 
Rocrrs, CamMEeron— Maynard: His Poetical Fulfilment 


(“Exile,” by T. Maynard) America, June 2,’28 
Root, E. Merritt — Three Singers Before Sunset (Robinson, 
Millary, Jeffers) Poetry Folio, Jan.-Feb., ’28 
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Dauntless and Slug-Horn (America Arraigned!) 

Cont. Verse, Apr-May, ’28 

Rorg, H. E. G.— Victorian After-Christianity George Mere- 
dith Magnificat, Mar.,’28 
RussELL, SypNey Kinc— Triptych (“Frontier Ballads,” by 
C. J. Finger; “The Bright Doom,” by J. H. Wheelock; 
“TLeaven for Loaves,” by F. H. Adler) Voices, Apr., ’28 
Ryan, Karuryn Wuite — Poetic Sainthood (“Red Flag,” by 
L. Ridge) Voices, Nov., ’27 


SaAINTsBURY, GEORGE — Edgar Allen Poe Dial, Dec., ?27 
Satemson, Haroitp J.—The Poetry of Paul Valéry 
Poetry, April, ’28 
SanpBuRG, CarLt— 38 Definitions of Poetry 
Troubadour, June, ’28 
SANDERSON, ExizaBeETH— Middle Music (“Queens and 
Crickets,” by M. W. Stillman; “Oxford Poetry, 1927,” 
ed. by W. H. Auden and C. D. Lewis; “Purple 
Stains,” by H. V. Stevenson) 
Books: N. Y. Her-Trib., Apr. 15 ,’28 
SHERRY, PrarL ANDELSoON—Between the Lines (“The 
Wheel in Midsummer,” by J. Lewis) Poetry, July, ’28 
SHorEy, Paut—Hellenic Interpretation (“The Classical 
Tradition in Poetry,” by G. Murray) 
Sat. Rev. of Lit., Feb. 18,728 
Simpson, VioLeT A.— Beggars and Begging Songs 
Virginia Quart. Rev., Jan.,’28 
StncLarr, Upton — My Friend George Sterling 
Bookman, Sept., ’27 
SmiTH, James WaLTER— George Russell (AE) Upon Poetry 
and Ireland Boston Eve. Transcript, Mar. 3,’28 
Smitu, Joun F.—Special Folk-Lore Number 
Ky. Folk-Lore & Poetry, Jan.,’28 
Spencer, HazE_tTon — Shakespeare (Himself )—(Shakespeare 
Studies by E. E. Stoll, F. S. Schelling, T. Brooke, C. L. 
de Chambrun, and W. Lewis) New Rep., Oct. 5,27 
Srart, Vircinta— The Dynamics of American Poetry 
Poetry R. of Eng., Feb.,’28 
Srarr, FREDERICK — Chikamatsu: Japanese Shakespeare 
Unity, Dec. 5,’27 
STARRETT, VINCENT— One Who Knew Poe 
Bookman, Oct., 27 
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SrropeL, Marion—Fresh Shoots from the Tree (“The 
Evergreen Tree,” by K. Millay) Poetry, June, 28 
Sruart, Henry Loncan—The Toll to Death (Poems of 
James Thompson—“B. V.—sel. and ed. by G. H. 
Gerould) Commonweal, Apr. 25,728 


Tarot, S. J., Francis— William Blake, 1827-1927 
America, Aug 13,727 
Caroling for Christ America, Dec. 24,27 
The Year with Catholic Authors (including poets) 
America, Dec. 31,’27 
Tuurman, WaLiace — Negro Poets and Their Poetry 
Bookman, July, ’28 
Negro Artists and the Negro New Rep., Aug. 31,27 
Tietyens, EunicE—The Story of Poetry (“The Winged 
Horse,” by J. Auslander and F. E, Hill) 
Poetry, Mar.,’28 
Tinxer, Cuauncey Brewster — Figures in a Dream (Gold- 
smith and his “The Deserted Village’) 
Yale Rev., July, ’28 
Toptn, James E.— Concerning Theodore Maynard (“Exile, 
and Other Poems,” by T. Maynard) 
America, Mar. 17,728 
Tomutnson, H. M.— Hardy at Max Gate 
Sat. Rev. of Lit., Feb. 11,28 
Trent, Lucta—A Winter Crop of Poets 
Cont. Verse, Dec.-Jan., ?27-28 
Pot-Pourri A La Parnassus (current poetry) 
Cont. Verse, Apr.-May, ’28 
Ladies of the Spring (“Bright World,” by G. Elliston; 
“Songs of Infancy, and Other Poems,” by M. B. Miller; 
“Candles on the Sill,” by E. E. Taylor) 
Cont. Verse, June-July, ’28 
TruEBLoop, Cuartes K.—The Poetry of Concentration 
(“Hippolytus Temporizes”) by H. D. Dial, Jan., 28 
“Literature Made Audible” (“The Copeland Reader,” by 
C. T. Copeland; “Later American Writers, Part Two 
of Selections from American Literature,’ by L. W. 
Payne, Jr.) Dial, Apr.,’?28 


VaLERY, Paut — Pure Poetry 
Books: N. Y. Her.-Trib., Apr. 15,28 
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Van Doren, Marx —First Glance (A. Lowell, E. Sitwell, 
Fis"1);,) Nation, Oct. 12,27 
Thomas Hardy, Poet Nation, Feb. 8,28 
Shakespeare’s Little Creatures (“Words and Poetry,” by 
G. H. W. Rylands) 
Books: N. Y. Her.-Trib., July 1,728 
The Poet’s Difficulty Palms, Mar., ?28 
First Glance (“Poems,” by C. Calkins) Nation, Apr. 4,728 
Elinor Wylie’s New Phase (“Trivial Breath,” by 


E. Wylie Books: N. Y. Her.-Trid., June 24, 728 
VERDE, Fra. Tuomas Dre Punro-—Francis Thompson, 
Twenty Years After Good Counsel, Nov.,’27 


Francis Thompson, Twenty Years After, Il 

Good Counsel, Dec.,’27 
Vinat, Haroxp — Bright Culmination (“Man Possessed,” by 
W. R. Benét) Voices, Nov.,’27 

Modern Merlin (“Lost Eden,” by E. M. Root) 
Voices, Dec., ?27 
The Budding Branch (“Boy in the Wind,” by G. Dillon) 
Voices, Feb., ?28 


Wacstarr, BLANCHE SHOEMAKER — The Poetry Clinic 
Step Ladder, Dec.,’27 
Waker, Cuarztes R.—Poetry in the Novel (“My Heart 
and My Flesh,” by E. M. Roberts) 
Independent, Dec. 10,27 
Watsu, THomas— The Poetry Emporium 
Commonweal, Dec. 14,?27 
Crashaw, Poet and Saint Commonweal, Mar. 21,’28 
The Occidental Muse (“The Oxford Book of American 
Verse,” ed. by B. Carman) Commonweal, June 20, 28 
South by North (“The Lyric South,” ed. by A. Hibbard; 
“Hale’s Pond,” by J. Whaler) 
Commonweal, July 25,28 
Waxsu, WaLTER — Hardy the Unhappy Uzvity, Apr. 23, 28 
Wats, Wititiam THomas—A Post-Mortem on Poetry 
America, Mar. 24,728 
A Post-Mortem on Poetry, II America, Apr. 21,728 
Wess, ANDREW — Spring—and Some Poets 
Good Counsel, Apr.,’28 
WEBB, GEORGE A.—The Profanation of Negro Spirituals 
Opportunity, June, 28 
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WuireE, Jane B.— Queens and Crickets (by M. W. Stillman) 

Jun. League M., Mar.,’28 

Wuirrivcr, ArNnotp—Dante Gabriel Rossetti (Rossetti: 

His Life and Works,” by E. Waugh) 

Sat. Rev. of Lit., July 28,28 

Wixurams, Karuarine — Henry Vaughn and the Poetic and 

Religious in Nature Interludes, Spring, ’28 
Wixson, Epmunp D.—The Tennessee Poets 

New Rep., Mar. 7,728 

Winpxe, Bertram C, A.— Thomas Hardy as I Knew Him 

Commonweal, Feb. 1,728 

Winters, Yvor— Fugitives (‘“Fugitives: An Anthology of 


Verse) Poetry, May, ’28 
Woop, CLEMENT—A Continental Pastoral (“Our America,” 
by A. Fay) Voices, Oct.,’27 


Woo tr, Vircinta— George Meredith: Feb. 12, 1828 
Books: N. Y. Her.-Trib., 28 
WricuT, Roscoz — Negro Spirituals Minus Negro Spirit 
Sat. Eve. Quill, June, 28 


ZaBEL, Morton Dauwen — The Intellectual Motive (‘‘Astro- 


labe,” by F. Damon) Poetry, Dec., ’27 
Up in the Air (“A Marriage with Space, and Other 
Poems,” by M. Turbyfill) Poetry, Jan., 28 
Poems Stately and Grave (“The Bright Doom,” by J. H. 
Wheelock) Poetry, Feb., ’28 
Sophisticated Charm (“The Cyder Feast, and Other 
Poems,” by S. Sitwell) Poetry, Mar., ?28 


Another Tristram (‘“‘Tristam and Isolt,” by J. Masefield 
Poetry, May, ’28 

Delicate Echoes (‘“Floodgate,” by D. McCord) 
Poetry, June, ’28 
An Impassioned Realist (“Steep Ascent,” by J. S. Unter- 


meyer) Poetry, June, ’28 
James Thomson (“Poems of James Thomson, ‘B. V.’” ed. 
by G. H. Gerould) Poetry, July, ’28 
More Sonnets (“Nocturnes and Autumnals,’ by D. 
Morton) Poetry, July, 28 


Zorin, Vicror — “Poets are the Hierophants of an Unappre- 
hended Inspiration. . . .” (“The Spirit of St. Louis) 
Voices, Feb., ’28 
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Symptom and Disease (“The Best Poems of 1927,” ed. by 
T. Moult) Voices, Mar., ?28 


Yeats, Witu1am BuTLer—The Death of Synge, and Other 
Pages from an Old Diary Dial, Apr., ?28 


637 


SOME VOLUMES OF POEMS 
PUBLISHED DURING 1927 AND 1928 


Some Volumes of Poems Published During 1927 and 1928 


AxsraHams, Rospert D.— Come Forward Harold Vinal 
A Child’s Garden of Verses. With Drawings by Mar- 
guerite Davis. By Robert Louis Stevenson. 
Macmillan Co. 
Avams, CarL B.— Hidden Strings. Four Seas Co. 
AvLER, FREDERICK HERBERT. — Leaven for Loaves. 
Harold Vinal 
ALEXANDER, Harriey.—God’s Drum, and Other Cycles 
from Indian Lore. E. P. Dutton & Co. 
ALEXANDER, SELMA.— The Ether Song, and Other Poems. 
The Aster Press 
Alkai Ou Mele. The Fragments of the Lyrical Poems of 
Alcaeus. Edited by Edgar Lobel. 
Oxford University Press 
America Arraigned. Edited by Lucia Trent and Ralph 
Cheyney. With an Introduction by John Haynes 
Holmes. Dean & Co. 
American Poetry, 1927. A Miscellany. Harcourt, Brace 
An Elegy Wrote in a Country Churchyard. By Thomas 
Gray. (Facsimile reprint.) | Oxford University Press 
Anthologie De La Nouvelle Poesie Americaine. Par Eugene 
Jolas. (Contains work by American poets in French.) 
Kra, 6 Rue Blanche, Paris 
A Persian Anthology. Being Translations from the Persian, 
By Edward Granville Browne. With an Introductory 
Memoir by J. B. Atkins. Edited by E, Denison Ross. 
E. P. Dutton & Co, 
Aviron, Joacuim. — Dear Earth. Harold Vinal 


Bascock, CHARLOTTE FarrincTon. — Echoes. Four Seas Co. 
Bacon, Lronarp. — Guinea-Fowl, and Other Poultry. 
Harper & Bros. 
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BartTLeTT, Avice Hunt. — Road-Royal. Cecil Palmer 
BartLetr, Rutu Fircu.— Anthology of Junior League 
Poetry. Minton, Balch & Co. 
Bats in the Belfry.—The Collected Nonsense Poems of L. 
de Giberne Sieveking. With Introductions by G. K. 
Chesterton and Max Beerbohm. Brentano’s 
BaxTER, ANNIE ScoTT. — Poems. Christopher Pub. Co. 
Beatty, ArTHUR.—Editor. Romantic Poetry of the Early 
Nineteenth Century. Charles Scribner’s Sons 
Becker, GoupiE.— Romance Like This. Henry Harrison 
BenET, Witiiam Rose— Man Possessed. Selected Poems. 
Doubleday, Doran Co. 


Best, Susts M.-— Altar Candles. Richard G. Badger 
Brsesco, ELIzaABETH. — Poems Doubleday, Doran Co. 
Birp, Umer S. — Along the Trail. The Stratford Co. 
BiacksTonE, SypNEY Hupert.— The Progress of Love, and 

Miscellanies. Dorrance & Co. 


BuianpEN, Cuartes G.—A Bale of Gossamer. 
Artemisia Press 


Boven, Freperick C.— Pit-Head Poems. 
E. P. Dutton & Co. 
BopENHEIM, MaxweE Lu. — The King of Spain. 
Boni & Liveright 
BontEcou, Jr., DanieL. — Beloved Impressions. 
Harold Vinal 


Bowen, Nettie StePHENSON.— My Mile of Prayer. 
Harold Vinal 


Bowers, Mixprep. — Twist o? Smoke. Yale University Press 


Brent, Harry Carrincton. —Moods and Melodies. 
Dorrance & Co. 


Brewer, Rutu Foss. — Vignettes. The Stratford Co. 
Briccs, WaLLace Atvin. — Great Poems of the English Lan- 


guage. An Anthology of Verse im English from Chau- 
cer to the Moderns. Robert M. McBride 


Bropir, Ropert Dona. — The Seer of Pethor. 
Christopher Pub. Co. 


Brown, Marion Francis. — Straight in the Saddle. 
The Torch Press 


Bucknell Verse for 1928.—Written by Students of Buck- 


nell University. 
BuLLEN, Joun Ravenor.— White Fire. The Recluse Press 
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Bususy, D. Marriann.—Ocatilla Blossoms, and Other 


Poems. Dorrance & Co. 
Cauxins, CLincH. — Poems. Alfred A. Knopf 
Carman, Buiss.— Editor, The Oxford Book of American 

Verse. Oxford University Press 


Carrick, Atice Van Leer, and Rosinson, KENNETH 
ALLEN. —A Mother Goose for Antique Collectors. 
Payson & Clarke, Ltd. 
Carver, GERTRUDE Nason. — Outside Eden. 
Dorrance & Co. 
Cuavwick, Bessz— M.— Under the Locust Trees. 
Harold Vinal 
Cuitp, Lesuie.— Dream Forest. Afternoon of a Faun and a 
Flower. The Mosher Press 
CuitpeE, WitFrep Rowxanp.—I/vory Palaces. Brentano’s 
CLaDWELL-JoHNSTON, JoHN.— Cantabile, Songs and Poems. 
E. P. Dutton & Co. 
CrarrmonT, Rosert. — Quintillions. 
Lincoln MacVeagh, The Dial Press 
CiEaves, CHaRLEs PooLe. — The City of the Open Air, and 
Other Verses. The Rumford Press 
Ciements, Rex.—Manavilins. A Muster of Sea-Songs as 
Distinguished from Chanties. Heath Cranton, Ltd. 
Coss, Mary Estuer. — Above the Mists. 42 Sonnets. 
B. J. Brimmer Co. 
Corrrey, Mase R.— Towns and Towers. Harold Vinal 
Coium, Papriac. — Creatures. Macmillan Co. 
Cooke, Joun D.—£ditor. Minor Victorian Poets. 
Charles Scribner’s Sons 
CoouipcE, Porter B.—Songs from the Last West. 
Christopher Pub. House 
Corninc, Howarpv McKintey. — These People. 
Harold Vinal 
Cox, Camet B.— Poems of Everyday Life. Stratford Co. 
Cox, Grorcrt G.— Out of the Shadows. Harold Vinal 
Crospy, CarEssE. — Painted Shores. Editions Narcisse (Paris) 
Crossy, Harry. — Red Skeletons. Editions Narcisse (Paris) 
CuLien, Counter. — The Ballad of the Brown Girl, 
Harper & Bros. 
Cutten, Counter.— Editor. Caroling Dusk. An An- 
thology of Verse by Negro Poets. Harper & Bros. 
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Curran, G. E.— The Poems of G. E. Curran. .Vol. 1 
Curran & Curran 


D., H.—Hippolytus Temporizes. Houghton Mifflin Co. 
Dante’s Ecilogues. The Poetical Correspondence between 
Dante and Giovanni del Virgilio. Translated from the 
Latin into English Blank Verse by Wilmon Brewer. 
Cornhill Co. 
Das Oxforder Buch Deutscher Dichtung. Vom I12ten bis 
zum 20sten Jahrhundert. Herausgegeben von H. G. 
Fiedler. Mit elnem Geleitworte von Gerhart Haupt- 
mann. Oxford University Press 
Davipson, Donatp.— The Tall Men, 
Houghton Mifflin Co. 
Davis, Bunyan. — Eschatos, and Other Poems. Four Seas Co. 


Davis, C. T. — Riders in the Sun. Harold Vinal 
De Jean, Louis. — Winged Trails. California Press 
De Sins, Evon.— Moon Shadows. The Stratford Press 


Deutscu, BaBeTTE and YarMoLinsky, AvRAHM. — T'rans- 
lators. Russian Poetry, An Anthology 
International Publishers 
Drier, CarotinE Lawrence. — Out of the West. 
Harold Vinal 
Ditton, Georce. — Boy in the Wind The Viking Press 
Dore, Cuaries F.— The Victorious Goodness. An Epic of 
Spiritual Evolution. Walter Neale 
Dow, Litia Pace. —Sunbeams, and Other Poems. 
The Stratford Co. 
Dows, Auice.—IJdle Hours. Dorrance & Co. 
Doy.e, Erue, Wincer. — Pot-Au-Feu Dorrance & Co. 
DrypEn, Joun. — (Facsimile reprint) Annus Mirabilis, The 
Year of Wonders, 1666. Oxford University Press 
Duncan, THomas W.—Hours From a Life, and Other 
Poems. The Print Shop: Des Moines, la. 


Eppy, Lera Morse.— Where the Hours Go Harold Vinal 
Epey, Birpsaty Ors. — Rivets. The Mosher Press 
E1cHLER, ALFRED, — First Fruits of a Young Tree 

Harold Vinal 
Exiot, TI. S.— Poems. A. Knopf 
Exutston, Grorce.— Bight World (3rd Ed.) Harold Vinal 
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Ex:iswortu, Wituiam Wenster.—L£ditor, Readings from 


the New Poets. Macmillan Co. 
Evans, Appre Husron.—Outcrop. With a Foreword by 
Edna St. Vincent Millay. Harper & Bros. 
FaryEeon, Eveanor. —Joan’s Door. F, A. Stokes 
Fay, ALice. — Our America. G. P. Putnam’s Sons 
Fifty Poems.—By A. D. Godley. Edited by C. L. Graves 
and C. R. L. Fletcher. Oxford University Press 


Fincer, Cuarves J. — Frontier Ballads. 
Doubleday, Doran Co. 
Fire and Sleet and Candlelight. By Eleanor Carroll, Chilton, 
Herbert Agar and Willis Fischer. 
The John Day Co. 
FisHeR, Manion Leonarp. — Lyrics Between the Years. 
The Clayton Spicer Press 
Fisk, Eart E. — Editor. Persuasions to Joy. An Anthology of 
Elizabethan Love Lyrics. George H. Doran 
FirzcERALD, Mary S.— Am Etching. The Torch Press 
Fuaccus, Louis Wituiam. — Clouded Radiance. 
Harold Vinal 
Forrest, Wituiam MeEnrzeL.— King or Shepherd? The 
Song of Solomon Newly Rendered and for the First 
Time Given as a Complete Drama. ‘The Stratford Press 


FREDERICK, FRANCE. — Query. Harold Vinal 
Fry, Dororny WuirppLe.—The Rescue of Silver Bell, A 
Fairy Play for Children. Four Seas Co. 
Fry, Dororuyy WutppLe.— Rainbows and Echoes from 
Fairyland. Four Seas Co. 


Fucitives. — Am Anthology of Verse. Harcourt, Brace. 


GeorcE, STERLING. — Sonnets to Craig. With an Introduc- 
tion by Upton Sinclair. Albert and Charles Boni 
Gerry, HELEN. — Sonnets of Simonetta. The Georgian Press 
GerssLER, CiirForD.— Kanaka Moon. Dodd, Mead & Co. 
Gisss, A. Hamitton.— Blue Bottles. Little Brown & Co. 

GILBERT, Jessie V.—Singing Sands. 
The Christopher Pub, House 


GILBERT, WarREN.— The Joy Ride Boni & Liveright 
Giti, Datsy SanreL. — Poems Harold Vinal 
GoELL, M. J.—To All You Ladies Harold Vinal 
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Goopwin, GweEnpboLiINnE.— Editor. Anthology of Modern 
Indian Poetry. EP. Dutton & Co. 
Gorpvon, Apam Linpsay.— Sporting Verse. 
Charles Scribner’s Sons 
Goren, Louis M.—American Lyrics, and Other Poems. 
Meador Pub. Co. 
Gorces, Grace.— The Bells of Italy, and Other Poems, 
Harold Vinal 
Gou.p, GErRaLp. — Beauty the Pilgrim. George H. Doran 
Granam, Dororny, and Bennett, James W. — Brush Strokes 
On the Fan of a Courtesan. Verse Fragments in the 
Manner of Chinese. Harold Vinal 
Grant, Rospert. — Occasional Verses. 1873-1923. 
Charles Scribner’s Sons 
Graves, Hattie Eva.—Day Dreams and True Events. 
Frederick H. Hitchcock 
Great Encutsu Porets.— By Oscar James Campbell and J. F. 
A. Pyre. F, S. Crofts & Co. 
Gross, Mitt.— De Night in de Front from Chreesmas. 
Doubleday, Doran Co. 
Grover, Epwin Oscoop.— The Nature Lover's Knapsack. 
An Anthology of Poems for Lovers of the Open Road. 
Thomas Y. Crowell Co. 
Gur, Bette Witiey.— Songs and Sonnets of the Sea. 
Dorrance & Co. 
Gue, BELLE WiLuey. — Washington the Statesman. A Blank 
Verse Drama. The Canterbury Co. 
Gurney, Louise Imocen. — Happy Ending. Collected Lyrics. 
Houghton Mifflm Co. 
GuITERMAN, ARTHUR. — Wildwood Fables. 
E. P. Dutton & Co. 
Guturiz, Ramon.—A World Too Old. 
Doubleday, Doran Co. 


Haines, Etwoop Linpsay.— Poems of the African Trail. 
Morehouse Pub. Co. 
Hamitton, Marion Etruer.— The Ultimate Lover, and 
Other Poems. Pascal Covici 
Hammonp, Exeanor Prescotr.— Editor. English Verse 
between Chaucer and Surrey. Being Examples of Con- 
ventional Secular Poetry, Exclusive of Romance, Ballad, 
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Lyric and Drama, m the Period from Henry the 
Fourth to Henry the Eighth. Duke University Press 
Handkerchiefs from Paul.—Being Pious and Consolatory 
Verses of Puritan Massachusetts, Including Unpublished 
Poems by Benjamin Tompson, John Wilson and Anna 
Hayden. Together with Other Poems by Samuel Tor- 
rey and Samuel Danforth and John Wilson. Reprinted 
from Rare Originals. Edited with Introduction and 
Notes by Kenneth B. Murdock. 
Harvard University Press 
Harkness, SAMUEL. — Horse-Thief Gulch. 
J. H. Sears & Co. 
Harr, JosepH Kinmonv. — Prophet of a Nameless God. 
Harold Vinal 
Hasster, Isaac. — Unhewn Stones. Charles Sessler 
Haypen, Dorotuea Hoacuin. — The Road to Romany. 
The Stratford Co. 
Heazuitt, Cxiarence Wart. — Glamourie and Whimsy. 
Moods in Verse. Harold Vinal 
HeEnverson, J. Daru.— Little Sprays from Yesterdays. 
The Christopher Pub. House 
Hersert, A. P.— Plain Jane. Doubleday, Doran Co. 
Hersey, Harowv. — Bubble and Squeak. 
The Author & Journalist 
Herzier, Cuartes W.— Lines of Thought. 
The Stratford Co. 
Hisparp, Avpison.— Editor. The Lyric South. An An- 
thology of Recent Poetry from the South. 
Macmillan Co. 


Hitt, Lesuie Pincxney.— Toussaint L Ouverture. A 
Dramatic History. The Christopher Pub. House 
Hitt, Wituiam Earv.— The True Story of Parker the Out- 
law. Four Seas Co. 


Hitiyer, Ropert. — The Seventh Hill. The Viking Press 
Hinp, C. Lewss. — Editor. 200 Best and Second Best Poems. 

G. P. Putnam’s Sons. 
Hosrs, Zor Parricta.—From Rotterdam to Rangoon in 


Verse. B. J. Brimmer Co. 
HorFenstEIN, SAMUEL.—Poems in Praise of Practically 
Nothing. Boni & Liveright 


Horrman, CaLure Exizaseru.— Rural Poems. 


The Christopher Pub. House 
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HovucutTon, Craupve.—In the House of the High Priest. 
Four Seas Co. 

Husner, Cuartes W.-—Poems of Faith and Consolation. 
Oglethorpe University Press 

Hucues, Basetre.— Christopher Morley. Multi ex Uno, 
University of Washington Book Store 

Hucues, GLenn. — Editor. University of Washington Poems. 
Third Series. University of Washington Book Store 
Huneycutt, Arcu.— Rural Song. Poems of Simple Home 


Life. Presbyterian Herald Pub. Co. 
Hunt, Auice Ricces. — Fruited Blossoms. Harold Vinal 
Incuis, Rutu Victoria. — Little Pictures. Harold Vinal 


Inman, ARTHUR Crew. — The Night Express. 
E. P. Dutton & Co. 
Ivins, Epwarp G.— This Way Out. The Avondale Press 


James, Bertua Ten Eycx.— Nine Dragons. Harold Vinal 
Jerrrigs, J. Graypon.— Flame Points 
Bookmakers Publishers 
Jenkins, Oxtver.— Heavenly Bodies. Pascal Covici 
JERoME, FaTuer. — Tokens. The Torch Press 
Jounson, AnnIE June. — Friendship, and Other Poems. 
Four Seas Co. 
Jounson, Cuaries S,— Editor. Ebony and Topaz, A Col- 
lectanea, Opportunity, Journal of Negro Life 
JoHNnson, James SypnNEy.— The Centaur, Everue, and Other 
Poems. The Windsor Press 
Jounson, R. Brimiey.— Editor. Ballads of all Nations. 
Translated by George Barrow. Alfred A. Knopf 
Jounson, Rospert UNbDERWoop.— Poems of the Longer 
Flight. Chiefly Odes and Apostrophes. With Pre- 
fatory Consideration of Obstacles to Poetry in America. 
Published by the Author 
Jovcr, Bratrice. — Homespun Harold Vinal 


Kexxar, Dorotuy Avis. — Kaleidoscope. Dorrance & Co. 
Kemp, Harry.— Editor. The Bronze Treasury. An An- 
thology of 81 Obscure English Poets Together with their 
Biographical Portraits. The Macaulay Co. 
KimpatL, HELenjoy. — Wandering Cries. Harold Vinal 
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King Arthur, or the British Worthy. A Dramatic Opera. 


By John Dryden. Macmillan Co. 
Kinnison, Cuarves. —’Round Home. George Sully 
Kirx, Murray Kercuam. — The Beacon Light, and Other 

Poems. Harod Vinal 


Korson, Grorce G.—Songs and Ballads of the Anthracite 
Miner. A Seam of Folklore which once ran through 


Life in the Hard Coal F ields of Pennsylvania. 
Frederick H. Hitchcock 


KrisHnamurti, Jippu. — The Search. Boni & Liveright 
Krupp, Nanami. — Tides to the Moon. Pascal Covici 
Kryiov’s Fasxes.— Translated into English Verse with a 

Preface. By Bernard Pares Harcourt, Brace 


Lasky, Jesse L. — Listening to Silence. G. P. Putnam’s Sons 
LawRENcE, JEAN Mitcue wt. — Verse Fancies. Harold Vinal 
Lawson, JAMES Guucurist. — Editor. The Worlds Famous 
Short Poems. Religious and Popular, Harper & Bros. 
Leicuton, Mary.— The First Harvest. Four Seas Co. 
Lronarp, Orvitte.— The Desert Canary. With @ Back- 
ward Look at his Prehistoric Environment and some 
Account of his Present Human N eighbors. 
The Torch Press 
Lreonarp, Orvitte.— The Genie in the Jar. 
The Torch Press 
Lewis, Janet. — The Wheel in Midsummer. The Lone Gull 
LinpBErG, J. C. — Wenona, and Other Poems. 
Privately Printed 
Lipmann, ArTHUR L.— Gay Matter. Good-Natured Verse. 
Albert and Charles Boni 
Littie, Ronatp Erx.— Moomglome. Four Seas Co. 
Livezey, Herman. — Sleet, The Walt Whitman Foundation 
Locan, Myrtte Fuurer.— The Vase of Bronze. 
Christopher Pub. Co. 
LowpEen, SamuEL Manion. — Understanding Great Poems 
Handy Book Corp. 
Lowe, Amy. — Ballads for Sale. Houghton Mifflin Co. 
Lucas, ALLEN T.—Lays of a Country Lawyer. 
Christopher Pub, Co. 
Lucas, Viroinia.— June. A Year Book of Sonnets, 
Shenandoah Pub. House 
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MacKaye, Percy.— The Gobdler of God. A Poem of the 
Southern Appalachians, Longmans, Green & Co. 
Matam, Cuar es. — Spring Plowing. Doubleday, Doran Co, 
Mannino, Exizasetu.— Willie Lamberton. 
Macmillan Co. 
Marxuam, Epwin.— Editor. The Book of Poetry, Col- 
lected from the Whole Field of British and American 
Poetry. Also Translations of Important Poems from 
Foreign Languages. 2 Vols. William H. Wise 
Marquis, Don.— Love Sonnets of a Cave Man. 
Doubleday, Doran Co. 
Martin, L. C.— Editor. The Poems, English, Latin and 
Greek, of Richard Crashaw, Oxford University Press 
MasEFIELD, Joun.— The Coming of Christ, 
Macmillan Co. 
Masten, Mary.—To My Loves. 
The Christopher Pub. House 
Masters, Epcar Ler. —Jack Kelso. A Dramatic Poem. 
D. Appleton & Co. 
Marruews, Miriam CassEv. — Spring Interlude. 
Harold Vinal 
Maynarp, TuHEopore.— Exile, and Other Poems. 
Longmans, Green & Co. 
McCorp, Davin. — Floodgate. Washburn & Thomas 
McCreary, W. H.-— Wings and Wishes. Harold Vinal 
McGuiean, Auice. — Without a Fig Leaf. Harold Vinal 
McKinney, Kate Staucuter. — Palace of Silver. 
Harold Vinal 
Meexer, Marjoriz.—Color of Water. Brentano’s 
MerivaLE, Puitip.— The Peace of Ferrara. A Blank Verse 
Drama. Four Seas Co. 
Micuararos, Demetrios A.— The Legend of America, and 
Other Poems. American Hellenic Pub. Co: 
Miuiay, KatHLeEen.— The Evergreen Tree. 
Boni & Liveright 
MiuteEr, J. Corson. — A Horn from Caerleon. Harold Vinal 
Mriiver, Mary Britron.—Songs of Infancy, and Other 
Poems. Macmillan Co. 
Minstrelsy of Maine. — Folk-Songs and Ballads of the Woods 
and Coast, Collected by Fannie Hardy Eckstorm and 
Mary Winslow Smyth. Houghton Mifflin Co, 
Motu, Ernest G. —Sedge Fire. Harold Vinal 
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Moorz, Tuomas Emmet. — Flutes of Childhood. Verses 
for Children and the Parents, George Sully & Co. 
More, Brooxes. — Myrtella. A Romance of Ancient Greece. 
Cornhill Pub. Co. 
Morcan, ANGELA. — Selected Poems. Dodd, Mead & Co. 
Mortey, CuHRIsTOPHER. — T'oulemonde. 
Doubleday, Doran Co. 
Morey, CurisToPHER. — Translations from the Chinese. 
Doubleday, Doran Co. 
Morros, JosEpH, and Apams, Sr. Cuair. — Editors. Silver 
Linings. Poems of Hope and Cheer. 
George Sully & Co. 
Morton, Davin. — Nocturne and Autumnals. 
G. P. Putnam’s Sons 
Moutt, Tuomas. — Editor. The Best Poems of 1927. 
Harcourt, Brace & Co. 
Murray, Grace Mex.—A Cache of Pearls. 
The Christopher Pub. House 
Murray, Joun Cuicx. — Simon Saith. Four Seas Co. 


Newman, Istpora. — Shades of Blue. Henry Harrison 
Novak, Sonta RUTHELE. Winds from the Moon. 
The Century Co. 
Noyes, ALFRED. — Dick Turpin’s Ride, and Other Poems. 
Frederick A. Stokes Co. 


OBERHOLTZER, Sara Louisa VicxErs.— Here and There. 
Songs of the Land and Sea That Came to Me. 
The Penn. Pub. Co. 
Occasional Verses, 1702-1719, by Matthew Prior. (Facsimile 
reprint.) Oxford University Press 
Ode Occasioned by the Death of Mr. Thomson, 1749. By 
Mr. William Collins, (Facsimile reprint.) 
Oxford University Press 
Old Scotch Songs and Ballads. Phonetically Spelt and Trans- 
lated by Sir James Wilson. Oxford University Press 
Ouiver, Wape. — Sky-Rider. The Mosher Press 
One Hundred Humble Ballads of the Heart, and Other 
Writings. By 8S. Francis Hartley. Compiled and 
Edited by Teresa Catherine Hartley. 
Hawkeye Pub. Co. 
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OspornE, Hucu.— The Song of Solomon. 
D. Appleton & Co. 


O’SHEEL, SHarmas.—Jealous of Dead Leaves. Selected 


Verse. Boni & Liveright 
OxenHaM, Joun.—“Gentlemen—The King! A Book of 
Introduction. The Pilgrim Press 
PaLMER, JoHN Ransom.— Winds of Dawn. — Harold Vinal 


ParKER, ALBERT CapiEN.— Marriage Sidelights. 

Wetzel Pub. Co. 
ParkER, Dororuy. —Suwmset Gun. Boni & Liveright 
Peck, Katuryn. — Songs from the Silence. 

The Stratford Co. 

PIncKNEY, JosEPHINE. — Sea-Drinking Cities. 

Harper & Bros. 
Poems of Giovanni Pascoli.—Selected and Translated by 


Arletta M. Abbott. Harold Vinal 
Pratt, E. J.— Titans. Macmillan Co. 
PresuME. — Love in Bewilderment. Gem Pub. Co, 
Price, Lirta Poote.— The Chant of the Seasons, and Other 

Poems. The Christopher Pub. House 
Price, Lin Witu1am. — Dramaland. Harold Vinal 
PRINDLE, Frances Carrutu. — Vibrations. Harold Vinal 
Putnam, H. Puetps. — Trine. George H. Doran 


Quotable Poems. An Anthology of Modern Religious Verse. 
Compiled by Thomas Curtis Clarke and Esther A, Gil- 
lespie. Prologue by Joseph Fort Newton. 

Willet, Clark & Colby 


RaTHBORNE, Laura. — On Wings of Song. Harold Vinal 
Reese, Lizerre Woopsworth. — Little Henrietta. 

Doubleday, Doran Co. 

Reicu, Jr., Henry.— Minor Music. Parnassus 

Ruopes, R. Crompron.—Editor. An Ode to Scandal. 

Together with a Portrait. By Richard Brinsley Sheri- 

dan. Houghton Mifflin Co. 

Ruys, Grace.—A Celtic Anthology. 

Thomas Y. Crowell Co. 

Rice, Cate Youn. — Stygian Freight. The Century Co. 

Rice, Rutu Mason. — Afterward. Harold Vinal 

Ricuarps, Mrs. Waxpo.-—£ditor, Love's Right Way. 
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Poems of Love and of Love’s Living Faith and Aspira- 
tion by Old and New Poets. Houghton Mifflin Co. 
Ricuarpson, Eruen Parx.— Editor. American Mountain 
Songs. Edited and arranged by Sigmund Spaeth. 
Greenberg, Publisher 
RitrennousE, Jestz B.—Editor. The Third Book of 
Modern Verse. A Selection from the Work of Con- 
temporaneous American Poets. Houghton Mifflin Co. 
Rirrer, Marcaret Top.— Wind Out of Betelgeuse. 
Macmillan Co. 
Ross, Waiiace Havetocx.— The Quill and the Candle. 
Poems of Birdland in Canada, The Ryerson Press 
Rossins, Howarp CHanpLer.—Sursum Corda. 
Morehouse Pub. Co. 
Roxpinson, DonaLp Fay. — Out of the East. 
B. J. Brimmer Co. 
Ropinson, Epirw Expen. — Dew-Drops and Pearls. 
Bellemin Press 
Rosinson, Epwin ARLINGTON. — Collected Poems. Five Vol- 
umes. Macmillan Co. 
Romatxa, Anton. — Happy Bard. 
B. C. Hagglund, Holt, Minn. 
Romic, Epna Davis.— Robert E. Lee, and Other Poems. 
B. J. Brimmer Co. 
Rose, Mitton S. — Poems. Houghton Mifflin Co. 
Rorurock, AticE Vest. — Autumn Garlands. WHarold Vinal 
Ruep1, Norma Pauu.—J/f Dreams Came True. 
The Avondale Press 
RussELL, SypNEY Kinc. — The Golden Snare. Harold Vinal 
Rust, Orton G.— Sleep. An Allegory. Kahoe & Spieth 


S. M., K.— Gemixte Pickles. Pascal Covici 
SackviLLE-West, V.— The Land, Doubleday, Doran Co. 
SanpBURG, Caru. — The American Songbag. 
Harcourt, Brace & Co. 
SanvERs, RurH Mannine. — The City. Lincoln MacVeagh 
Sanps, IRENE Buicne.— The Rose of California, and Other 
Ballads. Four Seas Co. 
ScHAUFFLER, Rospert Haven.— Editor. The Poetry Cure. 
A Medicine Chest of Verse. Music and Pictures. (New 
edition.) Dodd, Mead & Co. 
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ScHNEIDER, Istpor.— The Temptation of Anthony. A Novel 
In Verse, and Other Poems. Boni & Liveright 
ScHOONHOVEN, GeorcE O.- The Chaff of Life. 
Harold Vinal 
Selected Poems of Amy Lowell. Edited by John Living- 
ston Lowes. Houghton, Mifflin Co. 
Selections from Swinburne. Edited by H. M. Burton. 
Macmillan Co. 
Seventeenth Century Lyrics. From the Original Texts. 
Chosen, Edited and Arranged by Norman Ault, 
Longmans, Green & Co. 
Seymour, Mayce F.—The Lincoln Memorial. An Ode 
for Lincolw’s Birthday. Four Seas Co. 
SuHay, Franx.—Collector. My Pious Friends and Drunken 
Companions. Songs and Ballads of Conviviality. 
The Macaulay Co. 
SHELTON, ApA STEWART. — Garden Verses, and Other Poems. 
The Stratford Co. 
Sitz, LourseE Morcan.— The Hell-God, and Other Poems. 
Harold Vinal 


SITWELL, Epitu.— Rustic Elegies. Alfred Knopf 
SITWELL, OsBertT.—Ezgland Reclaimed. A Book of 
Eclogues. Doubleday, Doran Co. 
SITWELL, SACHEVERELL.—The Cyder Feast, and Other 
Poems. Doubleday, Doran Co. 
StapE, Wiixi1Am Apams. — Stardust. Preston & Rounds 


SMETHERS, Roy Nance. — Vewtures in Verse. 
The Stratford Co. 
SmiTH, C. Fox.—A Sea Chest. An Anthology of Ships and 


Sailermen, Houghton Mifflin Co. 
SmitH, Davin Nicnoi. — The Oxford Book of 18th Century 
Verse. Oxford University Press 


Sonras, Mirza Auman. — Poems of Hollywood Bovwl. 
Published by the Author 
SoMERVILLE, GEORGE GERALD. — Stones. Four Seas Co. 

SpaETH, SicmuND. — Weep Some More, My Lady. 

Doubleday, Doran Co. 
Spero, Leopoip. —1n the Firelight. Fowler Wright, Ltd. 
Sourres, Eprru Lomparp. — Sails that Sing. Uarold Vinal 
SrEvENsOoN, Henry V.— Purple Stains. Minton, Balch & Co. 
Stewart, GrorcE.— Redemption. An Anthology of the 
Cross. Doubleday, Doran Co. 
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Stimson, E. Burcess. — Glimpses. The Seen—The Unseen. 
Dorrance & Co. 
Storey, VIOLET ALLEYN. — Green of the Year. 

D. Appleton & Co. 

Srrone, L. A. G.— Editor. The Best Poems of 1927. 
Dodd, Mead & Co. 
SwEET, ALFRED Wueaton. — Gems for the Land of Inspira- 
ton. The Christopher Pub, House 
Symons, ArTHUuR. — London Nights. John W. Luce & Co. 


TacoreE, RABINDRANATH. — Fireflies. Macmillan Co. 
Tapot, Francis X.— Editor. The America Book of Verse. 
The America Press 
TannuauseR.—A Dramatic Poem. By Richard Wagner. 
Freely Translated in Poetic Narrative Form by T. W. 
Rolleston. Brentano’s 
Taytor, CHARLEs Keen. — Sarge—Dowt You Remember. 
Academy Press 
Taytor, Martcoum. — Poems. Basil Blackwell 
TayLor, Suzane. — Youth's Enchantment. ‘The Stratford Co. 
The Book of Navy Songs. Collected and Edited by the 
Trident Society. Music Arranged and Harmonized by 
Joseph W. Crosley. Doubleday, Doran Co. 
The Book of Thel. By William Blake. Reproduced in 
Facsimile from a Copy in the British Museum, 
Payson & Clarke, Ltd. 
The Collected Poems of Josephine Preston Peabody. With a 
Foreword by Katherine Lee Bates. 
Houghton, Mifflin Co. 
The Complete Poetry of John Keats. Edited with an Intro- 
duction by George R. Elliot. Macmillan Co. 
The Complete Works of Francois Villon. Translated with an 
Introduction and Notes by J, U. Nicholson. 2 Vols, 
Covici, Friede 
The House of Vanity, By Frank Ankenbrand, Jr., and Isaac 
Benjamin. With an Introduction by Countee Cullen. 
The Liebman Press 
The Lights of Home, and Other Poems. By James §. Boyle, 
Compiled by the Rev. Father W. F. Boyle and others. 
Dorrance & Co. 
The Odes of Anacreon. Translated by Erastus Richardson. 
Yale University Press 
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The Oracle Anthology of Poetry, 1927. 
William Albert Broder 
The Pamphlet Poets. Selections from the work of Conrad 
Aiken, Alfred Kreymborg, Henry Wadsworth Long- 
fellow and Lizette Woodworth Reese. Simon & Schuster 
The Poems of William Canton. Harcourt, Brace & Co. 
The Poetical Works of Sir John Genham. Edited with Notes 
and Introduction by Theodore Howard Banks, Jr. 
Yale University Press 
The Poetry of the Age of Wordsworth. An Anthology of the 
Five Major Poets, Selected with an Introduction by J. 
Dover Wilson, Macmillan Co. 
The Second Conning Tower Book. Being a Collection in 
the Main of the Best Verses Published in The Conning 
Tower. Ed. by F. P. A., in the New York World Dur- 
ing 1926. Macy-Masius 
The Stratford Poets. Selections from the Manuscripts of 
Vaughan Lionell, Patchwork, by Alice McBryde Marsh, 
Love-Licks of a Layman, by Grover Somers, “Lindbergh, 
a Saga of Youth,” by1. Van Kampen. The Stratford Co. 
The Sweet Singer of Michigan. By Mrs, Julia A. Moore. 
Edited and with an Introduction by Walter Blair. 
Pascal Covici 
The Temple. Sacred Poems and Private Ejaculations. Printed 
from the Manuscript in the Bodleian Library. By George 
Herbert. Random House, Inc. 
The Vanity of Human Wishes. The Tenth Satire of a 
Juvenal. Initiated by Samuel Johnson. (Facsimile re- 


print) Oxford University Press 
Tuierry, James Francis. — Heaven, ‘The Elite Pub, Co. 
Tuomson, James (“B. V.”) — Poems. Selected and Edited 
by Gordon Hall Gerould. Henry Holt & Co. 


Three Women Poets of Modern Japan. A Book of Transla- 
tions. By Glen Hughes and Yosan T, Iwasaki. 
University of Washington Book Store 


Tottell’s Miscellany. 1557-1587. Edited by Hyder Edward 


Rollins. Vol. 1. Harvard University Press 
Translations from Jose Maria De Heredia, By Merle St. 
Croix Wright. Harold Vinal 


TRUMBULL, Annie Exot. — /pressions. 
Edwin Valentine Mitchell 
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TunstratL, Vircinia Lyne.—A White Sail Set. 
Harold Vinal 
Tyson, ANNE ARRINGTON. — Tomorrow, and Other Poems. 
Harold Vinal 


UNTERMEYER, JEAN. — Steep Ascent. Macmillan Co. 
UNTERMEYER, Louis. — Burning Bush. Harcourt, Brace & Co. 
Yesterday and Today. A Collection of Verse. Mostly 
Modern. Harcourt, Brace & Co. 


VaLE, Cuares.— Editor. The Spirit of St. Louis. One 

Hundred Poems. Doubleday, Doran Co. 

Van Dyxe, Henry. — Chosen Poems. Charles Scribner’s Sons 
VERDER, DaniEL Hucu.—A Book of Lyrics. 

Thomas Nelson & Sons 

Verse from the Mississippi. By Mrs. Lily Buie Reed: Singing 

Gardens. By Blanche Lee. 2 Vols. The Stratford Co. 

Vina, Haroxp. — A Stranger in Heaven. Harold Vinal 

VoLLINTINE, MaBeu. — Crimson Feather. Harold Vinal 


Wacner, Cuares L. H.— Cherries from Argentine. 
Four Seas Co. 
WaLxeER, Ropert Sparxs.— My Father's Farm. 
Four Seas Co. 
Watsu, Tuomas. — The Catholic Anthology. Macmillan Co. 
Warp, CurisToPHER. — The Saga of Cap'n John Smith. Be- 
ing an Account in the Warre in Hungaria with the 


Turks. Harper Bros. 
Watson, Evetyn M.—Candle Gold. Lyrics of Love to 
Death. The Christopher Pub. House 
Weaver, Joun V. A.— To Youth. Alfred A. Knopf 


Water, JAMEs. — Hale’s Pond, and Other Poems. 
Harold Vinal 
Wuarton, WaLTeR Wiuiam. — May Harvest. 
Published by the Author 
WueEeELock, Joun Hau. — The Bright Doom. 
Charles Scribner’s Sons 
WuirFen, THomas. — Cosmogony. An Evolution-E pic. 
Walter Neal 
Wirkins, Atice Garrett. — Arcana. Harold Vinal 
Wivxinson, Emma Townsenp. — 1m the Garden of Zeus. 
Four Seas Co. 
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Wiuxkinson, Henry B.—Jd/e Hours. 
Frederick H. Hitchcock 
Wixuiams, B. Y.— House of Happiness. George Sully & Co. 
Wiuuiams, Cuarves Ricuarp. — The Return of the Prodigal, 
and Other Religious Poems. The Bobbs-Merrill Co. 
Witson, BincHam THospurn.—The Dagger. A Poem of 
Spanish California. Wetzel Pub. Co. 
Witson, Mapex Reep. — My Garden of Dreams. 
The Christopher Pub. House 
Witson, Racuext Mack. — The Sacred Acre. Harold Vinal 
Winters, Yvor. — The Bare Hills, Four Seas Co. 
Wore, HumBert.—Reguiem. .. George H. Doran 
Wore, Humpert.— Others Abide. Doubleday, Doran Co. 
Wotre, Marjorie Louise. — Many Moods. 
The Stratford Co. 
WricuT, Freperick A.— The Dance at the Flying Broom- 


stick, Harold Vinal 
WourpeEmann, Auprey. — The House of Silk, Harold Vinal 
Wrute, Exinor. — Trivial Breath. Alfred A. Knopf 


Younc, Barpara.— The Keys of Heaven. 
Fleming H. Revell Co. 
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A SELECT LIST OF BOOKS 
ABOUT POETS AND POETRY 


PUBLISHED DURING 1927 AND 1928 


ABERCROMBIE, LascELLEs.— Thomas Hardy. A Critical 


Study. The Viking Press 
A Bibliography of the Poetics of Aristotle. By Lane Cooper 
and Alfred Gudeman. Yale University Press 


ANDERSON, JoHANNES C.— T'he Laws of Verse. 
Macmillan Co. 


BaLtpwin, Cuaryes Sears.— Medieval Rhetoric and Poetic. 
To 1400. Interpreted from Representative Works. 
Macmillan Co. 
BaLpwin, THomas WHITFIELD. — The Organization and Per- 
sonnel of the Shakespearean Company. 
Princeton University Press 
BEEBE, Lucis.— Edwin Arlington Robinson, and the Ar- 


thurian Legend. Dunster House Bookshop 
Boas, FrepericK S.—Az Introduction to the Reading of 
Shakespeare. Oxford University Press 
Boyp, Ernest. — Literary Blasphemies (on Shakespeare, Mil- 
ton, Byron, Hardy and Poe) Harper & Bros. 
BrapLey, Epwarp ScuLiey.— George Henry Boker. Poet 
and Patriot. University of Pennsylvania Press 
Browne, Lewis (with the collaboration of Elsa Weihl).— 
That Man Heine Macmillan Co. 


CaMBIaAIRE, CELEsTIN PrerreE.— The Influence of Edgar 

Allan Poe in France, G. E. Stechert & Co. 
Capran, ALBERT. — The Bibliography of Sir Walter Scott. 

The Head of Scott Press 

Carco, Franeis.— The Romance of Villon. (Trans. by 

Hamish Miles) Alfred A, Knopf 
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Crarx, Eva Turner. — Axiophilus, or Oxford alias Shak- 
Speare. The Knickerbocker Press 
Crark, Frank Lowry.—A Study of the Iliad in Translation. 
University of Chicago Press 
Cuark, JoHn Henry. — William Blake, 1757-1827. 
The Mermes Press 
Collected Essays and Papers of Robert Bridges. 
Oxford University Press 
CorsetT, Evizasetu.—Walt, The Good Gray Poet Speaks 
for Himself. (A biographical novel) 
Frederick A. Stokes Co. 


Cow1inc, GeorcE H. — Chaucer. E. P. Dutton & Co. 
Curry, Water CuiypEe.—Chaucer and the Mediaeval 

Sciences. Oxford University Press 
Davison, Epwarp. — Some Modern Poets. Harper & Bros, 


De Vane, Jr., Wiriiam C1rype.— Browning’s Parleyings. 
The Autobiography of a Mind. Yale University Press 


Ex.uiot, Maup Howe. — Lord Byron's Helmet. 
Houghton Mifflin Co. 
Essays and Studies. By Members of the English Association, 
Collected by John Buchan, Vol. XII, (Papers on 
Shakespeare, Spenser, Dr. Johnson, Thomas Love Pea- 
cock, Canadian Literature and the Scottish Ballads. 
Oxford University Press 


FarrcLoucu, Henry Rusuton.—The Classics and Our 
Twentieth Century Poets. Stanford University Press 
Francesca Alexander. — A “Hidden Servant.’ Memories Gar- 
nered by One Who Loved Her Dearly, Constance Gros- 
venor Alexander. With a Foreword by George Herbert 


Palmer. Harvard University Press 
FRANK, TENNEY.—Catullus and Horace. Two Poets in 
Their Environment. Henry Holt & Co. 


Fripp, Epcar I. —Shakespeare’s Stratford. 
Oxford University Press 


Gay, Ropert M.— Emerson. A Study of the Poet as Seer. 
Doubleday, Doran & Co. 


Grant, Exxuior MansFietp.— French Poetry and Modern 
Industry, 1830-1870. A Study of the Treatment of 
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Industry and Mechanical Power in French Poetry during 

the Reigns of Louis-Philippe and Napoleon III. 
Harvard University Press 
GrirFitH, RecinaLp Harvey.— Alexander Pope. A Bibli- 
ography. Vol. 1. University of Texas Press 


Hartoc, Sir Puiip.— On the Relation of Poetry to Verse. 
Oxford University Press 
HENLEY, Pauuine. — Spenser in Ireland. 


Longmans, Green & Co. 


Jones, P. Mansex.— Emile Verhaeren. A Study in the De- 
velopment of His Art and Ideas. 
Oxford University Press 


Keynes, GrorFrey. — Poetry and Prose of William Blake. 
Random House Press 


Lecouts, EMILE. — Spenser. E. P. Dutton & Co. 
Leigh Hunt's Letter on Hogg’s Life of Shelley. With Other 
Papers. Torch Press (Privately Printed) 


Liprzin, Sotomon.— Lyric Pioneers of Modern Germany. 
Studies in German Social Poetry. 

Columbia University Press 

Locust, Leona Wuitwortu. — Recent War Lyrics. A Study 

of War Concepts in Modern Lyrics. With an Introduc- 


tion by Robert Morss Lovett. The Grafton Press 
MackenziE, W. Roy.—Ballads and Sea Songs from Nova 
Scotia. Harvard University Press 
MarcotioutH, H. M.— The Poems and Letters of Andrew 
Marvel, 2 Vols. Oxford University Press. 


Mecroz, R. L. — Francis Thompson: The Poet of Earth and 
Heaven. A Study in Poetic Mysticism and the Evolu- 


tion of Love-Poetry. Charles Scribner’s Sons 
Mecroz, R. L.—The Three Sitwells, (Edith, Osbert and 
Sacheverell). Doubleday, Doran Co. 


Mortey, Epirn J.— The Correspondence of Henry Crabb 
Robinson. With the Wordsworth Circle, 1808-1866. 
The Greater Part Now for the First Time Printed from 
the Original in Dr. William’s Library, London. Chrono- 
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logically Arranged and Edited with Introduction, Notes, 


and Index. 2 Vols. Oxford University Press 
Munson, GoruaM.— Robert Frost. A Study in Sensibility 
and Good Sense. Doubleday, Doran Co. 


Munson, Goruam B. — Destinations. A Canvass of American 
Literature Since 1900. (Studies among others Vachel 
Lindsay, William Carlos Williams and Hart Crane.) 

J. H. Sears & Co. 

Murray, GILBert. — The Classical Tradition in Poetry. 

Harvard University Press 


Newton, ANNABEL.— Wordsworth in Early American Criti- 
cism. University of Chicago Press 


OxipuanT, E. H. C.— The Plays of Beaumont and Fletcher. 
An Attempt to Determine their Respective Shares and the 
Share of Others. Yale University Press 


Peck, Epwin. — Shelley. His Life and Works. 2 Vols. 
Houghton Mifflin Co. 
Picnarp-CampripcE, A. W.—Dithyramb Tragedy and 
Comedy. Oxford University Press 
Pinto, V. De Soxa.—Sir Charles Sedley, 1639-1701. A 
Study in the Life and Literature of the Restoration, 
Boni & Liveright 
Prowman, Max. — Am Introduction to the Study of Blake. 
E. P. Dutton & Co. 
Prescott, FREDERICK CLarkE. — Poetry and Myth. 
Macmillan Co. 


Rasy, F. J. E.—A History of Christian-Latin Poetry. From 
the Beginnings to the Close of the American Ages. 
Oxford University Press 
RapuaEL, Juuiet.— Madrigal and Minstrelsy. 
Albert and Charles Boni 
Rosertson, J. G. — Goethe. E, P. Dutton & Co. 
Ryxanps, Grorce H. W.— Words and Poetry. 
Payson & Clarke, Ltd. 


Smart, Joun SempLe.— Shakespeare. Truth and Tradition. 
With a Memoir by Macneile Dixon. 
Longmans, Green & Co. 
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Sotve, Metvin T.- Shelley: His Theory and Poetry. 
University of Chicago Press 
Spencer, Hazevron. — Shakespeare Improved. The Restora- 
tion Versions in Quarto and on the Stage. 
Harvard University Press 


STEEL, Byron. —O Rare Ben Jonson. Alfred A. Knopf 
Sreriinc, GeorcE. — Robinson Jeffers. The Man and the 
Artist. Horace Liveright 


Symons, ARTHUR (translator).— The Letters of Baudelaire. 
Albert and Charles Boni 


The Psalms of David in Metre. According to the Version 
Approved by the Church of Scotland. With an Intro- 
duction by William Allan Neilson. 

Washburn & Thomas 

The Winged Horse. The Story of the Poets and Their 
Poetry. By Joseph Auslander and Frank Ernest Hill. 

Doubleday, Doran Co. 

Tuompson, Epwarp.— Rabindranath Tagore. Poet and 


Dramatist. Oxford University Press 
Tuompson, Siason.— Life of Eugene Field. The Poet of 
Childhood. D. Appleton & Co. 


Waucn, Evetyn. — Rossetti. His Life and Works. 
Dodd, Mead & Co. 
Weir, T. H.= Omar Khayyam. E. P. Dutton & Co. 
Wuippte, T. K. —Spokesmen, Modern Writers and American 
Life. (Treats Edwin Arlington Robinson, Robert Frost 
and Vachel Lindsay.) D. Appleton & Co. 
Wixson, Mona. — The Life of William Blake. 
The Random Press 
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LIST OF MAGAZINES PUBLISHING 
POETRY WITH THEIR ADDRESSES 


ApvENTURE — A. S. Hoffman, Editor 
Spring and MacDougall Sts., New York City 
Aux Story MacazinE — 280 Broadway, New York City 
AMERICA — 
Printing Crafts Bldg., 8th Ave. & 33rd St., New York City 
American Hesprew —I. Landman, Editor 
19 W. 44th St., New York City 
AMERICAN MacazinE, Merle Crowell, Editor 
250 Park Ave., New York City 
American Mercury, THe —H. L. Mencken, Editor 
730 Fifth Ave., New York City 
AmeERIcAN Porer—H. S. Morrison, Editor 
222 Isabella Ave., Irvington, N. J. 
AMERICAN Poetry Macazine — Clara C. Prince, Editor 
410 Fourth Ave., Wauwatosa, Wis. 
Arcosy-ALL Story WEEKLY —R. H. Davis, Editor 
280 Broadway, New York City 
At Lanta ConsTITUTION, THE — Stanton’s Strip Atlanta, Ga. 
Atuantic Montuiy, THe — E. Sedgwick, Editor 
8 Arlington St., Boston, Mass. 
Attic Satt—THE Witiiamsport Sun-—C. L. Peaslee, 
Editor 321 Pine St., Williamsport, Pa. 
Ave Marta — Notre Dame, Ind. 


Beacon (children’s verse) — F. Buck, Editor 
26 Beacon St., Boston, Mass. 
BookMAKER’s Fotio, THE—G. P. West, Editor 
216 S. Mulberry St., Chillicothe, Ohio 
Bookman, THE 452 Fifth Ave., New York City 
Booxs, N. Y. Sunpay HEerap-TRIBUNE 
W. 40th St., New York City 
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Bosron Eveninc TRANscRIPT, THE — 
324 Washington St., Boston, Mass. 
BouLEvarRDIER — F, E, Cox, Editor 
2008-9 Washington Blvd. Bldg., Detroit, Mich. 
Bozart — Ernest Hartsock, Editor 
Box 87, Station E, Atlanta, Ga. 
Breezy Stories— C. Pomeroy, Editor 
112 E. 19th St., New York City 
Brett’s Macazine — J. A. Brett, Editor Northport, N. Y. 
BuFFaLo Arts JournaL — L. T. Heacock, Editor 
89 Pearl St., Buffalo, N. Y. 


CaLIFORNIA SOUTHLAND — Pasadena, Calif. 
Cartoons— F. H. Hubbard, Editor 
248 W. 49th St., New York City 
Caruotic TRIBUNE, THE — Dubuque, lowa 
CatHotic Worxp, THE — Editorial Board 
120 W. 60th St., New York City 
Century Macazine, THE— 
353 Fourth Ave., New York City 
Cuicaco Daity News, THE — Hit or Miss 
15 Wells St., Chicago, Ill. 
Cutcaco Eventnc Posr — Ring’s Strip Chicago, Ill. 
Cuicaco Tripune, Tue — Line o Type or Two 
Chicago, Ill. 
Cui1Lp Pay — 2231 W. 110th St., Cleveland, Ohio 
Curistian Century, THE —C. C. Morrison, Editor 
508 S. Dearborn St., Chicago, Ill. 
Curistian EnpEavor Wortp, THE — 
41 Mt. Vernon St., Boston, Mass. 
Curistian Recister, Tue (children’s verse) 
6 Beacon St., Boston, Mass. 
Curistian SciENcE Monitor, THE — 
Palmouth and St. Paul Sts., Boston, Mass. 
Cuurcu Manacement—W. H. Leach, Editor-in-Chief 
626 Huron Road, Cleveland, Ohio 
Cuurcuman, THE — 2 W. 47th St., New York City 
Cincinnati Times-Star, THE Cincinnati, Ohio 
CiEeveLand Pian Deaer, Tur — Red Robinson’ s Strip 
Cleveland, Ohio 
Crus Woman’s MacazinE, Tue —M. B. Corwin, Editor 
Cincinnati, Ohio 
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CoLLEcGE Humor — 1050 N. La Salle St., Chicago, Il. 
CoLier’s WEEKLY—R. H. Walsh, Editor 
416 W. 13th St., New York City 
ComMonweEaL, THE-— 25 Vanderbilt Ave., New York City 
Community Arts anp CraFts— H. R. Orr, Editor 
606 Harrison St., Topeka, Kan. 
CONGREGATIONALIST, THE 14 Beacon St., Boston, Mass. 
ConTEMPoRARY VERSE.— Benjamin Musser, Lucia ‘Trent, 
Ralph Cheyney, Editors 
107 S. Mansfield Ave., Atlantic City, N. J. 
CosMoPOLITAN, THE 119 W. 40th St., New York City 
Country Barp, THE-—C. L. Sharp, Editor Madison, N. J. 
Crisis, THE —W. E. B. DuBois, Editor 
69 Fifth Ave., New York City 
Curip’s Diary — The Corte Publishing Co. 
97 Fifth Ave., New York City 


DePauw Macazine, THE — Greencastle, Ind. 
DEsIGNER AND WoMAN’s MacaziINnE — 
12 Vandam St., New York City 
Diat, Tue — Marianne Moore, Editor 
152 W. 13th St., New York City 


Drama, THE 59 W. Van Buren St., Chicago, Il. 
Drirt-Winp — W. J. Coates, Editor East Calais, Vt. 
Dro. StrorizEs — 709 Sixth Ave., New York City 


Ecuo, Tue —D. Raffelock, Editor 
1840 California St., Denver, Colo. 
Epucation — F. H. Patmer, Editor 
120 Boylston St., Boston, Mass. 
EMERSON QUARTERLY, THE — 
30 Huntington Ave., Boston, Mass. 
Emory Puoenix, THE Emory University, Ga 
Eveninc Grapuic — Your Broadway and Mine 
New York City 
Everypopy’s MAGAzINE — 
Spring and MacDougal Sts., New York City 
ExTENsIon MacazinE 180 N. Wabash Ave., Chicago, Ill. 


Foor Prints— Dr. F. H. Adler, Editor 
2633 Shaker Road, Cleveland Heights, Ohio 
Forcr, Tue —S. North and S. S$. Newman, Editors 
5746 Dorchester Ave., Chicago, Ill. 
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Forum, THE 247 Park Ave., New York City 
Free Verse — G. Zorn and W. Sigmund, Editors 

185-A Vernon Ave., Brooklyn, N. Y. 
Frienps’ INTELLIGENCER — Philadelphia, Pa. 


GotvEN GaALLEon, THE-A. Fowler, Editor 
816 Board of Trade Bldg., Kansas City, Mo. 
GoupEN QuiLL, THE —- 
110 W. Eleventh St., Muscatine, lowa 
Goop CounseL — M. J. Corcoran, D.D., O. 8. A., Editor 
Mount St. Rita, Long Island, N. Y. 
Goop HousEKEEPING — 119 W. 40th St., New York City 
GranitE Montuiy, THe —H. H. Metcalf, Editor 
Concord, N. H. 
GREENWICH VILLAGE QuILL, THE — Henry Harrison, Editor 
324 E. 15th St., New York City 
Gypsy, Tur — Miss George Elliston, Editor 
c/o Times-Star, Cincinnati, Ohio 


Harp, Tue — May Williams Ward, Editor Belpre, Kan. 
HarPer’s Bazaar — 119 W. 40th St., New York City 
Harper’s MacazinE—T. B. Wells, Editor 

49 E. 33rd St., New York City 
Home DeparTMENT Macazine (children’s verse) —H. C. 


Moore, Editor 161 Eighth Ave., New York City 
INDEPENDENT, [HE 8 Arlington St., Boston, Mass. 
INDIANAPOLIS NEws, THE — Indianapolis, Ind. 


InsprraTION, THE —P. Hurlbut, Editor 
1029 W. Washington St., Los Angeles, Calif. 
InTERLUDEs — William James Price, Editor 
2917 Erdman Ave., Baltimore, Md. 
INTERNATIONAL Arts — J. Kling, Editor New York City 


JAPM, Tue Porrry WeeExty-— Benjamin Musser, Editor 
107 S. Mansfield Ave., Atlantic City, N. J. 

JewisH Forum — Dr. S. Hurwitz, Editor 
5 Beekman St., New York City 

Jewish TRIBUNE, THE — 

Marbridge Bldg., W. 34th St., New York City 
JournaL or American Poetry, THE — Wallace Stephen, 
Editor 9 Camp Greene Ave., Charlotte, N. C. 
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JOURNAL oF ExpREssIoNn — 
Curry School of Expression, Pierce Bldg., Boston, Mass. 
Junior Curistian EnpEavor Wortp (children’s verse) — 
41 Mt. Vernon St., Boston, Mass. 


Kansas City Star, THE Kansas City, Mo. 
Kentucky Foix-Lore anp Porrry Macazine, THE — Gor- 
don Wilson, Editor Bowling Green, Ky. 


KesstnGER’s Mip-Wesr Review — H. C. Kessinger, Editor 
17 N. LaSalle St., Chicago, Ill. 


Lapies’ Home JourNnaL — 
Independence Sq., Philadelphia, Pa. 
LanTERN, THE — 1715 Holland Ave., New York City 
Lariat, THE — Col. E. Hofer, Editor 
Lock Box 731, Portland, Ore. 
LIBERTY — 247 Park Ave., New York City 
Literary LanTERN, THE (syndicated) — Chapel Hill, N. C. 
LittLte Review, THE — Margaret Anderson, Editor 
24 E. 11th St., New York City 
LitrLe WanveERER (children’s verse) — J. L. Gordon, Editor 
64 W. Randolph St., Chicago, Ill. 
Live Stories—G. E. Wilson, Editor 
35 W. 39th St., New York City 
Lone Istanp Daity Press— The Band Wagon 
11 Merrick Blvd., Jamaica, N. Y. 
Los ANGELEs SaTURDAY Nicut—S. T. Clover, Editor 
Los Angeles, Calif. 
Love Story MacaziInE— 79 Seventh Ave., New York City 
Lyric, THe — Virginia McCormick, Editor 
1401 Stockley Gardens, Norfolk, Va. 
Lyric West, Tue — Mr. and Mrs. Allison Gaw, Editors 
3551 University Ave., Los Angeles, Calif. 


MacniFicaT, THE — 131 Laurel St., Manchester, N. H. 
Martin’s Book, Joun (children’s verse) — 

128 W. 58th St., New York City 
McCuvure’s MacazinE— 119 W. 40th St., New York City 
MeEnoraH JournaL, THE — 

167 W. 13th St., New York City 
MESSENGER OF THE SACRED HEarT — 

180 N. Wabash Ave., Chicago, Ill. 
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Mupianp, Tue — J. T. Frederick, Editor lowa City, lowa 
Munsey’s MacazineE — 280 Broadway, New York City 


Nation, THE — 20 Vesey St., New York City 
NationaL Macazine, Tue — J. M. Chapple, Editor 
Boston, Mass. 
Nautitus Macazine — Mrs. E. Towne, Editor 
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MARY SINTON LEITCH 
Get a microphone, install loud speakers, 
MARK TURBYFILL 
Give now the axe to edge, the trunk to hew. 
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I am the eager one. 402 
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I cannot remember the names of roads and hills. of | 
CATHERINE CATE COBLENTZ 
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If the distrait verdure cleave not to the branch. 
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ALFRED KREYMBORG 
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In the dead of winter, when the snow whispers. 
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Is there a silver cup, John Sutter. 
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THOMAS HORNSBY FERRIL 
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146 


152 
171 


386 


Man longed to feel the tremor of God’s will. 386 


CHARLES WHARTON STORK 


Many a mountain that the sun has chosen. fh 
KENNETH SLADE ALLING 
Mary can hear them echoing still. DD 
ELEANOR BALDWIN 
Mary Milton, Deborah, Anne. 178 
HELEN RHODA HOOPES 
Mary, the queer girl, in the summer meadow. 390 
GENEVIEVE TOGGARD 
Maydie had the biggest feet. 249 
QUEENE B. LISTER 
Millenniums passed. Man peopled earth and sky. 385 


CHARLES WHARTON STORK 
Mine be the names that go by thru the mist like great 
red flags. 343 
E, MERRILL ROOT 
Mo’hners, would yo’ dwell in de shadder of de Lamb? = 239 


MARY SINTON LEITCH 


Moon-white snow and tall trees. Zap 
LOUISE BURTON LAIDLOW 
Mothers are valleys shielding from rough wind. 296 
ELIZABETH MORROW 
Mountain water is never still. 111 
GLENN WARD DRESBACH 
Mountains are good to look upon. 73 
GRACE HAZARD CONKLING 
Mountains have a dreamy way. 162 
LEIGH BUCKNER HANES 
Muskox, seacow, cabbages and quail. 254 
NORMAN W. MACLEOD 
My blood has strains of buccaneer and priest. A 
JOHN LEE HIGGINS 
My body has been given me. 402 
LUCIA TRENT 
My brain is an ancient tomb where you. 77 
$. BERT COOKSLEY 
My lot it is to stay at home, while you. 211 
LILLIAN SUE KEECH 
My love, Morning. 59 
RALPH CHEYNEY 
My mother was a wild one. 184 


WINIFRED VIRGINIA JACKSON 


683 


My sister Mathilde is wed to a Norwegian carpenter. 


LAURA TANNE 
My spirit wearies of the men who lie. 
E. MERRILL ROOT 


Never again can this house be. 
GEORGE ELLISTON 
Never go foraging with such as these. 
GEORGE 0’NEIL 
Nevermind, It’s not worth crying. 
MARION STROBEL 
Night, and the saxophones’ dark laughter leaping. 
CLIFFORD GESSLER 
No granite mountains, no tempestuous seas, 
ELIZABETH MORROW 
No more the ancient monsters in their pride. 
GORDON LAWRENCE 
No one, upon the evening of the crime. 
HAROLD VINAL 
Not a mere priest to tend an altar flame. 
CHARLES WHARTON STORK 
Not for my spirit’s sake, I said. 
ADA HASTINGS HEDGES 


Not like a beast borne on the flood of passion, boat 


without oars, but mindful of all his dignity. 
ROBINSON JEFFERS 
Not that we mean to trample dreams to dust. 
MARION FRANCIS BROWN 
Not yet one goes to room and room. 
BENNETT WEAVER 
Now Autumn is here I yearn for a Roman villa. 
ELIZABETH COATSWORTH 
Now God be praised that gave us such a sky. 
JOSEPH AUSLANDER 
Now plaint of the perennial seed collides. 
KATHRYN WHITE RYAN 
Now take my reading-glass and look. 
MARGARET TOD RITTER 
Now the appointed time has come. 
RALPH CHEYNEY 
Now the years more swiftly pass. 
HARRIET SAMPSON 
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116 
314 
389 
148 
296 
230 
418 
387 


165 


186 
40 
426 
70 
12 
350 
330 
58 


350 


Now while the common things of day are fading. 300 
HELENE MULLINS 


O Poddy, of the piercing sapphire eyes. 120 
JACQUELINE EMBRY 
O Spartan Woman, I have peered behind. 228 
Cc. T. LANHAM 
O Sun, instigator of cocks, Thou. 254 
ARCHIBALD MACLEISH 
Oaks still whisper wisely to the wind. 15:1 
GLORIA GODDARD 
Oh, I shall never find you, Love! Draw nigh. 325 
IDELLA PURNELL 
Oh little child I hold beneath my heart. 401 
LUCIA TRENT 
Oh not your hand upon my hand. 407 
BARBARA MADISON TUNNELL 
Oh, swans are lovely; lovely, too, are geese. 442 
CHARLES WINKE 
“Oh, years and years ago, I used to race. 250 
KATHARINE DAY LITTLE 
Old fires have burned him out! He dawdles now. 282 
MILDRED PLEW MERRYMAN 
Old lady Cook was tough as an ox, 324 
HELEN DANFORTH PRUDDEN 
Old ships must come to rest as birds and men. 1 
FREDERICK HERBERT ADLER 
Ole blin’ Mammy. 244 
QUEENE B. LISTER 
On both banks of the Jordan. 299 
NICHOLAS MOSKOWITZ 
On Monday, wakened by the dawn’s caress. 363 
JAY G. SIGMUND 
On the ground. 394 
EDITH TATUM 
Once Heraclitus lived in grief and pain. 301 
HELENE MULLINS 
Once I loved. 377 
LEONORA SPEYER 
Once were these mountains a vast volcano-rim? 42 


WITTER BYNNER 
Once, when she thumbed old books of dimming prints. 81 
HOWARD MCKINLEY CORNING 


685 


One day a Flapper Sponge said to a Puritan Stone. 
ROSA ZAGNONI MARIONI 
“One more river to cross—so tired—” 
BENNETT WEAVER 
One watches, to no purpose, I suppose. 
LEONARD BACON 
One well might say the town was very dull. 
DAVID MORTON 
Our town has history enough. 
BADGER CLARK 
Ours is a house not made with hands. 
MERLE CROWELL 
Out of a dawn of rain and fog. 
LEONORA SPEYER 
Out of the walk he snatches small delights. 


B. A. BODKIN 


Out of the wastes of failure to grow a stem of success. 


KATHARINE LEE BATES 
Out they came from Liberty, out across the plains. 
JIM MARSHALL 
Over the Siskyou peaks. 
MARGARETTE BALL DICKSON 
Over wide ocean the blurred white wings of gulls. 
ALICE ROGERS HAGER 


“Paderewski of the wheelbarrow,” they call him. 
FRANCIS CLAIBORNE MASON 
Pigs with feet like the feet of wolves. 
MACKINLEY KANTOR 
Plant here a willow, for one there was. 


EDNA DAVIS ROMIG 
Plough the road under, and nail fast the gate. 


TED OLSON 
Poetry in her beauty. 


HAZEL HAWTHORNE 

Poets pass and their songs remain. 
VINCENT STARRETT 

“Pretty,” you say of an elephant. 


MARION STROBEL 
Purple noise. 


MARY CAROLYN DAVIES 


Queen Esther is out walking in the garden. 
ABRAHAM M. KLEIN 
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260 
427 
21 
297 
61 
87 
370 
ze 
PAS, 
261 
98 


158 


263 
209 
334 
341 
164 
381 
389 


95 


215 


Quietly, silently passing, at twilight, when streets are 
Crowded. 319 
WILLIAM ALEXANDER PERCY 
Quintessence of quietness. 126 
SARA BARD FIELD 


Remember how we parted, not one sad. 25vi, 
ANGELA MARCO 
Road, where are you hidden among the trees? 67 
ELIZABETH COATSWORTH 
Round the picnic fire. 135 
ELIZABETH HOLLISTER FROST 
Sanderson Page, Sanderson Page. 79 
HOWARD MCKINLEY CORNING 
Sealed from your modern world by quaint design. 302 
BENJAMIN MUSSER 
Serendip and Taprobane. 109 
ANNIE ATWOOD DODGE 
Serenely the men of music play and sing. 42 
WITTER BYNNER 
Set in the jeweled fore-part of his crown. 214 
ABRAHAM M. KLEIN 
Scholar, the night. 35.9 
JEANNETTE SEARIGHT 
Shall we, because the German tire went flat. 24 
LEONARD BACON 
She came to me again last night. 150 
CAROLINE GILTINAN 
She hides behind the hollyhocks. 229 
VIVIAN YEISER LARAMORE 
She knew that now he never would come here. Jol 
HELEN SANTMYER 
She leans upon her window-sill to guess. 307 
JESSICA NELSON NORTH 
She of the beautiful name Artemidora. 253 
KATHERINE ALLISON MACLEAN 
She’s creeping slowly up past Quarantine. 339 
ROBERT NORMILE ROSE 
She stamped her foot, “I want his head!” 95 
MARY CAROLYN DAVIES 
She waited at the station for a train. 355 


WHITELAW SAUNDERS 
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She walked with careful footsteps up the slope. 52 


KATHERINE GARRISON CHAPIN 


She was an old woman in a dirty old dress. 196 
SIDDIE JOE JOHNSON 
She was as slim and beautiful. 329 
ELIZABETH DAVIS RICHARDS 
She was very sure of this. 134 


JOSEPH FRANT-WALSH 
Ships are the nearest things to dreams that hands have 


ever made. 339 
ROBERT NORMILE ROSE 
Shuffle along, O paint cayuse! 352 
LEW SARETT 
“Sister, how. 305 
G. J. NEUMANN 
Sleep on, sleep on. 319 
WILLIAM ALEXANDER PERCY 
So brittle the ice on the gables. 354 
LEW SARETT 
So little wind would ruin all this gold. 298 
DAVID MORTON 
“So now,” I said to Billy, “When you learn. 170 
RUTH EVELYN HENDERSON 
So that was I? 244 
MAY LEWIS 
So this is Peter’s church. Beneath this dome. 96 
JULIA JOHNSON DAVIS 
Some in Persian fire. 49 
FRANCIS CARLIN 
Something for each of us. 194 
GEORGIA DOUGLAS JOHNSON 
Something there was about her just a bit. 285 
EDITH MIRICK 
Sometimes to the children, to the round-eyed. 76 
S. BERT COOKSLEY 
Sophronia Lumley. 246 
QUEENE B. LISTER 
Speak of the tall, white walls of pride. 31 
ISAAC BENJAMIN 
Spread the rays of your boughs to the uttermost sky. 364 
MARY SIEGRIST 
Spring is a lovely greyness. 213 


SALLY BRUCE KINSOLVING 
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Spring knocked thrice upon the door. 135 


ELIZABETH HOLLISTER FROST 


Sprung of the men who found this land. 449 
CLEMENT WooD 

Stand and stare. 267 

THEODORE MAYNARD 

Stars and atoms have no size. 389 
A. M. SULLIVAN 

Still, at three-corned hearths they sit and nod. 369 

LILLIAN WHITE SPENCER 

Strictly at noon the mist was there. 413 
MARK VAN DOREN 

Sundays he comes to me with new zarapes. 43 
WITTER BYNNER 

Swith! Swith! 287 


ARTHUR TRUMAN MERRILL 


Tender green eyes flashing. 2 
LEWIS ALEXANDER 
That lively organ, palpitant and red. 88 
COUNTEE CULLEN 
That she had chosen well. 292 
ROSELLE MERCIER MONTGOMERY. 
That woman just across the court. 241 
AMY BARRON LEONARD 
The barkers roar and the hammers ring. 43 
GERTRUDE CALLAGHAN 
The bear puts both arms round the tree above her. 138 
ROBERT FROST 
The blood of cavaliers I hold in trust. 380 
VIRGINIA STAIT 
The Blue Snow-shadow Goose stalks slowly. 60 


THELMA CHILES 


The broken pillar of the wing jags from the clotted 


shoulder. 189 
ROBINSON JEFFERS 
The brood of my neighbor Trempleau. 354 
LEW SARETT 
The candle is out. 68 
ELIZABETH COATSWORTH 
The chamberlain burst on the royal feast. 214 


ABRAHAM M. KLEIN 


689 


The closed door and the scythe, the hour-glass. 
HAROLD VINAL 
The Continental fox has fled the British hound. 
DANIEL HENDERSON 
The cormorant still screams. 


LOUISE BOGAN 
The daffodils march up and down. 
ELIZABETH DAVIS RICHARDS 
The ferryman sits in the prow. 
ALBERT EDMUND TROMBLY 
The fire has left me old, not old alone. 
MARY SINTON LEITCH 
The flesh entire and unconsumed. 
KENNETH SLADE AILING 
The flower is withered and its loveliness. 
ELKANAH EAST TAYLOR 


The frustrate orchards darkly hold. 


WALTER EVANS KIDD 
The gift of peace of many things. 
FLORENCE VAN FLEET LYMAN 


The gradual dusk comes white to-night, and drifts. 


GLORIA GODDARD 
The granaries have closed about the wheat. 


VIRGINIA STAIT 
The graveyard tops the rise in the road. 


ALBERT EDMUND TROMLY 


The hard limbs of the trees. 


CHARLES A. WAGNER 


... Lhe heat. 


CHARD POWERS SMITH 


The hidden scorn of the heart. 


MARJORIE MEEKER 
The Jacks who call themselves the giant. 


E. MERRILL ROOT 
The kings meet kings in proud array. 


WILLIAM JAMES PRICE 
The last cold lilies cringed. 


MORTON DAUWEN ZABEL 
The loveliest things I saw for a while. 


GRACE HAZARD CONKLING 
The master of this house has gone. 


ROLFE HUMPHRIES 
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The 


mountain twilight is a fearsome thing. 
ARTHUR WALLACE PEACH 
mourning women, in dark mantas gowned. 
LILIAN WHITE SPENCER 
name of it was to be Grief. 
JOAN DARETH PROSPER 


name of Kwei is from the snow white jade. 


MEDDIE MAZE LEBOLD 
neighbors called her Mrs. Coucou. 
ISABEL VALLE 
night and day have now a like dimension. 
BABETTE DEUTSCH 
nurse above the growing ether-fume. 
ROBERT CARY 
old ladies, the cold old ladies. 
SARAH LITSEY 
papers said. 
MELVILLE CANE 
past melts slowly like a pearl. 
DOROTHY E. REID 
petal of the violet is dust. 
HAROLD VINAL 


plump head-waiter of the “Cock” is gone. 


LEONARD BACON 
rain upon the earth falls down. 
HILDEGARDE FLANNER 
scribe of God writes everywhere. 
CHARLES BALLARD 
sea tugged at his heart with all its tides. 
JOSEPH AUSLANDER 
slender-waisted wasp is daubed with clay. 
H. C. BARROWES-DONALD 
snow that sifts above the sill. 
BENNETT WEAVER 
spring is late this year. 
THEODORE MAYNARD 
stain of space is on his throat. 
BENNETT WEAVER 
stars still show. 
EDNA DAVIS ROMIG 
surge of the waters was in His Speech. 
ELISABETH MAYER 
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370 


428 


268 


428 


335 
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The swift red flash, a winter king ° 84 
HARD CRANE 


The talk among the poplars is of rain. 298 
DAVID MORTON 
The tawny moon rose late among the islands. 278 
MARJORIE MEEKER 
The thrust rustles last year’s leaves. 9 
JOSEPH AUSLANDER 
The water’s creeping up . . . now it has reached. 72 
ISABEL FISKE CONANT 
The wheel turns, turns the wheel, the wheel turns. 115 
RICHARD EBERHART 
The wind blows. 82 
MAE. V. COWDERY 
The world is hollow like a pumpkin-shell. 309 
JESSICA NELSON NORTH 
Then laying seven pencils parallel. 125 
THOMAS HORNSBY FERRIL 
Then my heart wakened and I saw earth’s glooms. 345 
E, MERRILL ROOT 
There are three men that are I. 230 
RICHMOND LATTIMORE 
There is a chill that creeps along the cold. 383 
ADA BORDEN STEVENS 
There is an eagle screaming from a roof. 69 
ELIZABETH COATSWORTH 
There is healing in the gold. 89 
OLIVE TILFORD DARGAN 
There is no hiding-place from happiness. 42 
WITTER BYNNER 
There’s a wren in my throat. 162 
LEIGH BUCKNER HANES 
These apples lying on the ground. 140 
ETHEL ROMIG FULLER 
These golden apples! And Hippomenes. 290 
ROSELLE MERCIER MONTGOMERY 
These men were kings albeit they were black. 87 
COUNTEE CULLEN 
These rainbows tangled in the city’s hair. 59 
RALPH CHEYNEY 
They are closing in, John Henry. 302 


BENJAMIN MUSSER 


692 


They are such narrow beings with small bones. 
ELIZABETH COATSWORTH 
They overhung our diligence until. 
LESLIE NELSON JENNINGS 
They plod and plod before the grate. 
MILDRED PLEW MERRYMAN 
They’re out at last, the words not said. 
ELEANOR C. KOENIG 
They say before grave Thoreau came this way. 
ALFRED KREYMBORG 
This age of little poems wearies me. 
N. BRYLLION FAGIN 
This bronze old man knew China in his youth. 
ELINORE BLAISDELL 
This is not my song nor yours, but a song for all lovers. 
MARGERY ATWOOD TODAHL 


This is the end; there shall not come another to mark the 


closing of our destined days. 
EVELYN GRAHAM 


This is the proud one, the high-and-mighty, the cultural 


one. 
OLIVER JENKINS 
This life is scarcely longer than the flight. 
HAROLD VINAL 
This man bears unkindness in his eyes. 
JOSEPH FRANT-WALSH 
This stealth of shadow where the willow trees. 
MARGARET PERKINS BRIGGS 
This valley sends another sound. 
MARK VAN DOREN 
This was the cruel, beautiful dream I dreamed. 
RUTH EVELYN HENDERSON 
Though flame has swept on swift and terrible wings. 
MARY SINTON LEITCH 
Three lovely things to-day. 
HARRIET MONROE 
Through open windows they could see the blue. 
FLORENCE ASHLEY BEELER 
Through unscarred Northern forests once you played. 
EDNA WALLACE WHITCOMB 
Time, calendars, hours, clocks. 
EARL BIGELOW BROWN 
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Time is no bird whose flight is never done. 
JOHN RICHARD MORELAND 
Time went away, and left him lingering. 
ALEXANDER LAING 
Time with his plow of darkness plows them under. 
KENNETH SLADE ALLING 
To the kind, the tall Carpenter. 
ISABEL FISKE CONANT 
To the right or to the left of you. 
DOROTHY E. REID 
Too still, too strange, aware of unreturning. 
MARJORIE MEEKER 
Tramp, tramp, a moiling, toiling tread. 
CLYDE ROBERTSON 
Trees have a greater wisdom than the sun. 
KATHERINE KEATS BRAITHWAITE 
“Trust thyself!” said Emerson. 
FRANCIS CARLIN 
Turf and hard games—and now this quiet room. 
HENRY MORTON ROBINSON 
Twenty-five negroes, shackles all secure. 
NANCY TELFAIR 
Two enemies the kings of Egypt fought. 
HORTENSE FLEXNER 
Two gifts, then, were the Lord’s to give. 
JOHN RUSSELL MCCARTHY 
“’Twuz when we manned the Racer in the Little Guagus 
Stream. 
ALEXANDER JONES 


Under wide driven wings of clouds, and under. 
GLENN WARD DRESBACH 
Underneath pomegranate bush. 


HILDEGARDE FLANNER 


Was her life drab and dull like mine. 
AMY BARRON LEONARD 
*Way down east, in the land of the moose and the cone. 
ROBERT HAVEN SCHAUFFLER 
We are three jolly river boys. 


ALEXANDER JONES 


We heard a little yellow bird. 


WINIFRED GRAY STEWART 
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We heard a Voice beyond all Voices calling. 
MARGARET WIDDEMER 
We saw a primrose blowing on a hill, 
MARY HELEN SWARTZEL 
We slave like infernal fools in our two cells. 
ALFRED KREYMEORG 
We who have words. 
EDNA LOU WALTON 
We, who sit with open eyes. 
HORACE GREGORY 
Wearily out of sleep stirred the Empress Irene. 
MARIE LUHRS 
What are the nymphs that tenderly withhold. 
JOSEPH T, SHIPLEY 
What are they? whither are they going—frail. 
CLIFFORD GESSLER 
What heavenly cascade of bells can ring. 
MONROE HEATH 
What is this reed that grows tall in its river bed? 
WITTER BYNNER 
What part of you. 
GRACE STONE COATES 
What’s that!—above the rafter! 
LEW SARETT 
When I was young I felt so small. 
ANNE SPENCER MORROW 
When King Ashoda ruled in Hindustan. 
LEONARD BACON 


When Mary quit the cottage that bright October morn- 


ing. 
AUDREY WURDEMANN 
When night it was no longer. 
LEONARD CLINE 
When the Lord’s word comes to a man: Arise. 
MAY LEWIS 
Where dusk is shadowing the quiet church. 
ANNE M. ROBINSON 
Where I watch you at your work. 
BENJAMIN MUSSER 
Where lovers walk the highest hills drop low. 
ELIZABETH MORROW 
Where the sun shafts down. 
HOWARD MCKINLEY CORNING 
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441 
390 
221 
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157 
DS 
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164 


Where were you, last night? 65 
GRACE STONE COATES 


Who was the mighty god when Maine was new! 431 
JAMES WHALER 
Why can we not remember arm-in-arm. 441 
STANLEY KIDDER WILSON 
Why do I fear a little thing like you. 399 
RUBY WEYBURN TOBIAS 
Why do you want to read my horoscope? 127 
LORRAINE NOEL FINLEY 
Willow, make no slightest stir. 338 
BLANCHE WALTRIP ROSE 
Wisdom, I think, is made of these. 312 
TED OLSON 
With lifted head and far, unshifting gaze. 109 
SIDNEY DRAKE 
Within the shadow of the moon you danced. 263 
MARJORIE MARSHALL 
Women, who wake all summer into flower. 100 
GEORGE DILLON 
Words are damp cartridges that poets use. 333 
HENRY MORTON ROBINSON 
Yesterday I saw my servant girl. 260 
ROSA ZAGNONI MARINONI 
You are a weaver of words; I am a poet. 280 


HAROLD WESLEY MELVIN 
You ask, “Who is it you kiss when you kiss that way?” 102 
GEORGE DILLON 


You cannot find me where you left me, quite. 73 
ISABEL FISKE CONANT 

You cannot touch my heart. 118 

GEORGE ELLISTON 
You hate him, for he took your sorry scheme. 129 
VARDIS FISHER 
You led me over the ancient bridge. 269 
GERTRUDE PARTHENIA MCBROWN 
You may fare on husk or wheat. 294 
JOHN RICHARD MORELAND 

You might be. 308 
JESSICA NELSON NORTH 

You who ran races stand so still. 320 


WILLIAM ALEXANDER PERCY 
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Young love is passion. 
KATHARINE LEE BATES 
Your little words. 
MAY BRINKLEY 


You’ve just returned from voyaging somewhere. 


HARRY KEMP 


Zero the thread of quick-silver. 
LEW SARETT 
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